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Everyman, I wiU go with thee, and be thy guide, 
In thy most need to go by thy side 
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Journey to France, 1613; to Scotland, 1618. 

Died in 1637 
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INTRODUCTION 


The greatest of English dramatists except Shakespeare, the 
first literary dictator and poet-laureate, a writer of verse, 
prose, satire, and criticism who most potently of all the men 
of his time affected the subsequent course of English letters: 
such was Ben Jonsoa, and as such his strong personality as- 
sumes an interest to us almost unparalleled, at least in his age. 

Ben Jonson came of the stock that was centuries after to 
give to the world Thomas Carlyle; for Jonson's grandfather 
was of Annandale, over the Solway, whence he migrated to 
England. Jonson’s father lost his estate under Qiieen Mary. 
“ having been cast into prison and forfeited.” He entered 
the church, but died a month before his illustrious son was 
bom, leaving his widow and child in poverty. Jonson’s 
birthplace was Westminster, and the time of his birth early 
‘•1 J573- He was thus nearly ten years Shakespeare’s junior 
and less well off if a ^ifle better born. But Jonson did not 
profit even by^his slight advantage. His mother married 
beneath her. a ^\Tight or bricklayer, and Jonson was for a 
time apprenticed to the tiade. As a youth he attracted the 
attention of the famous antiquary. William Camden, then 
usher at Westminster School, and there the poet laid the solid 
foundations of his classical learning. Jonson always held 
Camden in veneration, acknowledging that to him he owed. 

AH that I am in arts, all that I know; 


and dedi^ting his first dramatic success. " Every Man In Uis 

° doubtful whether Jonson ever went 

either university, though Fuller says that he was "statut- 

us rf Cambridge.” H^teUs 

us t^t he took no degree, but was later^ ” Master oi 

^ m both the universities, by their favour, not his study ” 

vV^en a mere youth Jonson enlisted as a soldier trailing 

pike m Flanders in the protracted wars of William the Silent 

be became by his own account in time exceediiiPiv h«ii, ’ 
In Chat with hU friend Wi.Ha™ Drnm^onrof Ha:flS' 
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Jonson told how " in his service in the Low Countries he had, 
in the lace of both the camps, killed an enemy, and taken 
opiwa spolia from him;” and how “since his coming to 
England, being appealed to the fields, he had killed his 
adversary which had hurt him in the arm and whose sword 
was ten inches longer than his.” Jonson’s reach may have 
made up for the lack of his sword ; certainly his prowess lost 
nothing in the telling. Obviously Jonson was brave, combative, 
and not averse to talking of himself and his doings. 

In 1502, Jonson returned from abroad penniless. Soon 
after he married, almost as early and quite as imprudently as 
Shakespeare. He told Drummond curtly that “ his wife was 
a shrew, yet honest for some years he lived apart from her 
in the household of Lord Albany. Yet two touching epitaphs 
among Jenson's Epigrams. ” On my first daughter,” and “ On 
my first son,” attest the warmth of the poet’s family affections. 
The daughter died in infancy, the son of the plague; another 
son grew up to manhood little credit to his father whom he 
survived. We know nothing beyond this of Jonson’s domestic 
life. 

How soon Jonson drifted into what we now call grandly 
“the theatrical profession” we do not know. In i593' 
Marlowe made his tragic exit from life, and Greene, Shake- 
speare’s other rival on the popular stage, had preceded 
Marlowe in an equally miserable death the year before. 
Shakespeare already had the running to himself. Jonson 
appears first in the employment of Philip Henslowe, the 
exploiter of several troupes of players, manager, and father- 
in-law of the famous actor, Edward Alleyn. From entries in 
Henslowe's Diary, a species of theatrical account book which 
has been handed down to us, we know that Jonson was 
connected with the Admiral's men; for he borrowed £4 of 
Henslowe. July 28, 1597. paying back 3s. 9d. on the same day 
on account of his " share ” (in what is not altogether clear); 
while later, on December 3. of the same year. Henslowe 
advanced 20s. to him “ upon a book which he showed the plot 
unto the company which he promised to deliver unto the 
company at Christmas next.” In the next August Jonson 
was in collaboration with Chettle and Porter in a play called 
“Hot Anger Soon Cold.” All this points to an association 
with Henslowe of some duration, as no mere tyro would be 
thus paid in advance upon mere promise. From allusions in 
Dekker’s play, " Satiromastix.” it appears that Jonson, like 
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Shakespeare, began life as an actor, and that he “ ambled in 
a leather pitch by a play-wagon ” taking at one time the part 
of Hieronimo in Kyd's famous play. “The Spanish Tragedy.” 
By the beginning of 1598. Jonson, though still in needy cir- 
cumstances, had begun to receive recognition. Francis Mercs 
— well known for his “Comparative Discourse of our English 
Poets with the Greek, Latin, and Italian Poets,” printed 
in 159S, and for his mention therein of a dozen plays of Shake- 
speare by title — accords to Ben Jonson a place as one of 
“ our best in tragedy.” a matter of some surprise, as no known 
tragedy of Jonson ^ora so early a date has come down to us. 
That Jonson was at work on tragedy, however, is proved by 
the entries in Henslowe of at least three tragedies, now lost, 
in which he had a hand. These are “ Page of Plymouth,” 
” King Robert II, of Scotland,” and “Richard Crookback.” 
But all of these came later, on his return to Henslowe, and 
range from August 1509 to June 1602. 

Returning to the autumn of 1598, an event now happened 
to sever for a time Jonson’s relations with Henslowe. In a 
letter to Alleyn, dated September 26 of that year, Henslowe 
writes: “ I have lost one of my company that hurteth me 
greatly ; that is Gabriel [Spencer], for he is slain in Hogsden 
fields by the hands of Benjamin Jonson, bricklayer.” The 
last word is perhaps Henslowe’s thrust at Jonson in his dis- 
pleasure rather than a designation of his actual continuance 
at his trade up to this time. It is fair to Jonson to remark, 
however, that his adversary appears to have been a notorious 
fire-eater who had shortly before killed one Fccke in a similar 
squabble. Duelling was a frequent occurrence of the time 
among gentlemen and the nobility; it was an impudent 
breach of the peace on the part of a player. This duel is the 
one which Jonson described years after to Drummond, and 
for it Jonson was duly arraigned at Old Bailey, tried, and 
convicted. He was sent to prison and such goods and chattels 
as he had “ were forfeited.” It is a thought to give one pause 
that, but for the ancient law permitting convicted felons to 
plead, as it was called, the benefit of clergy, Jonson might 
have been hanged for this deed. The circumstance that the 
poet could read and write saved him ; and he received only a 
brand of the letter “ T.” for Tyburn, on his left thumb. While 
in jail Jonson became a Roman Catholic; but he returned to 
the faith of the Church of England a dozen years later. 

On his release, in disgrace with Henslowe and his former 
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associates, Jonson oSered his services as a playwright to 
Henslowe’s rivals, the Lord Chamberlain’s company, in uliich 
Shakespeare was a prominent shareholder. A tradition of 
long standing, though not susceptible of proof in a court of 
law. narrates that Jonson had submitted the manuscript ol 
'' Every Man in His Humour ” to the Chamberlain’s men and 
had received from the company a refusal; that Shakespeare 
called him back, read the play himself, and at once accepted 
it. WTiether this story is true or not, certain it is that 
" Every Man in His Humour " was accepted by Shakespeare’s 
company and acted for the first time in 1598, with Shakespeare 
taking a part. The evidence of this is contained in the list 
of actors prefixed to the comedy in the folio of Jonson ’s works, 
1616. But it is a mistake to infer, because Shakespeare’s 
name stands first in the list of actors and the elder Kno’well 
first in the dramatis persona, that Shakespeare took that 
particular part. The order of a list of Elizabethan players 
was generally that of their importance or priority as share- 
holders in the company and seldom if ever corresponded to 
the list of characters. 

“ Every Man in His Humour” was an immediate success, 
and with it Jonson’s reputation as one of the leading dramatists 
of his time was established once and for all. This could have 
been by no means Jonson’s earliest comedy, and we have 
just learned that he was already reputed one of " our best in 
tragedy.” Indeed, one of Jonson’s extant comedies, “The 
Case is Altered,” but one never claimed by him or published 
as his. must certainly have preceded ” Every Man in His 
Humour ” on the stage. The former play may be described 
as a comedy modelled on the Latin plays of Plautus. (It com- 
bines, in fact, situations derived from the " Captivi” and the 
" Aulularia” of that dramatist). But the pretty story of the 
beggar-maiden, Rachel, and her suitors, Jonson found, not 
among the classics, but in the ideals of romantic love which 
Shakespeare had already popularised on the stage. Jonson 
never again produced so fresh and lovable a feminine personage 
as Rachel, although in other respects ” The Case is Altered ” 
is not a conspicuous play, and. save for the satirising of Antony 
Munday in the person of Antonio Balladino and Gabriel 
Harvey as well, is perhaps the least characteristic of the 
comedies of Jonson. 

'■ Evcr>- Man in His Humour,” probably first acted late in 
the summer of 1598 and at the Curtain, is commonly regarded 
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as an epoch-making play; and this view is not unjustified. 
As to plot, it tells little more than how an intercepted letter 
enabled a father to follow his supposedly studious son to 
London, and there observe his life with the gallants of the 
time. The real quality of this comedy is in its personages 
and in the theory upon which they are conceived. Ben 
Jonson had theories about poetry and the drama, and he was 
neither chary in talking of them nor in experimenting with 
them in his plays. This makes Jonson. like Dryden in his 
time, and Wordsworth much later, an author to reckon with; 
particularly when we remember that many of Jonson’s notions 
came for a time definitely to prevail and to modify the whole 
trend of English poetry. First of all Jonson was a classicist, 
that is, he believed in restraint and precedent in art in opposi- 
tion to the prevalent ungoverned and irresponsible Renaissance 
spirit. Jonson believed that there was a professional way of 
doing things which might be reached by a study of the best 
examples, and he found these examples for the most part 
among the ancients. To confine our attention to the drama, 
Jonson objected to the amateurishness and haphazard nature 
of many contemporary plays, and set himself to do something 
different; and the first and most striking thing that he evolved 
was his conception and practice of the comedy of humours. 

As Jonson has been much misrepresented in this matter, 
let us quote his own words as to " humour.” A humour, 
according to Jonson, was a bias of disposition, a warp, so to 
speak, in character by which 

Some one peculiar quality 
Doth so possess a man, that it doth draw 
All his affects, his spirits, .and his powers, 

In their conductions, all to run one way. 

But continuing, Jonson is careful to add: 

But that a rook by wearing a pied feather, 

The cable hat-band, or the three-piled ruff, 

A yard of shoe-tie, or the Switzers knot 
On his French garters, should affect a humour! 

O, it is more than most ridiculous. 

Jonson's comedy of humours, in a word, conceived of stage 
personages on the basis of a ruling trait or passion (a notable 
simplification of actual life be it observed in passing); and. 
placing these typified traits in juxtaposition in their conflict 
and contrast, struck the spark of comedy. Downright as 
his name indicates, is " a plain squire ” ; Bobadill’s humour is 
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that of the braggart who is incidentally, and with delightfully 
comic effect, a coward; Brainworm’s humour is the finding 
out of things to the end of fooling everybody: of course he is 
fooled in the end himself. But it was not Jonson’s theories 
alone that made the success of " Every Man in His Humour.” 
The play is admirably written and each character is vividly 
conceived, and with a firm touch based on observation of the 
men of the London of the day. Jonson was neither in this, 
his first great comedy (nor in any other play that he wrote), 
a supine classicist, urging that English drama return to a 
slavish adherence to classical conditions. He says as to the 
laws of the old comedy (meaning by ” laws,” such matters as 
the unities of time and place and the use of chorus): ” I see 
not then, but we should enjoy the same licence, or free power 
to illustrate and heighten our invention as they (the ancients] 
did ; and not be tied to those strict and regular forms which 
the niceness of a few, who are nothing but form, would thrust 
upon us.” ” Every Man in His Humour ” is Avritten in prose, 
a novel practice which Jonson had of bis predecessor in comedy, 
John Lyly. Even the word ” humour ” seems to have been 
employed in the Jonsonian sense by Chapman before Jonson’s 
use of it. Indeed, the comedy of humours itself is only a 
heightened variety of the comedy of manners which represents 
life, viewed at a satirical angle, and is the oldest and most 
persistent species of comedy in the language. None the less, 
Jonson's comedy merited its immediate success and marked 
out a definite course in which comedy long continued to run, 
To mention only Shakespeare's Falstaff and his rout, Bardolph. 
Pistol. Dame Quickly, and the rest, whether in ” Henry IV.” 
or in ” The Merry Wives of Windsor,” all are conceived iu the 
spirit of humours. So are the captains, Welsh, Scotch, and 
Irish of “Henry V.,” and Malvolto especially later; though 
Shakespeare never employed the method of humours for an 
important personage. It was not Jonson’s fault that many 
of his successors di<l precisely the thing that he had reprobated, 
that is, degrade “ the humour ” into an oddity of speech, an 
eccentricity of manner, of dress, or cut of beard. There was 
an anonymous play called “ Every Woman in Her Humour.” 
Chapman wrote “ A Humourous Day’s Mirth,” Day, " Humour 
Out of Breath,” Fletcher later, " The Humourous Lieutenant,” 
and Jonson. besides "Every Man Out of His Humour.” 
returned to the title in closing the cycle of his comedies in 
“ The Magnetic Lady or Humours Reconciled.” 
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Introduction 

With the performance of ” Every Man Out of His Humour " 
in 1509, by Shakespeare’s company once more at tlie Globe, 
we turn a new page in Jonson’s career. Despite his many real 
virtues, if there is one feature more than any other that 
distinguishes Jonson. it is his arrogance; and to this may 
be added his self-righteousness, especially under criticism or 
satire, '* Every Man Out of His Humour ” is the first of three 
■' comical satires ” which Jonson contributed to what Dekker 
called the poetomachia or war of the theatres as recent critics 
have named it. This play as a fabric of plot is a very slight 
affair; but as a satirical picture of the manners of the time, 
proceeding by means of vivid caricature, couched in witty 
and brilliant dialogue and sustained by that righteous indigna- 
tion which must lie at the heart of all true satire — as a realisa- 
tion, in short, of the classical ideal of comedy — there had been 
nothing like Jonson’s comedy since the days of Aristophanes. 
*' Every Man in His Humour,” like the two plays that follow 
it, contains two kinds of attack, the critical or generally satiric, 
levelled at abuses and corruptions in the abstract ; and the 
personal, in which specific application is made of all this in 
the lampooning of poets and others, Jonson’s contemporaries. 
The method of personal attack by actual caricature of a person 
on the stage is almost as old as the drama. Aristophanes so 
lampooned Euripides in “The Achamians” and Socrates in 
” The Clouds,” to mention no other c.'camples; and in English 
drama this kind of thing is alluded to again and again. What 
Jonson really did, was to raise the dramatic lampoon to an 
art, and make out of a casual burlesque and bit of mimicry a 
dramatic satire of literary pretensions and permanency. With 
the arrogant attitude mentioned above and his uncommon 
eloquence in scorn, vituperation, and invective, it is no wonder 
that Jonson soon involved himself in literary and even personal 
quarrels wnth his fellow-authors. The circumstances of the 
origin of this poetomachia are far from clear, and those who 
have written on the topic, except of late, have not helped to 
make them clearer. The origin of the ” war ” has been 
referred to satirical references, apparently to Jonson. contained 
in ” The Scourge of Villainy," a satire in regular form after 
the manner of the ancients by John Marston. a fellow play- 
wright. subsequent friend and collaborator of Jonson’s. On 
the other hand, epigrams of Jonson have been discovered 
(49. 68 , and 100) variously charging ‘‘playwright” (reason- 
ably identified with Marston) with scurrility, cowardice, and 
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plagiarism ; though the dates of the epigrams cannot be 
ascertained with certainty. Jonson’s own statement of the 
matter to Drummond runs: *' He had many quarrels wth 
Marston, beat him. and took his pistol from him, \vrote his 
Poetaster on him ; the beginning[s] of them were that Marston 
represented him on the stage." ^ 

Here at least we are on certain ground; and the principals 
of the quarrel are known. " Histriomastix,” a play revised 
by Marston in 1598, has been regarded as the one in which 
Jonson was thus "represented on the stage"; although the 
personage in question, Chrisogonus, a poet, satirist, and trans- 
lator, poor but proud, and contemptuous of the common herd, 
seems rather a complimentary portrait of Jonson than a 
caricature. As to the personages actually ridiculed in " Every 
Man Out of His Humour.” Carlo Buffone was formerly thought 
certainly to be Marston. as he was described as " a public, 
scurrilous, and profane jester," and elsewhere as the grand 
scourge or second untruss [that is, satirist], of the time" 
(Joseph Hall being by his own boast the first, and Marston’s 
work being entitled " The Scourge of Villainy "). Apparently 
we must now prefer for Carlo a notorious character named 
Charles Chester, of whom gossipy and inaccurate Aubrey 
relates that he was " a bold impertinent fellow ... a 
perpetual talker and made a noise like a drum in a room. 
So one time at a tavern Sir Walter Raleigh beats him and 
seals up his mouth (that is his upper and his nether beard) 
with hard wax. From him Ben Jonson takes his Carlo 
Buffone [i.e., jester] in ‘Every Man in His Humour’ [r»'c].’' 
Is it conceivable that after all Jonson was ridiculing Marston, 
and that the point of the satire consisted in an intentional 
confusion of " the grand scourge or second untruss " vrith 
" the scurrilous and profane ” Chester? 

\Vc have digressed into detail in this particular case to 
exemplify the difficulties of criticism in its attempts to identify 
the allusions in these forgotten quarrels. We are on sounder 
ground of fact in recording other manifestations of Jonson’s 
enmity. In " 1 he Case is Altered " there is clear ridicule in 
the character Antonio Balladino of Anthony Munday, pageant- 
poet of the city, translator of romances and playvTight as well. 

* The best account of this wJiolc subject is to be found in the edition of 
Poelanler and Salifomastrtx by J. H, Ivnniman in BrlUs l.eUrts Sertes 
shortly to appear. See also his earlier work. The War of the Theatres, 
1892, and the excellent contributions to the subject by H. C. Hart in 
Kotes and Queries, and in his edition of Jonson, 1906. 
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In E\’er>’ Man in His Humour ” there is certainly a caricature 
of Samuel Daniel, accepted poet of the court, sonneteer, and 
companion of men of fashion. These men held recognised 
positions to which Jonson felt his talents better entitled him ; 
they were hence to him his natural enemies. It seems almost 
certain that he pursued both in the personages of his satire 
through '■ Every Man Out of His Humour,” and ” Cynthia’s 
Revels,” Daniel under the characters Fastidious Brisk and 


Hedon, Munday as Puntarvolo and Amorphus; but in these 
last u-e venture on quagmire once more. Jonson’s literary 
rivalry of Daniel is traceable again and again, in the enter- 
tainments that welcomed King James on liis way to London, 
in the masques at court, and in the pastoral drama. As to 
Jonson’s personal ambitions with respect to these two men. it 
IS notable that he became, not pageant-poet, but chronologcr 
to the Cit)- of London; and that, on the accession of the new 

king, he came soon to triumph over Daniel as the accepted 
entertainer of royalty. 

"Cynthia’s Revels.” the second " comical satire," was acted 
m 1600, and. as a play, is even more lengthy, elaborate, and 
impossible than ” Every Man Out of His Humour ” Here 

everything, and while 
much of the caricature is admirable, especially in the detail ot 

0, n't “ l^nehantly satirical dialogue, the central idea of a 
fountain of self-love is not very well carried out and the 
persons revert at times to abstractions, the action to aHcgoiw 

been feted bv ’then M should have 

them Nathap ^^nl 

Martial, and whom ho tau^’ht latr>r hnw 1 

thf dTed‘bef“h'”'“"r' SalTuud 

parts of o^d me "u" f taking the 

Sweetest of^hU e 't ‘"""“■'talised in one of the 

the f {i^tr ^t r 

Me fhetwear tenderfynemembefc " L": 

1. teinytirat:d^':b:;uL?nrtr 

and whipped the connTfTof ttlr d 
caricature of Daniel and Munday in ” CynthU’s^R i 
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His Humour.” is Jonson’s self-complaisant portrait of himself, 
the just, wholly admirable, and judicious scholar, holding his 
head high above the pack of the yelping curs of envy and 
detraction, but careless of their puny attacks on his perfections 
with only too mindful a neglect. 

The third and last of the ” comical satires " is ” Poetaster,” 
acted, once more, by the Children of the Chapel in iGoi. and 
Jonson’s only avowed contribution to the fray. According to 
the author’s own account, this play was written in fifteen 
weeks on a report that his enemies had entrusted to Dekker 
the preparation of ” Satiromastix, the Untrussing of the 
Humorous Poet.” a dramatic attack upon himself. In this 
attempt to forestall his enemies Jonson succeeded, and 
” Poetaster ” was an immediate and deserved success. While 
hardly more closely knit in structure than its earlier companion 
pieces, ” Poetaster ” is planned to lead up to the ludicrous 
final scene in which, after a device borrowed from the " Lexi- 
phanes ” of Lucian, the offending poetaster. Marston-Crispinus, 
is made to throw up the difficult words with which he had 
overburdened his stomach as well as overlarded his vocabulary. 
In the end Crispinus with his fellow. Dekker-Demetrius, is 
bound over to keep the peace and never thenceforward 
“ mali.gn, traduce, or detract the person or writings of Quintus 
Horatius Flaccus fjonson) or any other eminent man tran- 
scending you in merit.” One of the most diverting personages 
in Jonson’s comedy is Captain Tucca. “ His peculiarity 
has been well described by Ward as ” a buoyant blackguardism 
which recovers itself instantaneously from the most complete 
exposure, and a picturesqueness of speech like that of a walking 

dictionary of slang.” 

It was this character. Captain Tucca, that Dekker lut upon 
in his reply, ” Satiromastix,” and he amplified him. turning 
his abusive vocabulary back upon Jonson and adtlmg "an 
immodesty to his dialogue that did not enter into Jonson s 
conception.” It has been held, altogether plausibly, that 
wlicn Dekker was engaged professionally, so to speak, to write 
a dramatic reply to Jonson. he was at "’ork on a species o 
chronicle history, dealing with the story of \yaltcr Tenll in 
the reign of William Rufus. This he hurriedly adapted to 
include the satirical characters suggested by “ Poetaster, 
and fashioned to convey the satire of his reply. The absurdity 
of placing Horace in the court of a Norman king is the result. 
But Dekker’s play is not without its palpable hits at the 
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arrogance, the literar>’ pride, and ?clf-righteoii<:ne«:<5 of Jonson- 
Horace, whose “ ningle ” or pal. the absurd Asinius Bubo, has 
recently been shown to figure forth, in all likelihood. Jonson’s 
friend, the poet Drayton. Slight and hastily adapted as is 
" Satiromastix." especially in a comparison with the better 
wrought and more significant satire of *' Poetaster,” the town 
awarded the palm to Dekkcr. not to Jonson; and Jonson gave 
over in consequence his practice of “comical satire.” Though 
Jonson was cited to appear before the Lord Chief Justice to 
answer certain charges to the effect that he had attacked 
lawyers and soldiers in “ Poetaster.” nothing came of this 
complaint. It may be suspected that much of this furious 
clatter and give-and-take was pure playing to the gallery. 
Tlie town was agog wdth the strife, and on no less an authority 
than Shakespeare (“ Hamlet.” ii. 2). w-e learn that the children’s 
company (acting the plays of Jonson) did “so berattle the 
common stages . . . that many, wearing rapiers, arc afraid 
of goose-quills, and dare scarce come thither.” 

Several other plays have been thought to bear a greater or 
less part in the war of the theatres. Among them the most 
important is a college play, entitled “The Return from 
Parnassus, dating i6oi-02. In it a much-quoted passage 
makes Burbage, as a character, declare: “ W’hy here's our 
fellow Shakespeare puts them all down; aye and Ben Jonson, 
too. 0 that Ben Jonson is a pestilent follow; he brought up 
Horace, giving the poets a pill, but our fellow Shakespeare 
hath given him a purge that made him bewray his credit " 
Was Shakespeare tlicn concerned in this war of the stages > 
And what could have been the nature of this “ purge ” ^ 
Among several suggestions. “ Troilus and Cressida ” has been 
thought by some to be the play in which Shakespeare thus 

put down h.s nend, Jonson. A wiser interpretation finds 

“ S'‘*"'<>"tastix,'' which, though not ,vritten 

by Shakespeare, was staged by his company, and therefore 

o 7 tLtToS’pTy' '-ders 

The last years of the reign of Elizabeth thus saw Jonson 
recognised as a dramatist second only to Shakespeare and not 
second even to him as a dramatic satirist But Ton‘^r. 
turned his talents to new fields Pl-ivf^n 

from classical stor,- and myth had heW tSe sSeffr "Tk'’ 

beginning of the drama, so that Shakespeare 

new departure when he tvrote his " Julius Crnsar ” abou\ 1600° 
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Therefore when Jonson staged “Sejanus,” three years later 
and with Shakespeare’s company once more, he was only 
following in the elder dramatist’s footsteps. But Jonson’s 
idea of a play on classical history, on the one hand, and 
Shakespeare’s and the elder popular dramatists, on the other, 
were very different. Heywood some years before had put five 
straggling plays on the stage in quick succession, all derived 
from stories in Ovid and dramatised with little taste or dis- 
crimination. Shakespeare had a finer conception of form, but 
even he was contented to take all his ancient history ftom 
North’s translation of Plutarch and dramatise his subject 
w’ithout further inquiry. Jonson was a scholar and a classical 
antiquarian. He reprobated this slipshod amateurishness, 
and wrote his “ Sejanus ” like a scholar, reading Tacitus, 
Suetonius, and other authorities, to be certain of his facts, 
his setting, and his atmosphere, and somewhat pedantically 
noting his authorities in the margin when he came to print. 
" Sejanus ” is a tragedy of genuine dramatic power in which 
is told with discriminating taste the story of the haughty 
favourite of Tiberius with his tragical overthrow. Our drama 
presents no truer nor more painstaking representation of 
ancient Roman life than may be found in Jonson’s “ Sejanus 
and “Catiline his Conspiracy.’’ which followed in i6ii. A 
passage in the address of the former play to the reader, in 
which Jonson refers to a collaboration in an earlier version, 
has led to the surmise that Shakespeare may have been that 
“ worthier pen.’’ There is no evidence to determine the 


In 1605. we find Jonson in active collaboration with Chapman 
and Marston in the admirable comedy of Ixmdon life entitled 
Eastward Hoe.’’ In the previous year. Marston had 
dedicated his “ Malcontent,’’ in terms of fervid admiration, to 
Jonson ; so that the wounds of the war of the f*‘eatrcs mus 
have been long since healed. Between Jonson and Chapman 
there was the kinship of similar scholarly ideals. The tuo 
continued friends throughout life. “ 

the extraordinary popularity represented in ^ 

issues in one year. But this was not due entirely to the r^er t 
of the play. In its earliest version a passage which an irrital le 
courtie^r conceived to be derogatory to his nation, the 

sent both Chapman and Jonson to jail; h?fluence''at 

soon patched up. for by this time Jonson had mflueiice at 


court. 
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With the accession of King James, Jonson began his long 
and successful career as a writer of masques. He wrote more 
masques than all his competitors together, and they are of an 
extraordinary variety and poetic excellence. Jonson did not 
invent the masque; for such premeditated devices to set and 
frame, so to speak, a court ball had been known and practised 
in varying degrees of elaboration long before his time. But 
Jonson gave dramatic value to the masque, especially in his 
invention of the antimasque, a comedy or farcical element of 
relief, entrusted to professional players or dancers. He en- 
hanced. as well, the beauty and dignity of those portions of 
the masque in which noble lords and ladies took their parts to 
create, by their gorgeous costumes and artistic grouping and 
evolutions, a sumptuous show. On the mechanical and scenic 
side Jonson had an inventive and ingenious partner in Inigo 
Jones, the royal architect, who more than any one man raised 
the standard of stage representation in the England of his day. 
Jonson continued active in the ser\dce of the court in the 


^vriting of masques and other entertainments far into the reign 
of King Charles; but, towards the end. a quarrel with Jones 
embittered his life, and the two testy old men appear to have 
become not only a constant irritation to each other, but 
intolerable bores at court. In “ Hynienaei," " The Masque of 
Queens,” " Love Freed from Ignorance.” ” Lovers made Men ” 
‘■Pleasure Reconciled to Virtue.” and many more will be 
found Jonson’s aptitude, his taste, his poetry and inventive- 
ness in these by-forms of the drama; while in ” The Masque of 
Christmas,” and ” The Gipsies Metamorphosed ” especially 
IS discoverable that power of broad comedy which, at court 
as well as in the city, was not the least element of Tonson's 
contemporary popularity. 

But Jonson had by no means given up the popular staee 
when he turned to the amusement of King James. In 1605 
Volponc was produced. “The Silent Woman” in 1609 
Thc^^^chemist in the following year. These comedies 

he- 1614. represent Jonson at his 

height, and for constructive cleverness, character successfully 
wnceived m the manner of caricature, wit and brilliancy 0^ 

the Fox. IS. in a sense, a transition play from the 

of the war of the theatres to^hV;u" r oomedTr ! 
presented in the plays named above Its subiert a ^ 1 
Of wit applied to cl^eanery; tor 
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from the villainous Fox himself, his rascally servant Mosca, 
Voltore (the vulture). Corbaccio and Corvino (the big and the 
little raven), to Sir Politic Would-be and the rest, there is 
scarcely a virtuous character in the play. Question has been 
raised as to whether a story so forbidding can be considered a 
comedy, for, although the plot ends in the discomfiture and 
imprisonment of the most vicious, it involves no mortal 
catastrophe. But Jonson was on sound historical ground, 
for “ Volpone ” is conceived far more logically on the lines of 
the ancients’ theory of comedy than was ever the romantic 
drama of Shakespeare, however repulsive we may find a 
philosophy of life that facilely divides the world into the 
rogues and their dupes, and. identifying brains with roguery 
and innocence mth folly, admires the former while incon- 


sistently punishing them. 

“The Silent Woman” is a gigantic farce of the most 
ingenious construction. The whole comedy hinges on a huge 
joke, played by a heartless nephew on his misanthropic uncl^ 
who' is induced to take to himself a wife, young, fair, and 
warranted silent, but who. in the end. turns out neither silent 
nor a woman at all. In “ The Alchemist." again we have the 
utmost cleverness in construction, the whole fabnc building 
climax on climax, witty, ingenious, and so plausibly 
that we forget its departures from the possibilities of lite. in 
“The Alchemist” Jonson represented, none the less to the 
life, certain sharpers of the metropolis, revelling m thei 

shrewdness and rascality and in the variety 
and wickedness of their victims. We may object ‘o ‘^e <ac 
that the only person in the play possessed of a scruple o 
honesty is discomfited, and that the greatest scoundrel of all 
is approved in the end and rewarded. The comedy is s 
admhably written and contrived, the personages stand out 
with such lifelike distinctness in their several kinds, and 
whole is animated with such verve and resourcefulnca t 
"The Alchemist" is a new marvel every time it is read. 
Las lv of This group comes the tremendous comedy 
" Blrtholomew Fair," W clear cut, less definite, and less 
structurally worthy of praise than its three predecessors, but 
Ml of 5he keenest and cleverest of satire and inventive to a 

Uegree beyond Eng,— 

re"immortal caricature of the Puri^tan. 

and the Littlewits that group about him. and it is 
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extraordinary comedy that the humour of Jonson, always 
open to this danger, loosens into the Rabelaisian mode that 
so delighted King James in “ The Gipsies Metamorphosed." 
Another comedy of less merit is " The Devil is an Ass." acted 
in i6i6. It was the failure of this play that caused Jonson to 
give over writing for the public stage for a period of nearly 
ten years. 

■' Volpone ” was laid as to scene in Venice. Whether 
because of the success of " Eastward Hoe " or for other reasons, 
the other three comedies declare in the words of the prologue 
to "The Alchemist"; 

Our scene is London, ’cause we would make known 

No country’s mirth is better than our own. 

Indeed Jonson went further when he came to revise his plays 
for collected publication in his folio of 1616. he transferred the 
scene of " Every Man in His Humour " from Florence to 
London also, converting Signior Lorenzo di Pazzi to Old 
Kno’well, Prospero to Master Welboni, and Hesperida to Dame 
Kitely " dwelling i’ the Old Jewry.” 

In his comedies of London life, despite his trend towards 
caricature, Jonson has shown himself a genuine realist, draw 
ing from the life about him with an experience and insight rare 
in any generation. A happy comparison has been suggested 
between Ben Jonson and Charles Dickens. Both were men 
of the people, lowly bom and hardly bred. Each knew the 
London of his time as few men knew it; and each represented 
it intimately and in elaborate detail. Both men were at heart 
moralists, seeking the truth by the exaggerated methods of 
humour and caricature; perverse, even wrong-headed at times, 
but possessed of a true pathos and largeness of heart, and 
when all has been said — though the Elizabethan ran to satire, 
the Victorian to sentimentality— leaving the world better for 
the art that they practised in it. 

In 1616. the year of the death of Shakespeare. Jonson 
wUected his plays, his poetiy, and his masques for publication 
in a collective edition. This was an unusual thing at the time 
and had been attempted by no dramatist before Jonson. This 
volume published, in a carefully revised text, all the plays 
tous far mentioned, excepting " The Case is Altered." which 
Jon^n did not acknowledge. " Bartholomew Fair," and " The 
Devil is an Ass,” which was written too late. It included 
likewise a book of some hundred and thirty odd Epigrams, in 
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which form of brief and pungent uTiting Jonson was an 
acknowledged master; “ The Forest,” a smaller collection of 
lyric and occasional verse and some ten Masques and Enler- 
tainments. In this same year Jonson was made poet laureate 
with a pension of one hundred marks a year. This, with his 
fees and returns from several noblemen, and the small earnings 
of his plays must have formed the bulk of his income. The 
poet appears to have done certain literary hack-work for others, 
as, for example, parts of the Punic Wars contributed to 
Raleigh’s History of the World. We know from a story, little 
to the credit of either, that Jonson accompanied Raleigh’s son 
abroad in the capacity of a tutor. In i6i8 Jonson was granted 
the reversion of the office of Master of the Revels, a post for 
which he was peculiarly fitted ; but he did not live to enjoy its 
perquisites. Jonson was honoured with degrees by both 
universities, though when and under what circumstances is 
not knowm. It has been said that he narrowly escaped the 
honour of knighthood, which the satirists of the day averred 
King James was wont to lavish with an indiscriminate hand. 
Worse men were made knights in his day than worthy Ben 
Jonson. 

From i6i6 to the close of the reign of King James, Jonson 
produced nothing for the stage. But he ” prosecuted ” what 
he calls ” his wonted studies ” with such assiduity that he 
became in reality, as by report, one of the most learned men 
of his time. Jonson’s theory of authorship involved a wide 
acquaintance wdth books and ” an ability,” as he put it, ” to 
convert the substance or riches of another poet to his own 
use.” Accordingly Jonson read not only the Greek and Latin 
classics down to the lesser writers, but he acquainted himself 
especially with the Latin writings of his learned contemporaries, 
their prose as well as their poetry, their antiquities and curious 
lore as well as their more solid learning. Though a poor man, 
Jonson was an indefatigable collector of books. He told 
Drummond that ” the Earl of Pembroke sent him £20 every 
first day of the new year to buy new books.” Unhappily, in 
1623 his library was destroyed by fire, an accident serio- 
comically described in his witty poem, " An Execration upon 
Vulcan ” Yet even now a book turns up from time to time 
on which is inscribed, in fair large Italian lettering, the name. 
Ben Jonson. With respect to Jonson’s use of his material. 
Dryden said memorably of him: ” [He] was not only a pro- 
fessed imiUtor of Horace, but a learned plagiary of all the 
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others; you track him everywhere in their snow. . . . But he 
has done his robberies so openly that one sees he fears not to be 
taxed by any law. He invades authors like a monarch, and 
what w'ould be theft in other poets is only victory in him." 
And yet it is but fair to say that Jonson prided himself, ami 
justly, on bis originality. In '* Catiline," he not only uses 
Sallust’s account of the conspiracy, but he models some of the 
speeches of Cicero on the Roman orator’s actual w’ords. In 
“Poetaster.” he lifts a whole satire out of Horace and 
dramatises it effectively for his purposes. The sophist 
Libanius suggests the situation of " The Silent Woman a 
Latin comedy of Giordano Bruno, " II Candelaio," the relation 
of the dupes and the sharpers in ” The Alchemist.” the 
Mostellaria ’ of Plautus, its admirable opening scene. But 
Jonson commonly bettered his sources, and putting the stamp 
of his sovereignty on whatever bullion he borrowed made it 
thenceforward to all time current and his own. 

The IjTic and especially the occasional poetry of Jonson has 
a peculiar merit. His theory demanded design and the 
perfection of literary finish. He was furthest from the rhap- 
s^ist and the careless singer of an idle day; and he believed 
that Apollo could only be worthily served in singing robes and 
aurel crowned. And yet many of Jonson’s lyrics will live as 
ong as the language. Who does not know “ Queen and 

eve"s*-^n' /"u '''ith thine 

eyes, or Still to be neat, still to be dressed " ? Beautiful 

form, deft and graceful in expression, with not a word too 

much or one that bears not its part in the total effect there 

t s^SD^c^''^ Jonson a certain stiffness and formality. 

bidS b "t spontaneous and un- 

bidden. but that they were car\'ed. so to speak, with dispro- 

UifuX ^ habitual 

thought ,s on peatcr things. It is for these reasons th^t 

tertetor^al occasional verse 

SDont.n^ . ‘""S® interfere with the 

lyriclf p^ associate with 

®nch epitaphs as Ben Tonson’s 

Pa^ thtch“of r? Salathiei 

diffiriiit hearse. Jonson is unsurpassed, too in the 

dUficult poetiy of compliment, seldom falling into lulsome 
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praise and disproportionate similitude, yet shelving again and 
again a generous appreciation of worth in others, a discriminat- 
ing taste and a generous personal regard. There was no man 
in England of his rank so well known and universally beloved 
as Ben Jonson. The list of his friends, of those to whom he 
had written verses, and those who had written verses to him, 
includes the name of every man of prominence in the England 
of King James. And the tone of many of these productions 
discloses an affectionate familiarity that speaks for the amiable 
personality and sound worth of the laureate. In 1610, growing 
unwieldy through inactivity, Jonson hit upon the heroic 
remedy of a journey afoot to Scotland. On his way thither 
and back he was hospitably received at the houses of many 
friends and by those to whom his friends had recommended 
him. When he arrived in Edinburgh, the burgesses met to 
grant him the freedom of the city, and Drummond, foremost 
of Scottish poets, was proud to entertain him for weeks as his 
guest at Hawthornden. Some of the noblest of Jonson’s 
poems were inspired by friendship. Such is the fine " Ode to 
the memory of Sir Lucius Cary and Sir Henry Moryson," and 
that admirable piece of critical insight and filial aflection, 
prefixed to the first Shakespeare folio, “ To the memory of my 
beloved master, William Shakespeare, and what he hath left 
us,” to mention only these. Nor can the earlier ” Epode,” 
beginning ” Not to know vice at all,” be matched in stately 
gravity and gnomic wisdom in its own wise and stately age. 

But if Jonson had deserted the stage after the publication 
of his folio and up to the end of the reign of King James, he 
was far from inactive; for year after year his inexhaustible 
inventiveness continued to contribute to the masipiing and 
entertainment at court. In “The Golden Age Restored. 


Pallas turns the Iron Age with its attendant evils into statues 
which sink out of sight; in ” Pleasure Reconciled to Virtue.” 
Atlas figures represented as an old man, his shoulders covered 
with snow, and Comus. ” the god of cheer or the belly,” is 
one of the characters, a circumstance which an imaginative 
boy of ten. named John Milton, was not to forget. Pan s 
Anniversary.” late in the reign of Jam'^s. proclaimed that 
Jonson had not yet forgotten how to write exc^nisite lyrics, 
and ” The Gipsies Metamorphosed ” displayed the old drollery 
and broad humorous stroke still unimpaired and unmatchable. 
These, too. and the earlier years of Charles were the days of 
the Apollo Room of the Devil Tavern where Jonson presi<lod. 
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the absolute monarch of English literary Bohemia. We hear 
of a room blazoned about with Jonson’s own judicious Leges 
Convivales in letters of gold, of a company made up of the 
choicest spirits of the time, devotedly attached to their veteran 
dictator, his reminiscences, opinions, afiections, and enmities. 
And we hear, too, of valorous potations; but. in the words of 
Herrick addressed to his master, Jonson, at the Devil Tavern, 
as at the Dog, the Triple Tun. and at the Mermaid, 

We such clusters bad 
As made us nobly wild, not mad, 

And yet each verse of thine 

Outdid the meat, outdid the frolic wine. 

But the patronage of the court failed in the days of King 
Charles, though Jonson was not without royal favours; and 
the old poet returned to the stage, producing, between 1C25 
and 1633, " The Staple of News.” ” The New Inn,” ” The 
Magnetic Lady,” and ” The Tale of a Tub.” the last doubtless 
revised from a much earlier comedy. None of these plays 
met with any marked success, although the scathing generalisa- 
tion of Drj'den that designated them ” Jonson’s dotages” is 
unfair to their genuine merits. Thus the idea of an office for 
the gathering, proper dressing, and promulgation of news 
(wild flight of the fancy in its time) was an excellent subject 
for satire on the existing absurdities among newsmongers; 
although as much can hardly be said for ” The Magnetic 
Lady,” who, in her bounty, draws to her personages of differing 
humours to reconcile them in the end according to the alter- 
native title, or “Humours Reconciled.” These last plays of 
the old dramatist revert to caricatxire and the hard lines of 
allegory; the moralist is more than ever present, the satire 
degenerates into personal lampoon, especially of his sometime 
friend. Inigo Jones, who appears unworthily to have used his 
influence at court against the broken-down old poet. And now 
disease claimed Jonson, and he was bedridden for months. 
He had succeeded Middleton in 1628 as Chronologer to the 
City of London, but lost the post for not fulfilling its duties. 
King Charles befriended him. and even commissioned him to 
WTite still for the entertainment of the court ; and he was not 
without the sustaining hand of noble patrons and devoted 
friends among the younger poets who were proud to be ” sealed 
of the tribe of Ben.” 

Jonson died. August 6, 1637, and a second folio of his w’orks, 
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which he had been some time gathering, was printed in 1640, 
bearing in its various parts dates ranging from 1630 to 164^. 
It included all the plays mentioned in the foregoing paragraphs, 
excepting “The Case is Altered;” the masques, some fifteen, 
that dale between 1617 and 1630; another collection of lyrics 
and occasional poetry called “ Underwoods, including some 
further entertainments; a translation of “ Horace's Art of 
Poetry” (also published in a vicesimo quarto in 1640), and 
certain fragments and ingatherings which the poet would 
hardly have included himself. These last comprise the 
fragment (less than seventy lines) of a tragedy called 
“Mortimer his Fall,” and three acts of a pastoral drama of 
much beauty and poetic spirit, “ The Sad Shepherd.” There 
is also the exceedingly interesting English Grammar " made by 
Ben Jonson for the benefit of all strangers out of his observa- 
tion of the English language now spoken and in use,” in Latin 
and English; and Timber, or Discoveries “ made upon men and 
matter as they have flowed out of his daily reading, or had 
their reflux to his peculiar notion of the times.” Tl>e Dis- 
coveries. as it is usually called, is a commonplace book such as 
many literary men have kept, in whicli their reading was 
chronicled, passages that took their fancy translated or tran- 
scribed, and their passing opinions noted. Many passages of 
Jonson's Discoveries are literal translations from the authors 
he chanced to be reading, with the reference, noted or not, as 
the accident of the moment prescribed. At times he follows 
the line of Macchiavelli’s argument as to the nature and 
conduct of princes; at others he clarifies his own conception of 
poetry and poets by recourse to Aristotle. He finds a choice 
paragraph on eloquence in Seneca the elder and applies it to 
his own recollection of Bacon's power as an orator ; and another 
on facile and ready genius, and translates it, adapting it to 
his recollection of his fellow-playwright, Shakespeare. To call 
such passages — which Jonson never intended for publication — 
plagiarism, is to obscure the significance of words. To dis- 
parage his memory by citing them is a preposterous use of 
scholarship. Jonson’s prose, both in his dramas, in the 
descriptive comments of his masques, and in the Discoveries. 
is characterised by clarity and vigorous directness, nor is it 
wanting in a fine sense of form or in the subtler graces of 
diction. 

When Jonson died there was a project for a handsome 
monuraent to his memory. But the Civil War was at hand. 
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and the project failed. A memorial, not insufTicicnt, was 
carved on the stone covering his grave in one of the aisles of 
Westminster Abbey: 

"O rare Beu Jonson.'* 

FELIX E. SCHELLING. 
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EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR* 


DRAMATIS PERSON/E 


Lokbszo senior 

Lorenzo junior. 

Diancha. 

Prospero. 

Stepiiano. 

Hespekida. 

Thorelco. 

Doctor Clement 

Peto. 

Giuliano. 

Bobadilla. 

Musco. 


Cob. 
Matiieo. 
Pi so. 
Tib. 


ACT I 

SCENE I . — Enter Lorenzo di Pazzi senior, Musco. 

Lor. se. Now trust me, here's a goodly day toward. 
ilxieeo, call up my son Lorenro; bid him rise; tell him, I have 
some bu-siness to employ him in. 
ilu9. I will, sir, presently. 

Lor. se. But hear you, sirrah; 

If be be at study disturb him not 
J/ua. Very good, sir. [Exit .Musco. 

Lor. se. How happy would 1 estimate mystif, 

Could I by any means retire my son. 

From one vain course of study he affects! 

He is a scholar (if a man may trust 
The liberal voice of double-tongued report) 

Of dear account, in all our Academies. 

Yet this position must not breed in mo 
A fast opinion that ho cannot err. 

Myself was once a student, and indeed 
F^ with the eelf-same humour he is now, 

Dreaming on nought but idle Poetry ; 

But since, Experience hath awaked my spirits, [Enter Stepoano. 

And reason taught them, how to comprehend 

The sovereign use of study. What, cousin Slepkano / 

What news with you, th.at you are here so early ? 

Step. Nothing: but e’en come to see how you do, uncle. 

Lor. se. That’s kindly done; you arc welcome, cousin. 

Step. .Ay, 1 know that, sir, 1 would not have come else: how doth 
my cousin, uncle? 

Lor. se. Oh, well, well, go in and see; I doubt he’s scarce stirring 
yet. 

Step. Uncle, afore I go in, can you tell me an he have e’er a 
book of the sciences of liawkins and hunting ? I would fain borrow it. 
Lor. se. Why, 1 hope you will not a hawking now, will you 7 
Step. No, wusse; but I’ll practise against next year; 1 have 

*Tbe e.irlier version of the comedy is here for the first time placed at 
the head of the plays. The hiter, superior, and more familiar Anglicised 
version, follows at the end of the volume. 
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bought me a hank, and belU and all; I lack nothing but a book 
to keep it by. 

Lor. se. Oh, most ridiculous. 

Step. Nay, look you now, you are angry, uncle, why, you know, 
an a man have not skill in hawking and hunting now-a-days, I’ll not 
give a rush for him; he is for no gentleman’s company, and (by 
God’s will) I scorn it, ay, so I do, to be a consort for every kum-drum; 
hang them scroijlts, there's nothing in them in the world, what do 
you talk on it? a gentleman must shew himself like a gentleman. 
Uncle, I pray you be not angry, I know what I have to do, I trow, 
I am no novice. 

Lor. se. Go to, you are a prodigal, and self-willed fool. 

Nay, never look at me, it’s 1 that speak, 

Take’t as you will. I’ll not flatter you. 

What ? have you not means enow to waste 

That which your friends have left you, but you must 

Go cast awiiy your money on a Buzzard, 

And know not how to keep it when you have done? 

Oh, it’s brave, this will make you a gentleman. 


Well, cousin, well, I see you are e'en past hope 
Of all reclaim ; av, so, now you are told on it, you look another way. 
Step. What would you have me do, trow? 

Lor. What would I have you do ? marry. 


Learn to be wise, and practise how to thrive. 

That I would have you do, and not to spend 
Your crowns on every one that humours you: 

I would not have you to intrude yourself 
In every gentleman’s society. 

Till their affections or your own dessert, 

Do worthily invite you to the place. 

For he that's so respeclless in his courses, 

Oft sells his reputation vile and cheap. 

Let not your carriage and behaviour taste 
Of affectation, lest while you [.retend 
To make a blaze of gentry to the woild 
A little puff of scorn extinguish it, 

And you be left like an unsavoury snuff, 

Whose property is only to offend. 

Ck)usin, lay by such superficial forms, 

And entertain a perfect real substance; 

Stand not so much on your gentility, 

But moderate your expenses (now at first) 

As you may keej) the same proportion still: 

Bear a low sail. Soft, who’s this comes here? a Servant. 


iSer. Gentlemen, God save you. 

SUp. Welcome, good friend; we do not stand much upon our 
gentility, yet I can assure you mine uncle is a man of a thousand 
pound land a year; he hath but one son in tlie world; I am bus 
next heir, as simple os I stand here, if my cousin die. I have a 
fair living of mine own too beside. 
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Ser. In good time, sir. 

Step. In good time, sir! you do not flout me, do you? 

Ser, Not I, sir. 

Step. An you should, her© be them can perceive it, and that 
quickly too. Goto; and they can give it again soundly, an need ho. 

iScr. Why, sir, let this satisfy you. Good faith, 1 had no such 
intent. 

Step. By God, an I thought you had, air, I would talk with you. 
iSer. So you may, sir, and at your pleasure. 

Step. And so 1 would, sir, an you were out of mine uncle’s ground, 
I can tell you. 

Lor. se. Why, how now, cousin, will this ne’er be left? 

Step. Whoreson, base fellow, by God’s lid, an ’twero not for 
shame, I would — 

Lor, se. What would you do? you peremptory ass, 

An you’ll not be quiet, get you hence. 

You see, the gentleman contains himself 
In modest limits, giving no reply 
To your unseasou'd rude comparatives; 

V et you'll demean yourself without respect 
liither of duty or humanity. 

Go, get you in: 'fore God, I am asham’d [Exit Step. 

Thou hast a kinsman’s interest in me. 

Ser. I pray you, sir, is this Paai house? 

Lor. se. Yes, marry w it, sir. 

Ser. I should enquire for a gentleman here, one Stffntor Lorenzo 
ai t azzi: do you know any such, sir, I pray you ? 

^r. se. V©', sir; or eUe I should forget myself. 

Ser. I c |7 you mercy, sir, I was requested by a gentleman of 

iMorence (having some occasion to ride this way) to deliver vou 
tbis letter. ^ 

ior. se. To me, sir ? What do you mean? I pray you remember 
your court sy. 

ffl'i selected friend, Signior Lorenzo di Pazzi. 

Wbat might the gentlemau s name be, sir, that sent it? Nav nrav 
you be covered. 

Ser. Signior Prospero. 

St^zzi^i Kt? ^ gentleman of the famUy of 

me^rriianf mnt ri^h Florentine 

uiercnant married his sister. (F,<trr ^ 

se. You say very true. — Musco. 

Mus. Sir. 

Lor. se. Make this gentleman drink hero, 
pray you go in, sir, an’t please you. 

Iv n doubt) this letter’s to mv son. 

Well all IS one; I’ll bo so bold as read it, 

the phrase; 

Both which (I do presume) are excellent. 

And greatly varied from the vulgar form, 


[ExCUTlt. 
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If Pro«p<ro’« invention gave them life. 

How now I what etutl is here? 

■Sir Lorenzo, / muse tee cannot see thee at Florence: 'Sblood, I 
doubt, Apollo hath got tkec to be his Ingle, that thou comest not abroad, 
to visit thine old friends: iccU, lake heed of him; he may do somewhat 
for his household servants, or so; But for his Itelainers, I am sure, 1 
have known some of them, that have followed him, three, four, five years 
together, scorning the world with their bare heels, and at length been glad 
for a shift (though no clean shift) to lie a whole winter, »n half a sheet 
cursing Charlea’ wain, and the rest of the stars »n<o/era6/y. But 
(quis contra diuos?) well; Sir, street villain, come and see me; 
but spciid one minute in my company, and 'tis enough: I think / have 
a world of good jests for thee; oh, sir, I can skew thee ttoo of the most 
perfect, rare and absolute true Gulls, that ever thou saw'st, if thou will 
come. 'Sblood, invent some famous memorable lie, or other, to flap 
thy Father the mouth withal: thou haul been father of a thousand, in 
thy days, thou couU'st be no Poet else: any scurvy roguish excuse will 
serve; say thou com'-st but to fetch wool for thine Ink-horn. And then, 
too, thy Father will say thy wits are a wool-gathering. But it's no 
matter': the worse, the belter. Any thing ia good enough for the old 
man. Sir, how if thy Father should see this now? what tcould he 
think of me ? Well, (Ao>r ever I write to thee) I rei'erence him in my 
soul, for the general good all Florence delivers of him. Lorenzo, I 
conjure thee (by what, let me see) by the depth of our love, by all the 
strange sights we have seen in our days, (ay, or nights either,) to comt 
to me to Florence (his day. Go to, you shall come, and let your Muses 
go spin for once. If thou wilt not, 's hart, wkafs your god's name? 
Apollo? Ay. Apollo. If this melancholy rogue (f^orenzo here) do 
not come, grant, that he do turn Fool presently, and never hereafter be 
able to make a good jest, or a blank verse, but live in more penury of 
wit and invention, than either the Mftll Jteadle. or Poet XuiUius. 

Well, it is the strangest letter that ever I road. 

Is this the man, my son so oft hath praised 
To be the happie.st, and most precious wit 
That ever was familiar with .Art? 

Now, by our Lady’s blessed son, I swear, 
i rather think him most unfortunate 
In the possession of sucli holy gifts, 

Being the master of so loose a spirit. 

Why, what unhallovrcd ruffian would have writ 
With so profane a pen unto liis friend ? 

Tlie modest paper e’en looks pale for grief, 

To feel her virgin-check defiled and stained 
With such a black and criminal inscription. 

Well, I liad thought my son could not have strayed 
So far from judgment as to mart himself 
Thus cheaply in the open trade of scorn 
To jeering /o//v and fantastic humour. 

But now I see opinion is a fool, rP«Ur Mnsro 

And hath abused my senses.— J/u^co. [Enter Mosco. 
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Mus. Sir. 

Lor. se. What, is the fellow gone that brought this letter? 

Mu 9. Yti, sir, a pretty while since. 

Lor. se. And where’s Lorenzo ? 

Mus. In his chamber, sir. 

Lor. it. He spake not with the fellow, did he? 

i/us. No, sir, he saw him not. 

Lot. St. Then, i/usco, take this letter, and deliver it unto Lorenzo: 
but, sirrah, on your life take you no knowledge I have opeiied it. 

J/u«. 0 Lord, sir, that were a jest indeed. {LxU Alns. 

Lor. ee. I am resolv’d I will not cross his journey, 

Nor will I practise any violent means 
To stay the hot and lusty course of youth. 

For youth restrained straight grows impatient, 

And, in condition, like an eager dog, 

Who, ne’er so little from his game withheld, 

Turns head and leaps up at his master’s throat. 

Therefore lil study, by some milder drift, 

To call my son unto a happier ahrift. {Bzii. 

SCENE II . — Enter Lorenzo junior, with Mtrsco. 

Yes, sir, on my word he opened it, and read the contents. 

Lor. ju. It scarce contents me that he did so. But, Masco, didst 
thou observe his countenance in the reading of it, whether he were 
angry or pleased ? 

ilus. Why, sir, I saw him oot read it. 

Lor. ju. No? how knoweat thou then that he opened it? 

J/us. Marry, sir, because he charg’d me on my life to tell nobody 
that he opened it, which, unless he had done, he would never fear 
to have it revealed. 

Lor. ju. That’s true: well, Mu.$co, hie thee in again, 
f^t thy proteactcU absence do lend light, [EnUr Stephano. 
lo dark suspicion: Musco, be assured 
I’ll not forget this thy respective love. 

Oh, Musco, didst thou not see a fellow here in a what-aha- 
call-bim doublet; he brought mine uncle a letter even now? 

Mus. Yes, sir, what of him? 

Step. Where is he, canst thou tell? 

Mus. Why, he is gone. 

Step. Gone? which way? when went he? how long since? 

Mus. Its almost half an hour ago since he rode heuco. 

rogue; oh that I had a horse; by 
God s hd, I d fetch him back again, with heave and ho ^ 

“y master’s bay gelding, an you will. 

w ^ boots, that 8 the spite on it. 

Mus. ^en it’s no boot to follow him. Let him go and banc sir 
ooilT' troth; .WtMco. I pray thee help to truss me a Httle- 

have waited such a while for him aU un^ 
B ^ ““trussed yonder ; and now to see he is gone the other way. 

8’I5-22 m 
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ilxis. Nav, I pray you stand still, sir. 

Step. I will, I will: oh, how it veries me. 

ifus. Tut, never vex yourself with the thought of such a base 
fellow as he. 

Step. Nay, to see he stood upon points with me too. 
ilus. Lilie enough so; that was because he saw you had so few 
at vour hose. 

Step. What! Hast thou done? Godamercy, good Jii/sro. 

J/tts. 1 marie, sir, you wear such ill-favoured coarse stockings, 

having so good a leg as you have. 

Step Foil! the stockings be good enough for this time ot tne 
year; but I’ll have a pair of sUk. e’er it be long; I think my leg 
would shew well in a silk hose. 

Mus. Ay, afore God, would it, rarely well. 

Step. In sadness I think it would: I have a reasonable good leg ? 
ilus. You have an excellent good leg, sir: I pray you pardon me, 
I have a little haste in, sir. 

Step. A thousand thanks, good Musco. 

What, I hope he laughs not at me; an he do— 

Lor ju Here is a style indeed, for a man s senses to leap over, 
e’er they come at it: why, it is able to break the shins of any old 
man’s patience in the world. My father read this ^ h patience 
Then will I be made an Eunuch, and learn to sing Ballads. 1 do not 
deny, but my father may have as much patience as any other man: 
for he used to take physic, and oft teking physic makes a man a 
very patient creature. But, Signior Prospero, had your swaggering 
Epistle here arrived in my father’s ^aods at such an hour of his 
patience, I mean, when be bad taken physic it is to be ^teeJ 
whether I should have read sweet villain here. But, whatT .\i\ 
wise cousin: Nay then. I’ll furnish our f^st with one 0^11 more 
toward a mess ; he writes to me of two, and here s one, that s three, 

i’faith Oh for a fourth! now, FVrime, or never, Fortune/ 

Oh. now I see who he laughed at; bejaugbed ^somebody 

in that letter. By this good ligl»t, an he had laughed at me, 
5rUu3ln"stepbaL: good morrow, good cousin, how fare 

^'liep The better for your asking. I wUI assure you. I have 
bec^ail about to seek you. Since I came 

i faith how have you done this great while? Good Lord, by my 
tioih, coming. I protest to you. foi 

lJ. ju. Nay, nay, you shall not protest. 
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Sfep. By God, but I will, sir, by your leave I’ll protest more to 
my friend than I’ll speak of at tlus time. 

Lor. ju. You speak very well, sir. 

Step. Nay, not so neither, but I speak to serve my turn. 

Lor. ju. Your turn? why, cousin, a gentleman of so fair sort as 
you are, of so true carriage, so special good parts; of so dear and 
choice estmation; one whose lowest condition bears the siaiiii) of 
a great spirit; nay more, a man so graced, gilded, or rather, to use 
a more fit metaphor, linfoiled by nature; not that you have a leaden 
constitution, coz, although perhaps a little inclining to that temper, 
and so the more apt to melt with pity, when you fall into the fire 
of rage, but for your lustre only, which refiecta aa bright to the 
world as an old ale-wife’s pewter again a good time; and will you 
now, with nice modesty, hide such real ornaments os these, and 
sh^ow their glory aa a milliner’s wife doth her wrought stomacher 
withaamoky lawn or a black Cyprus? Come, come; for shame do 
not wrong the quality of your dessert in so poor a kind ; but let the 
tdea of what you are be portrayed in your aspect, that men may 

witAm this place is to be seen the most 
admirable, rare, and accomplished work oj nature I Cousin, what 
tDiQJc you of this? 

do think of it, and I will be more melancholy and 
gODtlemanlikc than I h&vo beso^ I do ensure you 

Why thU is well; now if I can but bold up this humour 
Simrc^sin^ begun, Caiso for Ilorence, match him an she can. 

Step. I’ll follow you. 

L^.ju. Follow me! you must go before! 

Step. Must I? nay, then I pray you shew me, good cousin. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— Writer Signior Matheo, to him CoB. 

M<d. I think this be the house: what ho> 

8ivo you good 

here.'coft^^' how doMt thou, good C06 / dost tl.ou inimbil 

ml Thv have kept a poor houso i„ our days, 

Cnh bneage, Monateur Cob / what lineage, what lineaee’ 

iflPfsssss 

by mighty? why mighty? 

^ C06. Oh, ,t s a mighty while ago, eir, aud it was a mighty great 

^at. How knoweat thou that? 

C06. How know I ? why. his ghost comes to me every night 
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Hat. Oh. unsavoury jest: the ghost of a herring Cob. 

Cob. Ay, u Ity not the ghost of a herring Cf.h, as well as the ghost 
of nashero Bncono, they were both broUed on the coals? you are a 
scholar, upsolve nic that now. 

Mat. Oh. rude ignorance! Cob, canst thou shew me of a gentle- 
roan, one iSignior DobadtUa, where his lodging is? 

Cob. Oh, my guest, sir, you mean? 

Mat. Thy guest, alas! ha, ha. 

Cob. Why do vou laugh, sir? do you not mean Signior i?oftad»Wo 

Mat. Cob, I prav thee advise thyself well: do not wrong the 
gentleman, and thyself too. I daro be sworn he scorns thy house; 
he! lie lodge in such a base obscure place as thy house? Tut, I 
know his disposition so well, he would not lie in thy bod if thou’dst 
giveithim. 

Cob. 1 will not give it him. Mass. I thought somewhat was in it, 
we could not get him to bed all night. Well, sir, though he lie not 
on my bed, he lies on my bench, an’t please you to go up, sir, you 
shall find him with two cushions under his hejid, and his cloak wrapt 
about him, as though he had neither won nor lost, and yet I warrant 
he ne’er cast better in his life than he hath done to-night. 


Mat. Why, was ho drunk? 

Cob. Drunk, sir? you hear not me say so; perhaps he swallow d 
a tavern token, or some such device, sir; I have nothing to do 
wiiluil: I deal with water and not with Mine. Give me my tankard 
there, ho! God ho with you, sir; it’s six o’clock: I should have 
carried two turns by this, what ho! my stopple, come. 

Mat. Lie in a water-bearer’s house, a gentleman of his note? 

Well, I’ll tell him my mind. _ 

Cob. What, rib, shew this gentleman up to Signior BobadUla: 
oh, an my house were the iirazen bead now, faith it would e cn orj* 
moe foob yet: you sliould have some now, would take him to be a 
gentleman at the least; alas, God help the simple, his fathers an 
honest man. a good fishmonger, and so forth: and now doth he 
creep and wriggle into acquaintance with all the brave gallun^ 
about the town, such as my guest is, (oh, my guest is a fine 
at.d they llout hitn invincibly. He u.soth every day to a “crohaut s 

house (where I .‘’crve water) one M. T/iojf/fo «; aud hero s the) . 
Sris In love with mv master’s eUter. and calls her mistress: and 
there he sits a whole afternoon sometimes, reading of these same 
abominable. vUe, (a pox on them. 1 cannot abide them 1) rascally 
versT C y. and speaking of InUrludes. ’twill make a man 

hur^t to hear hln,:' and the wenches, they do so jeer and ti he at 
him* well should they do as much to roe, I d forswear them 
he iifeo Pharaoh, tliere’s an oath: how many wator-he.arerB shall 
voVl'Lr .wear audt an oath I oh. I have a gneat. (he tochetb 
me) ho doth swear the best of any man christened. By ^ hcobus. 
Bv tl o iSrof Pharaoh. By the body of me As I am gentleman, 
and a soldier- such daintv oaths; and withal he doth lake this same 
fillln ro^S tobacco, the finest, and cleainlicst; it wou d do a 
man good to see the fume come forth at his nostrils: well, he ow 
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me forty shillings, (my wife lent him out of her purse; by sixpence a 
time,) besides his lodging; I would I had it: I shall have it, he 
saith, next Action. Hdter skelter, hang sorrow, care will kill a cat. 
up-tails ail, and a pox on the hangman. [Exit. 

Bob A.X) iLLA. discovers himself : on a bench; to Aim Tib. 

Bob. Hostess, hostess. 

Tib. What say you, sir? 

Bob. A cup of your small beer, sweet hostess. 

Tib. Sir, there’s a gentleman below would speak with you. 

Bob. A gentleman ? (God’s so) I am not within. 

Tib. My husband told him you were, sir. 

Bob. What a plague! what meant he? 

Sjgnjor Bobadilla. [Matheo luilhin. 

Bob. Who’s there? (take away the bason, good bo6t-es3) rome 
op, sir. 

Tib. He would desire you to come up, sir; you come into a 
cleanly bouse here. 

Mat, God save you, sir, God save you. [Enter Mathbo. 

Bob. Signior Matheo, is’t you, sir? please you sit down. 

Mat. I thank you, good Signior, you may see I am somewhat 
audacious. 

Bob. Not so, Signior, I was requested to sup[)er yc.sternicht by a 

sort of gallants, where you were wished for, and drunk to, I assure 
you • 

Mat. Vouchsafe me by whom, good Signior. 

Sigmor Prospero, and others; why, hostess, a 
stool hero for this geotletnaD. 

Mat. No haste, sir, it is very well. 

Bob. Body of me. it was so late ere we parted last night. X can 
waroe open mme eyes yet; I was but new risen as you came: how 
passes the day abroad, sir? you can tell. 

^ you an 

eiw^ng fine lodging here, very neat, and private. 

Bob. Ay, sir, sit down. I pray you, Signior Matheo, in any case 

^ Mat wfof Hi?? no.“ of my lodging. 

£06. Not that I need to care who know it, but in regard I would 

“ot be so popular and general, as some be. ^ ° 

o Signior, I concoi^e you. 

Bob. For do you see, sir, by the heart of myself fexcent it i,. 
to soiM pecuhar and choice spirits, to whom I am extraor&nftrilxr 

?'■ ^ not extend thus far. ^ 

U Lord, sir! I resolve so. 

£- T.Z1 

p.ib“ KX E,S .i''”? 
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Mat. Indeed, hero are a number of fine speeches in this book: 
Oh eyes, no eyes, but fountains fraught with tears; there’s a conceit; 
Fountains fraught with tears. Oh life, no life, but lively form of 
death: is’t not excellent? Oh world, no world, but mass of public 
wrongs; 0 God’s me: confused and filled with murder and misdeeds. 
Is’t not simply the best that ever you beard? 

Ha, how do you like it? 

Bob. ’Tis good. 

Mat. To thee, the purest object to my sense, 

The most refined essence heaven covers. 

Send I these lines, wherein I do commence 
The happy state of true deserving lovers. 

If they prove rough, unpolish'd, harsh, and rude. 

Haste made that waste; thus mildly I conclude. 

Bob. Nay, proceed, proceed, where’s this? where’s this? 

Mat. This, sir, a toy of mine own in my non-age: but when will 
you come and see my study? good faith, I can shew you some 
very good things I have done of late: that boot becomes your 
leg passing well, sir, methinks. 

Bob. So, so, it’s a fashion gentlemeD use. 

Mat. Mas.-^, sir, and now you speak of the fashion, Signior Pros- 
pero's elder brother and I are fallen out exceedingly: this other day 
I happened to enter into some discourse of a banger, which, I assure 
you, both for fashion and workmanship was most beautiful and 
gentlemanlike; yet he condemned it for the most pied and ridiculous 
that ever he saw. 

Bob. Signior Gi wfinno, was it not? the elder brother ? 

Mat. Ay, sir, he. . . 

Bob Hang him, rookl he! why, he has no more judgment than 
a malt-horse. By Si. Oeorge, 1 hold him the most peremptory 
absurd clown (one a them) in a»ristendom: I prot^t to you I 
am a gentleman and a soldier) I ne’er talk’d with the like of mm: 
be has not so much as a good word in his belly, all iron, iron, 

a good commodity for a smith to make hob-nails on. 

Mat. Ay, and ho thinks to carry it away with his manhood still 
where ho comes: be brags he uill give me the bastinado, m I hear. 

Bob. How, tho bastinado ? how came he by that word, trow . 

Mat. Nay, indeed, he said cudgel me; I termed it so for the 


That may be. for I was sure it was none of his word: but 

when, when said he so? frienH 

Mat. Faith, yesterday, they say, a young gallant, a inena oi 

of Pharaoh, an’t were my cose 

send him a challenge presently: the bastinado! ^^r*. 

shall challenge him; I’ll shew you a trick or two. you shall kill him 
at pleasure, the first stoccado if you will, by tins air. . 

Mai. Indeed, you have absolute knowledge in the mjstery, 

have beard, sir. 

Bob. Of whom? of whom, I pray? 
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Mat. Faith, I have heard it spoken of divers, that you have very 
rare ski!!, sir. 

Boh. By heaven, no, not I, no skill in the earth: some small 
science, know my time, distance, or so, I have profcst it more for 
noblemen and gentlemen's use than mine ov;n practise, 1 assure you. 
Hostess, lend us another bed-stalT here quickly: look you, sir, 
exalt not your point above this state at any hand, and let your 
poniard maintain your defence thus: give it the gentleman. So. 
sir, come on, oh, twine your body more about, that you mav 
^me to a more sweet comely gentlemanlike guard; so iuJiflerent 
Hollow your body more, sii-, thus: now stand fast on your left leg, 
note your distance, keep your due proportion of time: oh, you 
oisorder your point most vilely. 

Mat. How is the bearing of it now, sir ? 

Bob. Oh, out of measure ill, a well-eiperienced man would naas 
upon you at pleasure. ^ 

Mat. How mean you pass upon me? 

Bob. Why, thus, sir: make a thrust at me; come in upon mv 
time; control your point, and make a full career at the body: tho 

Mat. Well, come, sir. 

^0 not manage your weapons with that facility 
»nd grace that you should do, I have no spirit to play with vou 
your de:wth of judgment mokes you seem tedious. ’ 

Mai. But one venue, sir. 

'^enue, most gross denomination as ever I heard- oh 
the while you live. Signior. not that. Come, put on your’ 

to some private place where you areLquaintod 

ah^U Si! t h fencers, where hi 

sUaU breathe you at my direction, and then I’ll teach vou fh^t 

tnek, you shall kill him with it at the first if you pitje wilt 

Ifni you, sir ? 

Rn} ^ shillings, or so. 

Coridon his SithT tS 

SCENE IV.—Bn/er TnoRBLLO, Giuliano, Piso 

:pi:S3Sf“s^- "! £ 

^t«. Very good, sir. 


iBxit Piso. 
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Tho. Brother, did you see that same fellow there ? 

Giu. Ay, what of him? 

Tho. He is e’en the honestest, faithful servant that is this day in 
Florence; (I speak a proud word now;) and one that 1 durst trust 
my life into his bands. I have so strong opinion of his love, if need 


w6r6* 

Giu. God send me never such need: but you said you had some- 
what to tell me, what is’t? 

Tho. Faith, brother, 1 am loath to utter it. 

As fearing to abuse your patience, 

But that I know your judgment more direct. 

Able to sway the nearest of affection. 

Giu. Come, come, what needs this circumstance? 

Tho. I will not say what honour I ascribe 
Unto your friendship, nor in what dear state 
I hold your love; let my continued zeal. 

The constant and religious regard. 


That I have ever carried to your name, 

My carriage with your sister, all contest. 

How much 1 stand affected to your bouse. 

Giu. You are too tedious, come to the matter, come to the matter. 

Tho. Then (without further ceremony) thus. 

My brother Frospero (1 know not how) 

Of late is much declined from what he was. 

And greatly alter’d in his disposition. 

When he came ffrst to lodge here in my house, 

Ne’er trust me, if I was not proud of him: 

Metbought he bare himself with sucii oliserraocOt 
So true election and so fair a form: . , . . • 

And (what was chief) it shew’d pot borrow d in him. 

But all he did became him as his own. 

And seem’d as perfect, proper, and iimate. 

Unto the mind, as colour to the blood. 

But now, his course is so irregular. 

So loose affected, and deprived of grwe. 

And he himself withal so far fallen off 

From his first place, that scarce no note remains. 

To tell men’s judgments where he lately stood; 

He’s crown a stranger to all due respect. 

Forgetful of hie friends, and not content 

To stale himself in all socictie.s. 

Ho makes my house as common as a 
A Theatre, a public receptacle 
For giddv humour, and diseased not. 

And there, (as in a tavern, or a stcirs.) 

Ho and his "dW associates, spend their hours. 

Tn renetition of lascivious je.sts. 

Swear leap, and dance, and revel nicht by night, 

'‘^Glf^'Uiri'know no? shoul^lay to him: so God save 
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me, I am e’en at my wits’ end, I have told him enough, one would 
think, if that would serve: well, he knows what to trust to for me: 
let him spend, and spend, and domineer till hia heart ache: an 
he get a penny more of me. I’ll give him this ear. 

Tho. Nay, good brother, have patience. 

Giu. 'Sblood, be mads me, I could eat my very flesh for anger: 
I marie you will not tell him of it, how he disquiets your house. 

Tho. 0, there are divers reasons to dissuade me. 

But would yourself vouchsafe to travail in it, 

(Though but with plain and easy circumstance,) 

It would both come moch better to his sense, 

And savour less of grief and discontent. 

You are his elder brother, and tliat title 
Conflrms and warrants your authority; 

Which (seconded by your aspect) will breed 
A kind of duty in him, and regard. 

Whereas, if I should intimate the least. 

It would but add contempt to his neglect, 

Heap worse on ill, rear a huge pile of hate, 

That in the building would come tottering down, 

And in her ruins bury all our love. 

Nay, more than this, brother; if I should speak, 

He would be ready in tlie heat of passion. 

To fill the ears of his familiars, 

With oft reporting to them, what disgrace 
And gross disparagement I had proposed him. 

And then would they straight back him in opinion. 

Make some loose comment upon every word, 

And out of their distracted phantasies 
^ntriye some slander, that should dwell with me. 

And what would that be, think you? mnrrv, this, 
ihey would give out, (because my wife is fair. 

Myself but lately married, and my sister 

a virgin in my house,) 

■Tk jealous: nay, os sure an death, 

ihus they would say: and how that I had wrong’d 
My brother purposely, thereby to find 
An apt pretext to banish them my house. 

Gtu. Mass, perhaps so. 

Tho. Brother, they would, believe it : so should 1 
p * ! one of these penurious quack-salvere) 
out try experiments upon myself, 

Upen the gates unto mine own disgrace, 
j^nd bare-ribb’d envy opportunity 

"£ fSKt’C' “I 

Otu. How then 7 what should he do? 
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Boh. Signior Thorello, is he within, sir? 

Tho. ffo came not to his lodging to-night, sir, I assure you. 

Giu. Whv, do vou hear? you. 

Bob. This gentleman hatli satisfied me. I’ll talk to no Scavenger. 

Oiu. How, Scavenger? stay, sir, stay. [Exeunt. 

Tho. Nay, hrotber Oiuliano. 

Giu. ’Sblood, stand you away, an you love me. 

f/to. You shall not follow him now, I pray you. 

Good f.iith, you shall not. 

Giu. Ha! Scavenger! well, go to. I say little, but, by this good 
day, (God forgive me I should swear) if I put it up so, say I am 

the rankest that ever pist. ’Sblood, an I swallow this, I’ll 

ne’er draw my sword in tho sight of man again while I live; I’ll 
sit in a barn with Madge-owlet first. Scavenger! ’Heart-, and 
I’ll go near to fill that huge tumbrel slop of yours with somewhat, 
an 1 have good luck, your Garagautua breech cannot carry it away so. 

Tho. Oh, do not fret yourself thus, never tliink on’t. 

Giu. These are my brother’s consorts, these, these are his Corn- 
fades his walking mates, he’s a gallant, a Cavulirro too. nght 
hangman cut. God let me not live, an I could not find m my heart 
to swinge the whole nest of them, one after anotlier. and begin with 
him first, I am grieved it should be said he is my hrotiier, and take 
these courses, well, he shall hear on’t. and that tiglitly too, an I 


live, i’faith. • ^ 

Tho. But, brother, let your apprehension (then) 

Run in an easy current, not transported 
With heady rashness, or devouring choler, 

And rather carry a persuading spirit, 

Whose powers will pierce more gently; and allure 
Th’ imperfect thoughts you labour to reclaim. 

To a more sudden and resolved assent. , 

Giu. Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant you. [Bell rings. 

TAo How now 1 oh. the bell rings to breakfast. 

Brother GiuHano, I pray you go in and bear my wfe company: 
I’ll but give order to my servants for the dispatch of sorne bu.sine>3, 

Jur ETl'i;, the bach (Haitlf 

^ ""ke^hced somebody have not them bv the 

bellv for walking so late in the evening. L^-^' - 

tho. Now (in good faith) my mind is somewhat eased. 

Though not reposed in that security 
As I could wish; well. I must be content. 

Howe’er I set a face on’t to the world. 

Would I had lost this finger at a vent. 

So Prospero had ne’er lodged in my house, 

Whv’t cannot bo, where there is such resort 
f)f w.anton gallant.^, and young revellers, 

That anv woman sliould be honc.st long. 

Is t like,' that factions beauty will preserve 
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The soverelgD state of chastity unscarr’d, 

When such strong motives muster, and make head 
Against her single peace? no, no: beware 
When mutual pleasure sways the appetite, 

And spirits of one kind and quality, 

Do meet to parley in the pride of blood. 

Well, (to be plain) if I but thought the time 
Had answer’d their affections, all the woihl 
Should not persuade me, but I were a cuckold: 

Marry, I hope they have not got that start. 

For opportunity hath balk’d them yet. 

And shall do still, while I have eyes and ears 
To attend the imposition of my heart; 

My presence shall be as an iron bar, 

Twixt the conspiring motions of desire, 

Yea. every look or glance mine eye objects, 
bliall check occasion, as one doth bis slave, 

prescription. mm UEsPER,i,i. 

Sta. Sjster /fMperu/o, I pray you fetch down the rose-water 

An Sweet-h^rt. will you come in to bre.akfast? 

i M. An she have overheard me now? {Exit 

we stay for you. ^ 

^ » tliousand crowns 

are you not well? speak, good 

5^' OL^’j^u™^ extremely on a sudden. 

Tho. How now! what! 

you warm- eood 

\oTk^ “ u ^ are troubled ’rnth^l 

for God 8 sake, sweet-heart, come in out of the air. 

A simple, and how subtle are her answers 1 

A new disease, and many troubled with it 

V>hy true, she heard me all the world to nothing 

Kh. ’ come in; the eir will do you 

‘‘ "" ""“y- 1 “oP'- 


[Enter Buncha 
toith Hesperida. 


5m. Pray God it do. 

T/w. A new disease 1 I know not, new or old. 

For ‘^“**’*^ p®®’’ mortals’ Plague; 

;^or y^e a pestilence it doth infect 

Ihe houses of the brain: first it begins 

boiely to work upon the phantasy, 

ruling her seat with such pestiferous air, 

the judgment, and from thence, 
oends like contagion to the memory, 

miT"} catching the infition. 

vapour spreads itself 

Vill sensive part, 

* >» not a thought OP motion in the mind 


[Exit. 
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Be free from the black poisoD of suspect. 

Ah, but what error is it to know this, 

And want the free election of the soul 
Id such extremes! well, I will once more strive 
(Even in despite of hell) myself to be, 

And shake this fever oti that thus shakes me. [Exit. 


ACT II 


SCENE 1.— Enter Mosco, disguised like a soldier. 

Mus. ’Sblood, I cannot choose hut laugh to see myself trans- 
lated thus, from a poor creature to a creator; for now must I 
create an intolerable sort of lies, or else my profession loses liia 
grace, and yet the lie to a man of my coat is as ominous as the 
Fico, oh, sir, it holds for good policy to have that outwardly in 
vilest estimation, that inwardly is most dear to us: So much for 
my borrowed shape. Well, the troth is, my master intends to 
follow his son dry-foot to Florence, thin morning: now I, knowing 
of this conspiracy, and the rather Uj insinuate with my young master, 
(for so must we that are blue waiters, or men of service do, or else 
perhaps we mav wear motley at the year’s end, and who wears 
motley you know:) I have got me afore in this distruise, deter- 
mining iicre to lie in ambuscado, and intercept liim in the midway; 
if I can but get his cloak, his purse, his hat, nay, any thing so I can 
stay his journev, Hex Hegurn, I am made for ever, i faith: well, now 
must I practise to get the true garb of one of these Unce-hnvjhts; 
my arm here, and my God’s so, young ma.stcr and liu cou.sm. 

Lor. ju. So, sir, and how then? [EnUr Lob. ju. and bXiif’. 

Step. God’s foot, I have lost my purse. I think. 

Lor.jxi. How? lost your puise? where? when had you it . 


Step. I cannot tell, stay. , , 

Mus. ’Slid, I am afraid they will know me, would I could get 


by theqi. 

Lor.ju. What! have you it? 

Step. No, I think I was bewitched. I. . , * •» 

Lor. ju. Nov, do not weep, a pox on it. hang it. let it go. 

Step. Oh, it’s here; nay, an it had been lost, I had not cared 

but for a jet ring Marina sent me. _ 

Lor. ju. A iet ring! «'h. the poesic, the poesie. 

Step. Fine, i’faith: Though fanaj sleep, my ove is deep, meaning 
that though I did not fancy her. yet she loved me dearly. 

X' her another, and my pocsie waa: 

h, hcp'd you at 

your need; thank him, thank him. nenticmen nleoso you 

chanre a few ‘er«rfor ”” for“ 

poor gout loman, a soldier, one that (m the better state ol my 
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tunes) scorned so mean a refuge, but now it’s the humour of necessity 
to have it so: you seem to be. gentlemen, well affectod to martial 
men, else I should rather die with silence, than live with shame: 
liowe’er. vouchsafe to rememher it is my want speaks, not myself: 
this condition agrees not with my spirit. 

Lor. ju. Where hast thou served? 

J/k 5. May it please you, Signior, in all the provinces of Bohemia, 
Hungaria, Dalmatia, Poland, where not? I have been a poor 
servitor by sea and land, any time this xiiij. years, and follow’d 
the fortunes of the best Commanders in Christendom. I was 
twice shot at the taking of Alejypo, once at the relief of Vienna; I 
have been at America in the gallevs thrice, where I was most dan- 
gerously sliot in the he^. through’ both the thighs, and yet. being 
thus maim d. 1 am void of maintenance, nothing left me but my 
scars, the noted marks of my resolution. 

Step. How will you sell this rapier, friend? 

J/uj. Faith, Signior, I refer it to your own judgment; you are 
a gentleman, give me what you plea.se. 

‘'/ep. True, I am a gentleman. I know that; but what though 1 
pray you say, what would you ask ? ® 

Mue. I^ure you the blade may become the side of the best 
pnnee in Europe. 

Lor. ju. Ay, with a velvet scabbard. 

fl ® velvet scabbard, that is 

^ wear it as ’tis an you would give me an angel. 

Signior, nay, it’s a most pure Toledo. 
Step. I had rather it were a Spaniard: but tell me, what shall I 
give you for it? an it had a silver hilt— 

^old, there’s a shii- 

UDp* tnend, take thy rapier. 

1 go'rith” uf ’aXie'rl'' 

ju. You may buy one in the city. 

Tu^ so I will; tell me your lowest price. 

JU. You shall not, I say. ' 

iSfep. By God s lid. but I will, though I give more than ’tis worth 
JU. Cxime away, you are a fool. 

Mep. Friend, I’ll have it for that word: follow me. 
mtu. At you service, Signior. 


SCENE II . — EnJer Lorenzo senior. 

At. My labouring spirit being late opprest 

embrace no rest 

A«1 It hath plotted by advice and slcill, 
now to reduce liim from affected will 
lo r^on’s manage; which whUe I intend. 

Mv twubled soul begins to apprehend 
A larthcr swret, and to meditate 
Upon the difference of man’s estate: 

« here is decipher'd to true judgment’s eye 


[Exeunt. 
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A deep, conceal’d, and precious mystery. 

Yet can I not but worthily admire 
At nature’s art: who (when she did inspire 
This heat of life) placed Keasoo (as a king) 

Here in the head, to hare the marshalling 
Of our affections: and with sovereignty 
To sway the state of our weak empery. 

But as in divers commonwealths we see. 

The form of government to disagree: 

Even so in man, who searcheth soon shall hod 
As much or more variety of mind. 

Some men’s affections like a sullen wife, 

Is with her husband reason still at strife. 

Others (like proud arch-traitors that rebel 
Against their sovereign) practise to expel 
Their liege Lord Reason, and not shame to tread 
Upon his holy and anointed hea<l. 

But as that land or nation best doth thrive. 

Which to smooth-fronted peace is most proclive, 

So doth that mind, whose fair affections ranged 
By reason’s rules, stand constant and unchanged, 

Else, if the power of reason be not such. 

Why do we attribute to him so much? 

Or why are we obsequious to his law. 

If he want spirit our affects to awe ? 

Oil no, I argue weakly, he is strong. 

Albeit my son have done him too much wrong. [Enter .Mdsco. 

Mu6. *NIy master: nay, faith, have at you: I am flesh’d now I 
have sped so well: Gentleman, I beseech you resjiect the estate of 
a poor soldier; I am ashamed of this base couwe of life, (God’s my 
comfort) but extremity provokes me to’t; what remedy? 

Lor. se. I have not for you now. 

Mus. By the faith I bear unto God, gentleman, it is no ordinary 
cu.^tom, but only to preserve manhood. I protest to you, a man 
I have been, a man I may bo, by your sweet bounty. 

Lor. se. I pray thee, good friend, be satisfied. 

Miie. Good Signior: by Jesu, you may do the part of a kind 
gentleman, in lending a poor soldier the price of two cans of beer, a 
matter of small value, the King of heaven shall pay you, and I shall 

rest thankful; sweet Signior— 

Lor. se. Xav. an you be so importunate— 

^fus. 0 Lord, sir, need will have his course: I was not made 
to tliis vile use: well, the edge of the enemy could not have abated 
me 80 much: it s hard when a man hath served in his Irinces 
cause and bo thus. Signior, let me derive a small piece of silver 
from you, it shall not be given in the course of time, by this good 
ground, I was fain to pawn my rapier last night for a poor supper, 

I urn a Pagan else; sweet Signior— 

Lor. se. Believe me, I am rapt with admiration, 

To think a man of thy exterior presence 


19 


Every Man in His Humour 

Should (in the coostitution of the miud) 

Bo BO degenerate, infirm, and base. 

Art tliou a man? and sham’st thou not to beg? 

To practise such a servile kind of life? 

Why, were thy education ne’er so mean. 

Having thy limbs: a thousand fairer courses 
Offer themselves to thy election. 

Nay, there the wars might still supply thy wants. 

Or service of some virtuous gentleman, 

Or honest labour; nay, what can I name. 

But would become thee better than to beg? 

But men of your condition feed on sloth. 

As doth the Scarab on the dung she breeds in. 

Not caring how the temper of your spirits 
Is eaten with the rust of idleness. 

Now, afore God, whate’er he be that should 
Relieve a person of thy quality, 

While you insist in this loose desperate course, 

I would esteem the sin not thine, but his. 

^tis. Faith, Signior, I would gladly find some other course, if so. 
I^. .se. Ay, you’d gladly find it, but you will not seek it. 

Mu$. Alas, sir, where should a man seek? in the wars, there’s 
no ascent by desert in these days, but — and for service, would it 
were as soon purchased as wish’d for, (God’s my comfort) I know 
what I would say. 

Lor. s€. What’s thy name ? 

Mns. Please you: Porltrisio. 

Lor. St. Portensio 7 

^y that a man should entertain thee now, 

W<mld thou be honest, humble, just, and true? 
iius. Signior: by the place and honour of a soldier— 

Lor St. Nay, nay, I like not these affected oaths; 
bpe^ plainly, man: what thinkat thou of my words? 

Nothing, Signior, but wish my fortunes were as happy as 
my service should be honest. 

St. Well, follow me, I’ll prove thee, if thy deeds 
WjB car^ a proportion to thy words. [Exit Lor st 

bellv^<.^^h ®“‘’ I’ll but garter my hose; oh, that my 

belly were hoop d now. for I am ready to burst with lauchim' 
hhd, WM there ever seen a fox in years to betray himself thus®’ 
now shall I be possest of all his determinations, and consequentlv 

^ resolved to prove my honesty^ 
faith, and I am resolved to prove his patience: oh. I shall a^use 
^ intolerably: this small piece of service will bring him clean 
thLv soldier for ever. It’s no matter, lit^ wodd 

® ®°““terfeit, if I cannot give him thoslip at an instant- 

^ stayed his journey by half- well 
1 11 follow him. Oh. how I long to be employed. 
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SCENE lll.—Enttr Pbospero, Bobadilla, and Mathbo. 


Mat. Yes, faith, sir, we were at your locigiog to seek you too. 

Pros. Oh. I came not there to-night. 

Bob. Your brother delivered us as much. 

Pros. Who, GiuUano ? 

Bob. Giuliano. Signior Prospero, I know not in what kind you 
value me, but let me tell you this: as sure as God, 1 do bold it so 
much out of mine honour and reputation, if 1 should but cost the 
least regard upon such a dunghill of desk; I protest to you (os 1 
have a soul to be saved) I ne’er saw any gentlemanlike part in him: 
an there were no more men living upon the face of the earth, I 
should not fancy him, by PJiabus. 

Mat. Troth, nor I, he is of a rustical cut, I know not how: he 
doth not carry himself like a gentleman. 

Pros. Oh, Signior Matheo, that’s a grace peculiar but to a few; 
qws eequus aniavit JupiUr. 

Mat. I understand you, sir. [Enter Lob. ju. and Step. 

Pros. No question you do, sir: Lorenzol now on my soul, 
welcome; how dost thou, sweet rascal? my Genius! ‘Sblood, I 
shall love Apollo and the mad Thespian girls the better while I 
live for tliis; my dear villain, now I see there’s some spirit in thee: 
Sirrah, these be they two I writ to thee of, nay, what a drowsy 
humour is this now ? why dost thou not speak ? 

Lor. ju. Oh, you are a fine gallant, you sent me a rare letter. 

Pros. Why, was’t not rare? 

Lor. ju. Yes, I’ll be sworn I waa ne’er guilty of reading the like, 
match it in all Pliny's familiar Epistles, and I’ll have my judgment 
burn’d in the ear for a rogue, make much of thy vein, for it is 
inimitable. But I marie what camel it was, that had the carriage 
of it? for doubtless he was no ordinary beast that brought it. 

Pros. Wliy? 

Lor. ju. Why, sayest thou? why, dost thou think that any 
reasonable creature, especially in tlie morning, (the sober time of 
the day too) would have ta’en my father for me? 

Pros. ’Sblood, you jest, I hope? . . , 

Lor ju Indeed, the best use we can turn it to, is to make a 
jest on’t now: but I’U assure you, my father bod the proving of 
your copy some hour before I saw it. ■ ■ , , 

Pros. What a dull slave was this! But, sirrah, what said he to 


Nay, I know not what he said. But I have a shrewd 

guess what he thought. 

Pro. What? what? 

Lot. ju. Marry-, that thou art a damn d dissolute villain. 

And I some grain or two better, iu keeping thee company. 

Pros Tut. that thought is like the moon in the last 
’twill change shortly: but. sirrah. I pray thee be acquainted with 
my two Zanies here, thou wilt take exceeding pleasure m them 
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thou hear’st them once, but what strange piece of silence is this? 
the sign of the dumb man ? 

Lor. ju. Oh, sir, a Idnsman of mine, one that may make oui 
music the fuller, an he please, he hath his humour, sir. 

Pros. Oh, what is’t? what ia’t? 

Lor. ju. Nay, I’ll neither do thy judgment nor his folly that 
wrong, as to prepare thy apprehension: I’ll leave him to the mercy 
of the time, if you can take him: so. 

Pros. Well, ?>igaior Dobadilla, Signior .ilaiheo: I pray you know 
this gentleman here, he is a friend of mine, and one that will well 
deserve your affection, I know not your name, Signior, but 1 shall 
be glad of any good occasion to be more familiar with you. 

Step. My name is Signior Stephano, sir, I am this gentleman’s 
couc-LU, sir, his father is mine uncle; sir, I am somewhat melancholy, 
but you shall command me, six, in whatsoever is incident to a 
gentleman. 

Bob. Signior, 1 must tell you thi.<:, I am no general man, embrace 
it 03 a most high favour, for (by the host of Kgj'pt) but that 1 con- 
ceive you to be a gentleman of some parts, I love few words: you 
have ;vit: imagine. 

Slcp. Ay, truly, sir, I am mightily given to melancholy. 

i/cd. 0 Lord, sir, it’s your only best humour, sir, your true 
melancholy breeds your perfect fine wit, sir: I am melancholy 
myself divers times, sir, and then do I no more but take your peu 
and paper presently, and write you your half score or jour dozen 
of sonnets at a sitting. 

Lor. ju. Mass, then he utters them by the gross. 

SUp. Truly, sir, and I love such things out of measure. 

Lor. ju. rlaith, as well as iu measure. 

Mat. Why, I pray you, Signior, make use of my study, it’s at 
your service. 

Step. I thank you, sir, I shall be bold, I warrant you, have you 
a close stool there? 

^af. Faith, sir, 1 have some papers there, toys of mine own 
doing at idle hours, that you’ll say there’s some sparks of wit in 
them, when you shall see them. 

Pros. Would they were kindled once, and a good fire made, ] 
might see self-love burn’d for her heresy. ’ 

Step. Cousin, is it well ? am I melancholy enough ? 

Lor. ju. Oh, ay, excellent. 

Pros. Signior Dobadilla, why muse you so? 

Lor. ju. He is melancholy too. 

Bob. Faith, sir, I was thinking of a most honourable piece of 
service was perform’d to-morrow, being St. Mark's day, shall be 
some ten years. 

^r. ju. In what place was that service, I pray you, sir ? 

£o6. Why, at the beleaguering of OhibdUilc, where, iu less than 
wo hours, seven hundred resolute gentlemen, as any were in 
Europe, lost their lives upon the breach: I’ll tell you, gentlemen 
It was the first, but the best leaguer that ever I beheld with these 
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eyes, except the taking in of Tortosa last year by the Gtnoipayi. 
but that (of all other) was the most fatal and dangerous exploit 
that ever I was ranged in, since I first bore arms before the face of 
the enemy, as 1 am a gentleman and a soldier. 

Sttp. So, I had as lief as an angel I could swear as well as that 
gentleman. 

Lot. ju. Then you were a servitor at both, it seems. 

Bob. 0 Lord, sir: by Phaeton, I was the first man that entered 
the breach, and had I not effected it with resolution, I had been 
slain if I had had a million of lives. 


Lor.ju. Indeed, sir? 

Step. Nay, an you heard him discourse you would say so: how 
like you him ? 

Bob. I assure you (upon my salvation) ’tis true, and yourself 
shall confess. 

Pros. You must bring him to the rack first. 

Bob. Observe me judicially, sweet Signior: they had planted me 
a demi-culverin just in the mouth of the breach; now, sir, (as 
we were to ascend), their master gunner (a man of no mean skill 
and courage, you must think,) confronts me with his linstock 
ready to give fire; I spying his intendment, discharged my petronel 
in his bosom, and with this instrument, ray poor rapier, ran 
violently upon the Moors that guarded the ordnance, and put 
them pell-mell to thesword. 

Pros. To the sword ? to the rapier, Signior. 

Lor. ju. Oh, it was a good figure observed, sir: but did you all 
this, Signior, without hurting your blade ? 

Bob. Without any impeach on the earth: you shall perceive, sir, 
it is the most fortunate weapon that ever rid on a poor gentleman’s 
thigh: shall I tell you, sir ? you Ulk of Morglay, Excalibur, Durindana, 
or so: tut, I lend no credit to that is reported of them, I know the 
virtue of mine own, and therefore I dare the boldlier maintain it. 


Step. I marie whether it be a Toledo or no? 

Bob. A most perfect Toledo, I assure you, Signior. 

Step. I have a countryman of bis here. 

Mat. Pray you let’s see, sir: yes. faith, it is. 

Bob. Tliis a Toledo ? pish ! 

Step. Why do you pish, Signior? 

Bob. A Fleming, by I’ll buy them for a guilder a piece, 

an I'll have a thousand of them. 

Lor. ju. How say you, cousin? I told you thus much. 

Pros. Where bought you it, Signior? 

Step. Of a scurvy rogue soldier, a pox of God ou him, ho swore 
it was a Toledo. 

Bob. A provaut rapier, no belter. 

Mat. Mass, I tUnk it be indeed. 

Tor iu. Tut, now it’s too late to look on it, put it up, put jt up. 
Step. Well, I will not put it up, but by God’s foot, an e cr I 

'^?ros.*'oh, it U past remedy now, sir, you must have patience. 
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Step. Whoreson, coney-catching rascal; oh, I could eat the 
?ery hilts for anger. 

Lor. ju. A sign you have a good ostrich stomach, cousin. 

Step. A stomach? would I had him here, you should see an I 
had a stomach. 

Pros. It's better as 'tis: come, gentlemen, shall we pot 

Lor. ju. A miracle, cousin, look here, look here. {Enter Musco. 

Step. Oh, God’s lid, by your leave, do you know me, sir ? 

Mus. Ay, sir, I know you by sight. 

Step. You sold me a rapier, did you not? 

Mus. Yes, marry did I, sir. 

Step. You said it wa.s a Toledo, ha? 

Mus. True, I did so. 

Step. But it is none. 

No, sir, I confess it. it is none. 

Step. Gentlemen, bear witness, he has confest it. By God’s lid, 
an you had not confest it — 

Ix>r. ju. Oh, cousin, forbear, forbear. 

Step. Nay, I have done, cousin. 

Pros. Why, you have done like a gentleman, he has confest it, 
what would you more ? 

Lor. ju. Sirrah, how dost thou like him? 

Pros. Oh, it’s a precious good fool, make much on him: I can 
wmpare him to nothing more happily than a barber’s virginals; 
for every one may play upon him. 

iftts. Gentleman, shall I intreat a word with you? 

Lor. ju. With all my heart, sir, you have not another Toledo 
to sell, have you ? 

You are ple^ant, your name is Signior Lorenzo, as I take it ? 

Lor. JU. You are in the right: ’Sblood, he means to catechise 
me, I think. 

No, sir, I leave that to the Curate, 1 am none of that coat 
JU. And yet of as bare a coat; well, say, sir. 

Mus Faith. Signior, I am but servant to God Mars extraordinary 
and inde^ (this brass varnish being washed off, and three or four 
other tncks sublatod) I appear yours in reversion, after the decease of 
your good father, Musco. 

Lor. JU. Musco, ’sblood, what wind hath blown thee hither in 
tuifi shape ? 

hito’’ easterly wind, sir, the same that blew your father 


Lor. ju. My father ? 

tot^S'you^’ ^ purpose 

co^’tl“thc ci?? my father is 

^■*ros. Thy father; where is he? 

he ^ gentleman’s house yonder by St. Anthony's, where 

he but stays my return; and then— ^ 

Pros. Who’s this ? Musco f 
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ifu4. The same, sir. 

Pros. Why, how com’st thou transmuted thus? 

Mxis. Faith, a devft-e, a device, nay, for the love of God, stand 
not here, gentlemen, liouse yourselves, and I’ll tell you all. 

Lor. ju. But art thou sure he will stay thy return? 

Mua. Do I live, sir? what a question is thatl 
Pros. Well, we’ll prorogue his expectation a little: Musco, thou 
elialt go with us; Come on, gentlemen: nay, I pray thee, (good 
roscaiy droop not, ’sheart, an onr wits be so gouty, that one old 
plodding brain can outstrip 03 all. ]x)rd, I beseech thee, may 
they lie and starve in some miserable spittle, where they may never 
see tlie face of any true spirit again, but be perpetually haunted 
with some church-yard hobtjohlin in scculo seculoruin. 

Hits. Amen, Amen. [Exeunt. 

ACT III 

SCENE I. — Enter Thorello, and Piso. 

Pis. He will expect you, sir, within this half hour. 

77(0. VVliy, what’s a clock? 

Pis. New striken ten. 

Tho. Hath lie the money ready, can you tell? 

Pis. Yea, sir, Daptisla brought it yesternight. 

T/iO. Oh, that’s well; fetch me ray cloak. [Exit Piso. 

Stay, let me sec; an hour to go and come. 

Ay, that will be the least: and then ’twill be 
An hour before I can dispatch witlj liim; 

Or very near: well, I will say t%vo hours; 

Two hours? hal things never dreamt of yet 
May be contrived, ay, and effected too, 

In two hours absence: well, I will not go. 

Twoliours; no. lleering opportunity, 

I will not give your treachery that scope. 

Who will not judge him Avorlliy to be robb'd, 

That seta his doors wide open to a thief, 

And shews the felon where his treasure lies? 

Again, what earthy s[urit but will attempt 
To taste the fruit of beauty’s golden tr^, 

Wild) leaden sleep seals up the dragon’s eyes? 

Ob, beauty is a project of some power, 

Chieflv wiien opportunity attends her: 

She will infuse true motion in a stone. 

Put glowing fire in an icy soul, ^ 

Stuff peasants’ bosoms with proud C'zsar s .spleen. 

Pour rich device into an empty brain: 

Bring 3 oulh to folly’s gate: there tram him m. 

And after all. extenuate his sm. 

Well. I will not go. I am resolved for tJiat. 

Go. carrv it again; yet stay: yet do too, 

1 will defer it till some other lime. 


[Enter Prao 
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Pis. Sir, Signior Platano 'tvil! meet you there with the bond. 

T?io. That's true: by Jesu, I had clean forgot it. 

I must go, what’s a clock ? 

Pis. Past ten, air. 

Tho. ’Heart, then will Prospero presently be here too. 

With one or other of his loose consorta. 

1 am a Jew if 1 know what to say, 

^Tiat course to take, or which way to resolve. 

My brain (metiiiuks) is like an hour-glass. 

And my imaginations like the sands 
Run dribbling forth to till the mouth of time, 

Still changed with turning in the ventricle. 

What were I best to do? it shall be so. 

Nay, I dare build upon his secrecy. Piso. 

Pis. Sir. 

Tho. Yet now I have bethought me too, I will not. 

Is Cob within ? 

Pis. I think he be, sir. 

Tho. But he’ll prate too, there’s no talk of him. 

No, there were no course upon the earth to this. 

If I durst trust him; tut, I were secure, 

But there’s the question now, if he should prove, 

Jiimarum plcnus, then, 'sblood, I were rook'd. 

The state that he hath stood in till this present 
Doth promise no such change: what should I fear tlien ? 

Well, come what will. I’ll tempt my fortune once. 

Piso, thou mayest deceive me, but I think thou lovest me, Piso. 

Pis. Sir, if a servant’s zeal and humble duty may be term'd 
love, you are possest of it. 

Tho. I have a matter to impart to thee, but thou must be secret 
P*so. 

Pis. Sir, for that — 

Tho. Nay, hear me, man; think I esteem thee well, 

To let thee in thus to my private thoughts; 

Piso, it is a thing sits nearer to my crest, 

Than thou art ’ware of; if thou should'st reveal it 

Pis. Reveal it, sir? 

Nay, I do not think thou would'st, but if thou should'st— 
Pxs. Sir, then I were a villain: 

Disclaim in me for ever if I do. 

Ho will not swear: he has some meaning, suio, 
klse (being urged so much) how should he choose, 
out lend an oath to all this protestation? 

He is no puritan, that 1 am certain of. 

What should I think of it ? urge him again, 

^ ,1 other form : I will do so. 

Well, thou hast sworn not to disclose; ay, \*ou did swear? 
Pu. Not yet, sir, but 1 will, so please you. 

Tho, Nay, 1 dare take thy word. 

But if thou wilt swear, do as you think good. 
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I am resolved without such circumstance. 

Pis. By my soul’s safety, sir, I here protest. 

My tongue shall ne’er take knowledge of a word 
Deliver’d me in compass of your trust. 

Tho. Enough, enough, these ceremonies need not, 

I know thy faith to be as firm as brass. 

Piso, come hither: nay, we must be close 
Id managing these actions: So it is, 

(No>? he has sworn I dare the safelier speak;) 

I have of late by divers observations — 

But, whetijcr his oath be lawful, yea, or no? hal 
I will a.sk counsel ere I do proceed: 

Piso, it will be now too long to stay. 

We'll spy some litter time soon, or to-morrow. 

Pis. At your pleasure, sir. 

Tho. I pray you search the books ’gainst I return 
For the receipts ’twixt me and Plalano. 

Pis. I will, sir. 

Tho. And bear you: if my brother Frospero 
Chance to bring hither any gentlemen 
Ere I come back, let one straight bring me word. 

Pis. Very well, sir. 

Tho. Forget it not, nor be not you out of the way. 

Pis. I will not. sir. 

Tho. Or whether be come or no, if any other, 

Stranger or else: fail not to send me word. 

Pis. Yes, sir. 

Tho. Have care, I pray you, and remember it. 

Pis. 1 warrant you, sir. 

Tho. But, Piso, this is not the secret I told thee of. 

Pis. No, sir, I suppose so. 

Tfio. Nay, believe me, it is not. 

Pis. I do believe you, sir. 

Tho. By heaven it is not, that's enough. 

Marry, J would not thou sbould'st utter it to any creature living, 
Yet I care not. 

Well, I mu.st hence: Piso, conceive thus much, 

No ordinary person could have drawn 
So deep a secret from me; I mean not this. 

But that I have to tell thee: this is nothing, this. 

Piso, remember, silence, buried here: 

No greater hell than to be slave to fear. [Erit Tho. 

Pis. Piso, remember, silence, buried here: 

Whence should this flow of passion (trow) take head? ha! 

Faith, I’ll dream no longer of this running humour, 

For fear I sink, the violence of the stream 
Already hath transported me so far 

That l ean feel no ground at all: but soft, [EnUr COB. 

Oh, it’s our water-bearer: somewhat has crost him now. 

Cob. Fasting days: what tell you me of your fasting days? 
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would they were all on a light fire for me: they say the world shall 
be consumed with fire and brimstone in the latter day: Iml 1 would 
we had these ember weeks and these villainous Friihaya burnt in 
the mean time, and then — 

Pis. Why, how now, Oob / what moves thee to this choler, ha ? 

Cob. Collar, sir? 'swounds, I scorn your collar, I, sir, am no 
collier’s horse, sir, never ride me with your collar, an you do, I'll 
shew you a jade’s trick. 

Pis. Oh, you’ll slip your head out of the collar: why, Cob, you 
mistake me. 

Cob. Nay, I have my rheum, and I be angry as well os another, 
sir. 


Pis. Tliy rheum ? thy humour, man, thou mislnkcst. 

Cob. Humour? mack, 1 think it be so indeed: what is this 
humour? it’s some rare thing. 1 warrant. 

Pis. Marry, I’ll tell thee what it is (as ’tis generally received in 
these days): it is a monster bred in a man by self-love and affecta- 
tion, and fed by folly. 

Cob. How ? must it be fed ? 


Pis. Oh ay, humour is nothing if it be not fed, why, didst thou 
never hear of that? it’s a common phrase, Feed 7ny humour. 

Cob. I’ll non© on it: humour, avaunt, I know you not. be gone. 
Let who will make hungry meals for you, it shall not bo I: Feed 
you, quoth he? ’sblood, 1 have much ado to feed myself, especially 
on these lean rascal days too, an’t had been any other day but a 
fwting day: a plague on them all for me: by this light, one might 
have done God good service and have drown’d them all in the flood 
two or three hundred thousand years ago, oh, I do stomach them 
hugely: I have a maw now, an’l were for Sir Bovis’s horse. 

Pis. Nay, but I pray thee. Cob, what mokes thee so out of love 
with fasting days? 

Cob. Marry, that that will make any man out of love ivith them, 
I thi^: their bad conditions, an you will needs know: First, tliey 
a Flemish breed, I am sure on’t, for they raven up more 
butter than all the days of the week beside: next, they stink of 
sn miserably: thirdly, they’ll keep a man devoutly hungry ail day. 
and at night send him supperleas to bed. 

Pis. Indeed, these are faults. Cob. 

Co&. Nay, an this were all. ’Lwere something, but they are the 
only known enemes to my generation. A fasting day no sooner 
comes, but my lineage goes to rack, poor Cobs, they smoke for it 
tney melt in passion, and your maids too know this, and yet would 
have me turn Hannibal, and eat my own fish and blood: mv 

Kf / herring.] fear nothing; I have not the 

nwrt to devour you, an I might be made as rich as Golias: oh. that 

Kh^a thou^nd of my kin : but I may curse none 

ut these filthy Almanacks, for an ’twero not for them, these dava 
of perawution would ne’er be known. I’ll be bang’d an some S 
monger s son do not make on them, and puts in more fasting days 
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thsD be should do, because he would utter bis father’s dried stock- 
fish. 

Pis. ’Soul, peace, thon’lt bo beaten like a stockfish else: here 
is Signior ilatkeo. [Enter JLatheo, Prospbbo. Lorenzo junior. 

Boq.4dilla. Stephano, Mosco. 
Now must I look out for a messenger to my master. 

[Exeunt Cob and PisO' 

SCENE II. 

Pros. Beshrew me, but it was an absolute good jest, and exceed- 
ingly well carried. 

Lor. ju. Ay. and our ignorance maintain’d it as well, did it not? 

Pros. Yes, faith, but was’t possible thou should’st not know him ? 

Lor. ju. ’Fore God, not I, an I might have been join’d patten 
with one of the nine worthie.? for knowing him. ’Sblood, man, be 
had so writhen himself into the habit of one of your poor Dispar- 
view’s here, your decayed, ruinous, worm-eaten gentlemen of the 
round: such as Iiave vowed to sit on the skirts of the city, let your 
Provost and his half dozen of halberdiers do what they can; and 
have translated begging out of the old hackney pace, to a fine easy 
amble, and made it run as smooth off the tongue as a shove-groat 
sliilling, into the likeness of one of these lean Pirgo's, had he moulded 
jiimself so perfectly, observing every trick of their action, as varying 
the accent: swearing with an emphasis. Indeed, all with so 
special and exquisite a grace, that (hadst thou seen him) thou 
wouid’st have sworn be might have been the Tamberlane, or the 
Agamemnon on the rout. 

Pros. l\’hy, -Musco, who would have thought thou hadst been 
such a gallant? 

Lor. )u. 1 cannot tell, but (unless a man had juggled begging 
•all hi.® life time, and been a weaver of phrases from his infancy, for 
the apparelling of it) I think the world cannot produce his rival. 

Pros. Where got’st thou this coat, I marie? 

3{vs. Faith, sir, I had it of one of the devil’s near kinsmen, a 
broker. 

pros. That cannot be, if the proverb bold, a crafty knave needs 
no broker. 

ilus. True, sir, but I need a broker, ergo, no crafty knave. 

Pros. Well put off, well |)Ut off. 

Lor. ju. Tut, ho has more of tlicse shifts. 

Mus. And yet where I have one, the broker has ten. sir. [Enter Pis. 

Pis. Francisco, Martino, ne’er a one to be found now: what 
a spite’s this ? 

Pros. Hownow. Fim? is my brother within? 

Pi.-<. No. sir. mv mostor went forth e'en now, but Signior Oiuliano 
IS witliin. Cob, what. Cob .' Is lie gone too ? 

Pri s. Wliillier went thy master? Pi>o. canst thou tell? 

Pis. I know not. to Doctor C/cmcn/’A, I think, sir. Cob. [EtUPu. 

/.or. ju. Doctor Clement, what’s he? I have beard much speech 

of him. 
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Pros. Why, dost thou not know him? he is the Oonfaloniere of 
the fltnte here, an excellent rare civilian, and n great scholar, but 
the only mad merrv old fellow in Europe: I shewed him you the 
other day. 

Lor. ju. Oh, I remember him now; Good faith, and be hath a 
verv strange presence, methinks, it shews as if he stood out of the 
rank from other men. I have beard many of his Jests in Padua; 
thev say he will commit a man for taking the wall of his horse. 

Pros. Av, or wearing his cloak on one shoulder, or any thing 
indeed, if it come in tlie way of his humour. 

Pis. Caspar, Marlino, Cob: ’Sheart, where should they be. 
trow? [Knter Piso. 

Bob. Signior ThoreUo's man, I pray thee vouchsafe us the lighting 
of this match. 

Pis. A poi on your match, no time but now to vouchsafe? 
Francisco, Cob. [Exit. 

Bob. Body of me: here’s tlie remainder of seven pound, since 
yesterday was eevcnnight. It’s your right Trinidad: did you 
never take any, signior? 

Step. No, truly, sir; but I’ll learn to take it now, since you 
commend it so. 

Bob. Signior, believe me (upon ray relation) for what I tell you, 
the world shall not improve. X have been in the Indies, (where this 
herb grows) where neither myself nor a dozen gentlemen more (of 
my knowledge) have received the taste of any other nutriment in 
the world, for the space of one and twenty weeks, but tobacco only. 
Therefore it cannot be but ’tie most divine. Further, take it in the 
nature, in the true kind, so, it makes an antidote, that had you taken 
the most deadly poisonous simple in all Florence it should expel it, 
and clarify you with as much ease as I speak. And for your green 

Wound, your and your are all mere guileries, and 

trash to it, especially your Trinidado: your A^ic<;<uin is good loo: I 
could say what I know of the virtue of it, for the exposing of rheums, 
raw humours, crudities, obstructions, with a thousand of this kind; 
but I profess myself no quack • salver. Only thus much; by 
Htrcuits, I do hold it, and will affirm it (before any Prince in Europe) 
to be the most sovereign and precious herb that ever the earth 
tendered to tlie use of man. 

Lor. JU. Oh, this speech would have done rare in an apothecary’s 
®°^th. (A'^Ucr Piso ond Cob. 

Pis. Ay; close by Saint ^niAony’s.- Docxor ClemeiU' s. 

Cob. Oh, oh. 

Bob. Where’s the match 1 gave thee? 

Pis. ’Sblood, would his match, and he, and pipe, and all, were at 
Sancto Domingo. [ gift. 

Cob. By God’s deins, I marie what pleasure or felicity they 
have in taking this roguish tobacco; it’s good for nothing but to 
choke a man, and fill him full of smoke and embers: there were 
four died out of one house last week with taking of it, and two 
more the bell went for yesternight, one of them (they say) will 
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ne er escape it, he voided a bushel of soot yesterday, upward and 
downward. By the stocks, an tliere were no wiser men than I, I’d 
have it present death, man or woman, that should but deal ■with a 
tobacco pipe; why, it will stifle them all in the end as many as 
use it; it’s little belter than rat’s-lmne. [Exit Pieo. 

All. Oh, good Signior; liold, hold. 

Boh. You base cullion, you. 

Pi6. Sir, here's your match; come, thou must needs be talking 
too. 

Cob. Nay, he will not meddle with his match, I warrant you; 
we)], it shall be a dear beating, an 1 live. 

Boh. Do you prate? 

Lor. )u. Nay, good Signior, will you regard the humour of a fool ? 
Away, knave. 

Proa. Piao, get Mm away. [Exit Piso and Cob. 

Bob. A whoreson filthy slave, a turd, an excrement. Body of 
Ccesar, but that 1 scorn to let forth so mean a spirit, I'd have stabb’d 
biro to the earth. 

Proa. Marry, God forbid, sir. 

Bob. By this fair heaven, I would have done it. 

Step. Oh, ho swears admirably: (by this fair heaven!) Body of 
Cccaar : I shall never do it, sure (upon my salvation). No, I liave 
not the right grace. 

i/flf. Signior, will you any f By this air, the most divine tobacco 
as ever I drunk. 

Lor. ju. I thank you, sir. 

Step. Oh, this gentleman doth it rarely too, but nothing like the 
other. By this air, as I am a gentleman: By Pheebua. [Exit Bob. 

3Iua. Master, glance, glance: Signior Pro^pero. arid Mat. 

Step. As I have a soul to be saved, 1 do protest — 

Proa. That you arc a fool. 

Lor. ju. Ck)usin, will you any tobacco? 

Step. Ay. sir: upon my salvation. 

Lor. ju. How now, cousin? 

Step. I prote.st, as I am a centleman, but no soldier indeed. 

Proa. No, Signior, as 1 remember, you served on a great horse, 
last genera! muster. 

Step. Ay, sir, that’s true, cousin, may 1 swear as I am a soldier, 
by that ? 

Lor. ju. Oh yes, that you may. 

Step. Then as I am a gentleman, and a soUicr, it is divine 
tobacco. 

Proa. But soft, where’.s iSignior Matheof gone? 

J/us. No, sir, they went in here. 

Proa. Oh, let’s follow them: Signior Matheo is gone to salute his 
mistress, sirrah, now thou shalt liear some of his verses, for he 
never comes hither without some shreds of poetry: Come, Signior 
Stephana. Muaco. 

Step. Muaco f where? Is this uUmsco ^ 

Lor. ju. Ay} but peace, cousin, no words of it at any hand. 
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Step. Not I, by thia fair heaven, as I have a soul to be saved, by 
Pliabus. 

Pros. Oh rare! your cousin’s discourse is simply suited, all in 
oaths. 

Lor. ju. Ay, he lacks nothing but a little light stuS, to draw them 
out withal, and he were rarely fitted to the time. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE ni . — Enter TnoBBLLO u:Uh Cob. 

Tho. Ha, how many are there, sayest thou? 

Cob. Marry, sir, your brother, Signior Prospero. 

Tho. Tut, beside him: what strangers are there, man ? 

Cob. Strangers? let me see, one, two; mass, I know not well, 
there’s so many. 

Tho. How ? so many ? 

Cob. Ay, there’s some five or six of them at tho most. 

Tho. A swarm, a swarm ? 

Spite of the devil, how they sting my heart! 

How long hast thou been coming hither, Co6 f 

Cob. But a little while, sir. 

Tho. Didst thou come running? 

Cob. No, sir. 

Tho. Tut, then 1 am familiar with thy haste. 

Ban to my fortunes: what meant I to marry? 

I that before was rank’d in such content. 

My mind attired in smooth silken peace. 

Being free master of mine own free thoughts, 

And now become a slave? what, never sigh. 

Be of good cheer, man: for thou art a cuckold, 

’Tis done, ’tis done: nay, when such flowing store, 

PlenW itself falls in my ^e’s lop. 

The Comucopus ^vill be mine, I know. But, Cob, 

What entertainment bad they ? I am sure 
My sister and my wife would bid them welcome, ha? 

Cob. Like enough: yet I hoard not a word of welcome. 

Tho.^ No, their lips were seal’d with kisses, and the voice 
Drown’d in a flood of joy at their arrivaj. 

Had lost her motion, state, and faculty. 

Cob, which of them was’t that first ki^’d my wife 7 
(My sister, I should say,) my wife, alas, 

I fear not her: ha? who was it, say’st thou? 

Cob. By my troth, sir, will you have the truth of it 

Tho. Oh ay, good Cob: 1 pray thee. 

judge, I saw nobody to be kiss’d, unless they 
would have kiss’d the post in the middle of the warehouse: for 
there I left them all, at their tobacco, with a pox. 

Tho. How ? were they not gone in then ere thou cam’st 7 

Cob. Oh no, sir. 

Tho. Spite of the devil, what lo I stay here then 7 
t'Ob, follow me. [Exit Tho 

Cob. Nay, soft and fair, I have eggs on the spit; 1 cannot go 
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yet, sir: now am I for some divers reasons hammering, hammer- 
ing’ revenge: oh, for three or four gallons of vinegar, to sharpen 
my wits: Revenge, vinecar revenge, russet revenge; nay, an be 
had not lien in my house, ’twould never have grieved me; but 
being my guest, one that I’ll be sworn my wife has lent him her 
smock oil her back, while his own shirt has been at washing: pawned 
her neckerchers for clean bands for him : sold almost all my platters 
to buy him tobacco; and yet to see an ingratitude wretch strike 
his host; well. I hope to raise up an host of furies for’t: here 
comes M. Doctor, [h'nier Doctor Clement, Lorenzo senior, Peto. 
Clem. Wh<at’s Signior TAorei/o gone? 

Pet. Av. sir. . . , ti 

Clem, ileart of me, what made him leave us so abruptly? Mow 

now. sirrah; what make you here? what would you have, ha ? 

Cob. An’t please your worship, I am a poor neighbour of your 

worship’s. 

Clem. A neighbour of mine, knave? 

Cob. Ay. sir, at the sign of the Water-tanlcard, hard by the Green 
Lattice: I have paid scot and lot there any time this eighteen years. 
Clem. What, at the Green Lattice? 

C&6. No, sir: to the parish: marry. I have seldom scaped scot- 
free at the Lattice. , 

Clem. So: but what business hath my neighbour? 

Co6. An’t ILlvO your worship, I am come to crave the peace of 

^°Clem. Of me, knave? peace of me, knave? di<l 1 e'er hurt thee? 

did I ever threaten thee? or wrong thee? ha? 

Cob. No. God’s mv comfort, 1 mean your worship s warrant, for 
one that bath wroiur'd mo. sir: his arms are at too much liberty. 1 
would fain have them bound to a treaty of peace, an I could by any 


means compass it. i_. 

Lor. Why, dost thou go in danger of thy ife for him ? 

Cob. No, sir; but I go in danger of my death every hour by his 
means: an I <!ie within a twelve-month and a day, 1 may swear, 

bv the laws of the land, that ho kill d me. « u 

Clem. How? how, knave? swear he kill d thee? what pretext? 

what colour hast thou for that? 

Cob. Marry, sir, both black and blue, colour enough. I warrant 
vou I hove it here to shew your worship. 

Clem. What is he that save you this, sirrah? 

Coil. A gentleman in the city, sir- 
Clem A gentleman? what call you him? 

£"STt‘'‘whercfore did ho beat you, sirruh! how 

hepantiio quarrel ’twLxt you? ha: speak truly, knave, I advise you. 

^ Co! iJry. sir. because I spike against their vagrant tobacco. 
T came bv them: for nothing else. 

Clem. Ha. you speak ogainat tobacco? Peto, uu nam . 

Pel What’s vour name, sirrah ? 

Cob Oliver Cob, sir. set Oliver Cob. sir. 
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Cltm. Tell Oliver Coh he shall go to the jail. 

Pel. Oliver Cob, master Doctor eaya you shall go to the jail. 

Cob. Oh, I beseech yoiir worship, for God’s love, dear master 
Doctor. 

Clem. Nay, God’s precious! ao such drunken knavea as you are 
come to dispute of tobacco once, I have done: away with him. 

Cob. Oh, good master Doctor, sweet gentleman. 

Lor. se. Sweet Oliver, would I could do thee any good; master 
Doctor, let me intreat, sir. 

Clem. What? a tankard-bearer, a thread-bare rascal, a beggar, a 
slave that never drunk out of better than piss-pot metal in bis life, 
and he to deprave and abuse the virtue of an herb so generally 
received in the courts of princes, the chambers of nobles, the bowers 
of sweet ladies, the cabins of soldiers: Felo, away with liim, by 
God’s passion, I say, go to. 

Co6. Dear master Doctor. 

Lor. se. Alas, poor Oliver. 

Clem. Peio: ay: and make him a warrant, be shall not go, I but 
fear the knave. 

Cob. 0 divine Doctor, thanks, noble Doctor, moat dainty Doctor, 
delicious Doctor. [Exeunt Peio wtth Cob. 

Clem. Signior Lorenzo : God’s pity, mao. 

Be merry, be merry, leave these dumps. 

Lor. se. Troth, would I could, sir: but enforced mirth 
(In my weak judgment) ba« no happy birth. 

The mind, being once a prisoner unto cares. 

The more it dreams on joy, the worse it fares. 

A smiling look is to a heavy soul 
As a gilt bias to a leaden bowl. 

Which (in itself) appears most vile, being spent 
To no true use; but only for ostent. 

Clem. Nay, but, good Signior, hear me a word, hear me a word, 
your cares are nothing; they are like my cap, soon put on, and 
as soon put off. What? your son is old enough to govern himself; 
let him run his course, it’s the only way to make him a staid man: 
u he were an unthrift, a ruffian, a drunkard, or a licentious liver, 
then you had reason: you had reason to take care: but being none 
p 3 passion, an I had twice so many cares as you have, 

Id drown them all in a oup of sack: come, come, I muse your 
parcel of a soldier returns not all this while. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.— Enter GnjLUNO, u>i(h Bianoha. 

Otn. Well, .sister, I tell you true: and you’ll find it so in the end. 

Alas, brother, what would you have me to do? I cannot 

Uelp It; you see, my brother Prospero he brings them in here, 
they are his fnends. 

Gtu. His friends? his friends? ’sblood. they do nothing bnt 
haunt him up and down like a sort of nnluckv sprites, and tempt 
him to all manner of villainy that can be thought of; well, by this 
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light, a little thing would make me play the devil with some of them ; 
aa’t were not more for your husbaod’a sake than any thing else, 
I’d make the bouse too hot for them; they should say and swear, 
hell were broken loose, ere they went. But by God's bread, ’tis 
nobody’s fault but yours; for an you had done aa you might have 
done, they should have been damn’d ere they should have come in, 
e’er a one of them. 

Bia. God’s my life; did you ever hear the like! what a strange 
man is this! could I keep out ail them, think you T I should put 
myself aga;nst half a dozen men, should 17 Good faith, you’d 
mad the patient’et body in the world, to bear you talk so, without 
any sense or reason. Matheo with llEsrEEiDA, Bobadilla, 

Stephano, Lorenzo junior, Pbospero, Musco. 

Hesp. Servant, (in troth) you are too prodigal of your wits’ 
treasure, thus to pour it forth upon so mean a subject as my worth. 

31at. You say well, you say well. 

Gtu. Hoyday, here b stuff. 

Lor.ju. Oh, now sUnd close; pray God she can get him to read it. 

Pros. Tut, fear not: 1 warrant thee he will do it of himself with 
much impudency. 

II u. Servant, what b that same, I pray you 7 

Mat. Marry, an Elegy, an Elegy, an odd toy. 

Oiu. Ay, to mock an ape witlial. 0 Jesu. 

Bia. Sister, I pray you let’s hear it. 

Mat. Mistress, I’ll read it, if you please. 


lies. 1 pray you do, sermnt. 

Giu. Oh, here’s no foppery. ’Sblood. it freta me to the gaH to 

think on it. , • , • i J-tfi 

Pros. Oh ay, it b hb condition, peace: we are fairly rid of him. 

Mat. Faith, I did it in an humour: I know not how it is, but 

please you come near, signior: this gentleman bath judgment, he 

knows how to censure of a 1 pray vou, sir, you can 

Step. Not I, sir: as I have a soul to be saved, as l am a gentleman. 
Lor. ;u. Nay, it’s well; so long as he doth not forswear 
Bob. Signior, you abuse the excellency of your mi.»tres3 and her 
fair abler. Fie, while you live avoid this prolixity. 

ifat. I shall, sir; well, tncipcfcdulcc. . . , • . . 

Lor. ju. How, incipere duke ? a sweet thing to be a fool indeed. 
Pros What, do you take tncipcfc in that sense? 

iZ ju. You do^ot. you? ’Sblood. this was your villa, ny to 

cnill him with a iDOttc. t 

^ Pros. Oh, the benchers’ phrase: irauea verba, pauca verba. 

Mat. Hare creature, let rne speak n-ilhout offence. 

Would God my rude ux)rds had the influence 
To rule thy thoughts, as thy /air looks do mxne. 

Then shouldst thou be his prisoner, who is thine. 

Lor. ju. ’Sheart. this b in Hero and Lcander f 
Pros. Oh ay: peace, we shall have more of this. 

Mat. Bt not unkind ondfoif' missfiopcTi 6tuff 
h of behaviour boisterous and rough : 
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How like you that, Signior? ’sblood, be shakes hw head like a 
bottle, to feel an there be any brain in it. 

Mat. But observe the catastrophe now, 

And I in duly will exceed all other. 

As you in beauty do excel love's mother. 

Lor. ju. Well. I’ll have him free of the brokers, for ho utters 
Qotlung but stolen remnants. 

Pros. Nay, good critic, forbear. 

Lor, ju. A pox on him, hang him, filching rogue, steal from the 
dead? it’s worse than sacrilege. 

Pros. Sister, what have you here? verses^ I pray you let’s see. 

£ia. Do you let them go so lightly, sister? 

f/es. Yes, faith, when they come lightl 3 ’. 

Bia. Ay, but if your servaiit should hear you, he would take it 
heavily. 

//es. No matter, he is able to bear. 

Bia. So are asses. 

Bes. So is he. 

Pros, Signior Matheo, who made these verses? they arc excellent 
good. 


^ Mat. 0 God, sir, it’s your pleasure to say so, sir. 
taith, I made them extempore this morning. 

Pros. How extempore ? 

Mat. Ay, would I might be damn’d else; ask Signior BohadiUa 
He saw me write them, at the— (pox on it) the Mitre yonder. 

Mas. Well, an the Pope knew he cursed the Mitre it were enough 
to have him excommunicated all the taverns in the town. 

Step, Cousiu, how do you like this gentlemaD's verses? 

Lor. ju. Oh, admirable, the best that ever I heard. 

Step. By this fair heavens, they are admirable 
Tlie best that ever I beard [Ent^ Giouano, 

1 am vext I can hold never a bone of me still, 

Sblood, I think they mean to build a Tabernacle here, well ? 

Pros. Sister, you have a simple servant here, that crowns your 
beauty with such encomiums and devices, you may see what it is to 

nLlnf perfections so trans- 

every blear eye may look through them, and see him 

totr-k to set you not a servant that can rhyme and 


Giu. 0 monster! impudence itself! tricks I 
Tricis, brother? what tricks? 

Bes. Nay, speak, I pray you, what <ri’cits f 

^y:9®'^®Vpare any body here: but say, what friefcs ; 
ties. Passion of my heart 1 do tricks? 

vied, and revied: why. you mon- 
y , you! what a cater* wauling do vou koant Haa Ko 
you and verueu, and irickt! ^ 8*'"’” 

Wtu. Oh. see the devil ! 

ros. Nay, you lamp of virginity, that take it in snuff so; come 
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and cherish this tame poetical fury in your aervant, yoa’ll be begg’d 
else shortly for a concealment: go to, reward his muse, you 
cannot give liim less than a shilling in conscience, for the booh lie 
had it out of cost him a teston at the least. How now, gallants, 
Lorenzo, Si^nior Bobntlllh/ what, all sons of silence? no spirit. 

Giu. Come, you miglit practise your niffian tricks somewhere else, 
and not here, I wiss: this is no tavern, nor no place for such 
exploits. 

Proa. ’Sbeart, how now 1 

Giu. Nay, boy, never look askance at me for the matter; 1 11 
tell you of it, by God’s bread, ay, and you and your companions 
mend yourselves w’hen I have done. 

Proa. My companions? 

Giu. Ay, your companions, sir, so 1 say! Sblood, 1 am not 
afraid of you nor them neither, you must have your pocta, and 
your cavaliers, and your fools follow you up and down the city, 
and here they must come to domineer and swagger? sirrah, you 
ballad-singer, and slops, your fellow there, get you out; get you 
out: or (by the will of God) I’ll cut off your ears, go to. 

Proa. ’Sblood, stay, let’s see what he dare do: cut off his ears; 
you are an ass, touch any man here, and by the Lord I’U run my 
rapier to the hilts in thee. 

Giu. Yea, that would I fain see, boy. 

Bia. OJesu! Piso / Malheof murdcrl 

Hea. Help, help, Piso / .. i , 

[They all draw, enter Piso and some more of the house to part 

them, the women make a great cry. 

Lor. ju. Gentlemen, Prospero, forbear, I pray you. 

Bob. Well, sirrah, you /Wemes ; by my hand. I will pink thv 

flesh full of boles with my rapier for this. I will. 

heaven: nav. let him come, let him come, gentlemen, by the body of 

St George, in not kill him. [They offer to fight again, and are parted. 

Pis. Hold, hold, forbwr. r Thobeixo 

Giu. You whoreson, bragging coistnJ. klti? 

Tho. Why, how now? what’s the matter? what stir is here? 

Whence springs this quarrel ? Piso, where is he ? 

Put up your weapons, and put off t)ii> rage. 

My wife and sister, they are cause of this. 

What, Piso i where is this knave? 

Fros.^Come?let’8 go: this is one of my brother’s ancient humours, 

1 am glad nobody was hurt by this ancient . 

[Ezit Prospero, Lorenzo ju., M usco, .ViepAn/io, Dojaddla, 

Tho Why, how now, brotlier, who enforced this brawl . 

Z' A “ort of lewd rakc-hells. that care neither for God nor the 
Uvil And they must come hero to read ballades and rofjuertj, 
rZf ni mar^he knot of them ere 1 sleep, perhaps; espccia Iv 
Signior PitkZoras. he that’s aU manner of shapes: and soujs and 
Bonnets, his fellow there. 
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Be*. Brother, you are too violeut, 

Too sudden in your^iirggs^ and you know 
My brother Frospcro’ivemper will not bear 
Any reproof, chiefly inn^li a presence, 

Where every slight <in>;3tye he should receive, 

Would wound him m opinion and respect. 

Gill. Respect? what talk^ou of respect ’mongst such 
As ^ neither spark of manhood nor good manners ? 

By God I am ashamed to hear you: respect’ [EiH- 

Bet. Yes, there was one a civil eentlemao, 

And very worthily demeaned himjelf. 

7ho. Oh, that was some love of youre, sister. 

He^. A love of mine? i’faith, I would he were 
No other’s love but mina 

Bia. Indeed, he seem’d to be a gentleman exceeding fair 

disposition, and of very excellent good parts. 

Bttrptrida, Biancha. 

Tho. Her love, by Jesu: my wife’s minion, 

Fair disposition? eicellentgood parts? 

’Sheart, these phrases are intolerable. 

Good parts? how should she know his parts? well, well. 

It is too plain, too clear: Kso, come hither. 

What, are they gone? 

Pis. Ay, sir, they went ia 

TJio. Are any of the gallants \vithin ? 

Pi's. No, sir, they are ail gone. 

Tho. Art thou sure of it? 

Pt«. Ay, sir, I can assure you. 

Tho. Piso, what gentleman was that they praised so? 

Piso. One they call him Signior Lortnzo, a fair youug gentleman, 
sir. 

Tho. Ay, I thought so; my mind gave me as much: 

’Sblood, I’ll be bang’d if they have not hid him in the house, 

Some where. I’ll go search, Piso, go tvith me. 

Be true to me and thou shalt find me bountiful {Er-eunt. 

SCENE V. — Enfer Cob, to him Tib. 

Cob. What, Tt6, Tib, 1 say. 

Tib. How now, what cuckold U that knocks so bard? Oh, 
husband, is’t you? What’s the news ? 

Cob. Nay, you have stunn’d me, i'faith; you have given me a 
knock on the forehead will stick by me: cuckold? ’Swounds 
cuckold? 

Tib. Away, you fool, did I know it was you that knock'd ? 
Come, come, you may call me as bad when you list. 

Cob. May I? ’swounds, Tib, you are a whore. 

Tib. 'Sheart, you lie in your throat 

Cob. How, the lie? and in my throat too? do vou lonrr k- 
stabb’d, ha? ^ ® 

Tib. WTiy, you are no soldier ? 

C 4S9 
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Coh. Mass, that’s true, whpii was Bobadillo '’ogue, 

that slave, that feoeing Burgullion ? I'll i’faitb. 

Tib. Why, what’a the matter? 

Cvh. Oh, he hath basted me rarely, ^ have it 

hero will sauce liira, oh, the doctor, tbf liooestest old Trojan in 
all liahj, 1 do honour the very flea of htfdog; a pla^e on him, he 
put me once in a villainous filthy fear-' marry, it vanish d away like 
the smoke of tobacco: but I was smok’d soundly first, I thank the 
devil, and his good angel my guest; 'veil, wife, or Tib, (which you 
will) get you in, and lock the door, I charge you; let nobody into 
you, not Bobadilla himself, nor the devil in bis likeness; you are a 
woman: you have flesh and blood enough in you; therefore be not 
tempted; keep the door shut upon all comers. 

Tib. I warrant you there shall nobody enter here without my 
consent. 

Cob. Nor with your consent, sweet Tib, and so I leave you. 

Tib. It's Dior© than you know, whether you leave me so. 

Cob. How? 

7'ib. U'hy, sweet. 

Cob. Tut, sweet or sour, thou art a flower. 

Keep close thy door, I ask no more. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — Enter Lorenzo jun., Prospero, Stephano, Musco. 

Lor. ju. Well, iltisco, perform this business happily, 

And thou innkcst a conquest of my love for ever. 

Pros. I’faith, now let thy spirits put on their best habit, 

But at any hand remember tliv message to my brother. 

For there’s no other means to start him. 

J/ud. I warrant you, sir, fear nothing; I have a nimble soul that 
hath waked all niv imaginative forces by this time, and put them 
in true motion: what you have possest me ^vithal, I'll discharge 
it amply, sir. Make no question. [Exit Musco. 

Pros. That’s well said, Muscoi faith, sirrah, how dost thou 
approve my wit in thU device? 

Lor. ju. Troth, well, how.soever; but excellent if it take. 

Pros. Take, man: why, it cannot choose but take, if the circum- 
stances miscarry not, but tell me zealously: dost thou allect my 
sister Ilesprrida, as thou pretendest? 

Lor. ju. Prospero, by .lesu. 

Pros. Come, do not protest, I believe thee: i’faith, she is a virgin 
of good ornament, and much modesty, unless I conceived very 
w’ortbily of her, thou shouldest not have her. 

Lor. ju. Kay, I think it a question whether I shall have her for 
all that. 

Pros. ’Sblood, thou shalt have her, by this light, thou shalt! 

Lor. ju. Nay, do not swear. 

Pros. By St. Mark, thou shalt have her: I’ll go fetch her prCj 
ecntly, 'point but where to meet, and by this hand, I’ll bring her. 

Lor. ju. Hold, hold, what, all policy dead? no prevention 0 
mischiefs stirring. 
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Pros. Why, by — what shall I swear by? thou ahalt have her, by 
my soul. 

Lor. ju. 1 pray thee have patience, I am satisfied: Pros-ptro. 
omit no offered occasion that may make my desires complete, I 
beseech thee. 

Pros. I warrant thee. \^Extunl. 


ACT IV 

SCENE I. — Enter Lorenzo sen., Peto, meeting Mtjsco. 

Peio. Was your man a soldier, sir? 

Lor. se. Ay, a knave, I took him up begging upon the wey, 

This morning as I was coming to the city. 

Oh! here he is; come on, you make fair speed; 

Wliy, where in God’s name have you been so long T 

Mus. Marry, (God’s my comfort) where I thought I should have 
had little conafort of your worship’s service. 

Lor. se. How so 7 

Mus. 0 God, sirl your coming to the city, and your entertain- 
ment of men, and your sending me to watch; indeed, all the cir- 
cumstances are as open to your son as to yourself. 

Lor. se. How should that he? unless that villain if t«co 
Have told him of the letter, and discovered 
All that I strictly charged him to conceal ? ’tis so. 

Mus. I’faith, you have hit it: ’tis so indeed. 

Lor. se. But how should ho know thee to be my man ? 

Mus. Nay, sir, I cannot tell; unless it were by the black art? is 
not your son a scholar, sir? 

Lor. se. Yes; but I hope his soul is not allied 
To such a devilish practice: if it were, 

I had just cause to weep my part in him. 

And curse the time of his creation. 

But where didst thou find them, Portensio f 

Nay, sir, rather you should a.«k where they found me? for 
1 11 be sworn I was going along in the street, thinking nothing, when 
(of a sudden) one calls, Signior Lorenzo's man: another, he cries 
soldxer : and thus half a dozen of them, till they had got me withiti 
doors, where I no sooner came, but out flies their rapiers and all 
bent against my breast, they swore some two or three hundred 
oaths, and all to tell me I was but a dead man, if I did not confess 
Where you were, and how I was employed, and about what; which 
when they could not get out of me, (as God’s my judge, they should 
have kill d me first,) they lock’d me up into a room in the top of a 
house, where, by great miracle, (having a light heart) I slid down 
by a bottom of packthread into the street, end so scaped- but. 
mwter, thus much I can assure you, for I hoard it whUe I ™ 
WCK d up: there were a great many merchants and rich citizens’ 
mv^th them at a banquet, and your son, Signior 
pomted one of them to meet anon at one Cob's house, a water- 
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bearer's, that dwells by the wall: now there you shall be sure to 
take him: for fail he will not. 

Lor. St. Nor will I fail to break this match, 1 doubt not; 

Well, go thou along with master Doctor’s man. 

And stay there for me; at one Cob's bouse, say’st thou? [Ezii. 

ilns. Ay, sir, there you shall have him: when can you tell? 
Much wench, or much son: ’sblood, when he has stay’d there 
three or four hours, travelling with the expectation of somewhat; 
and at the length bo delivered of nothing: oh, the sport that I 
should then take to look on him if I durst; but now I mean to 
appear uo more afore him in thU shape: I have another trick to act 
yet; oh, that I were so happy as to light upon an ounce now of 
this Doctor’s clerk : God save you, sir. 

Feto. I thank you, good sir. 

Mus. I have made you stay somewhat long, sir. 

Pelo. Not a whit, sir, I pray you what, sir, do you mean? you 
have been lately in the wars, sir, it seems. 

.Vus. Ay, marry have 1, sir. 

Troth, sir, I would bo glad to bestow a bottle of wine on 
yon, if it please you to accept it. 

Mils. 0 Lord, sir. . j ■ 

Pelo. But to hear the manner of your services, and your devices 
in the wars, they say they be very strange, and not like those a 

innn reads in the Roman histories. 

Mus. 0 God, no. sir. why, at any time when it pl^e you, 1 
shall be ready to discourse to you what I know: and more too 


somewhat. ,, •, 

Prto No better time than now, sir, we’ll go to the Mermata. 

there we shall have a cup of neat wine, 1 pray you, nr, let me 

request YOU, , 

Mus. I’ll follow you, sir, be is mine own, i’faith. [Exeuta. 

Euler Bobadilla, Lorenzo jun.. Mathro, Stbphano. 

Mat Signior, did you ever see the like clown of him where we 
were to-day: Signior Proi-prros brother? 1 think the whole earth 

f'annot shew his like, by Jesu. . »» t j-n 

Lor. ju. We were now speaking of him, Signior Bobaddh tells me 

he is fallen foul of you too. - ^ . u 

Mat Oh av. sir. be threatened me with the bastinado. 

Bob. Ay, but I think I taught you a trick this morning for that 
You shall kill him without ail question, if yon bo so miuded. 

Mai. Indeed, it U a most excellent trick. 

Bob. Oh, you do not give spirit enough to your motion, v 
are too dull, too tardy: oh, it must be done like hghtning, hayl 

Mai. Oh, rare. 

finh Tut ’tis nothing an’t be not done in a 

Lor. ju. Signior, did you never play with any of our masters here 

S' Nayf for Tmore instance nf their pmposicrons humour 
there enme^ three or four of them to me. at a gentleman s hous^ 
whore it was mv chance to be w-sident at tliat time, to intreat y 
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presence at their schools, and withal so much importuned me, that 
(I protest to you as I am a gentleman) I was ashamed of tljeir rude 
demeanour out of all measure: well, I told them that to come to 
a public school they should pardon me. it was opposite to my 
humour, but if so they would attend me at my lodging, 1 [iroteated 
to do them what right or favour 1 could, as I was a gentleman, etc. 

Lor. ju. So, sir, then you tried their skill. 

Bob. Alas, soon tried: you shall bear, sir, wthin two or three 
days after they came, and by Jesu, good Signior, believe mo, 1 
graced them exceedingly, shewed them some two or three tricks of 
prevention bath got them since admirable credit, they cannpt 
deny this; and yet now the}’ hate me, and why? because I am 
excellent, and for no other reason on the earth. 

Lor. ju. Tliis is strange and vile as ever 1 heard. 

Bob. I will tell you, sir, upon my first coming to the city, they 
assaulted me some three, four, five, six of them together, as 1 have 
walk’d alone in divers places of the city; as upon the Kxchange, at 
my lodging, and at my ordinary, where 1 have driven them afore 
mo the whole length of a street, in the open view of all our gallants, 
pitying to hurt them, believe me; yet all this lenity will not dofiress 
their spleen; they will be doing with the pismire, raising a hill a 
man may spurn abroad with his foot at pleasure: by my soul, 1 
could have slain them all, but 1 delight not in murder: 1 am loth 
to bear any’ other but a bastinado for them, and yet I hold it good 
policy not to go disarm’d, for though I be skilful, I may be sup. 
pressed with multitudes. 


Lor. ju. Ay, by Jcsu, may you, sir, and (in my conceit) our whole 
nation should sustain the loss by it, if it wore so. 

Bob. Alas, no: what’s a peculiar man to a nation T not seen. 

Lor. ju. Ay, but your skill, sir. 

Boh. Indeed, that might be some loss, but who respects it? I 
v'ill tell you, Signior, (in private) I am a gentleman, and live hero 
obscure, and to myself; but were I known to the Duke (ol»serve 
me) I would undertake (upon my head and life) for the public 
benefit of the state, not only to spare the entire lives of his subjects 
in general, but to save the one half, nay, tliree j)art 3 of bis yearly 

charges, in holding wars generally against all his enemies; and how 
will I do it, think you ? 

Lor. ju. Nay’, I know not, nor can I conceive. 

Boh. Marry, thus, I would select nineteen more to myself 
throughout the land, gentlemen they should be of good spirit- 
strong and able constitution. I would choose Them by an instinct a 
tnck that I have, and I would teach those nineteen the special 
tncks, as your punto, your rcvcrao, your stoccato, your imbr^lo 
your passado, your monlanto, till they could all play very near or 
altogether aa well aa myaelf. Thia dona, aay the enemy were“ortv 
thousand strong: we twenty would come into the field the tenth of 
if^arch, or thereabouts, and would challenge twenty of the enemv- 
th^ could not m their honour refuse the combat: well we wouTh 
kill them: challenge twenty more, kill them ; Lnty more. S 
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them; twenty more, kill them too; and thus would wo kill every 
man his twenty a day, that’s twenty score; twenty score, that’s 
two hundred; two hundred a day, 6ve days a thousand: forty 
thousand; forty times five, five times forty, two hundred days kills 
them all, by computation, and this will I venture my life to perform: 
provided there be no treason practised upon us. 

Lot. ju. Why, are you so sure of your hand at all times ? 

Bob. Tut, never mistrust, upon my soul. 

Lor. ju. Mass, I would not stand in Signior Giuliano's state, then, 
an you meet him, for the wealth of Florence. 

Bob. Why, Signior, by Jesu, if he were here now, I would not draw 
my weapon on him, let this gentleman do his mind, but 1 will 
bastinado him (by heaven) an ever I meet him. 

Enter Giuuano and goes out again. 

Mat. Faith, and I’ll have a fiiog at him. 

Lot. ju. Look, yonder he goes, I think. 

Oiu. ’Sblood, what luck have I, I cannot meet with these 
bragging rascals. 

Bob. It’s not he: is it? 

Lor. ju. Yes, faith, it is he. 

Mat. ril be bang’d then if that were he. 

Lor. ju. Before God, it was he: you make me swear. 

Step. Upon my salvation, it was he. 

Bob. Well, had I thought it had been he, he could not have pone 
10, but I cannot be induced to believe it was he yet. [Enter Giu. 

Oiu. Oh, gallant, have I found you? draw to your tools; draw, 
or by God’s will I’ll thrash you. 

Bob. Signior, hear me. 

Oiu. Draw your weapons then. « „ t 

Bob. Signior, I never thought it till now: body of St. Oeorge, 1 
have a warrant of the peace served on me even now, as I came 
alon", by a water-bearer, this gentleman saw it, Signior Matheo. 
6tu. The peace! ’Sblood, you will not draw ? 

[Matheo rune atcay. He beats him and disarms him. 
Lor. ju. Hold, Signior, hold, under thy favour forbear. 

Giu Prate again as you like this, you whoreson cowardly rascal, 
you’lUontrol the point, you? your consort he is gone; bad be 
staid he had shared with you, in faith. [hxil Ginhano. 

Bob. Well, gentlemen, bear witness, I was bound to the peace, 

ju. Why, and though you were, sir, the law allows you to 

defend yourself; that’s but a poor excuse. 

Bob. I cannot tell ; I never sustained the like disgrace (by heaven), 
sure I was struck mth a planet then, for I had no power to touch 

Ay, like enough; I have hearxl of many that have been 

beaten ^under a planet; go, get you to the 

an these bo your tricks, your parados, and 

none of them: 0 God, that this ago should bring forth such 

creatures! comet cousin. 
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Step. Mass, I’ll have this cloak. 

Lor. ju. God’s will; it’s Givliano's. 

Step. Nay, but ’tis mine now, another might have ta’cn it up 
as well as I, I’ll wear it, so I will. 

Lor. ju. How an he see it? he’ll challenge it, assure yourself. 

Step. Ay, but he shall not have it; I'll .say I bought it. 

Lor. ju. Advise you, cousin, take heed he give not you as much. 

[Lxeujit. 

i^TUer Thohello, Pbospero, Hiancha, Hespertoa. 

Tho. Now trust me, Prospero, 3 ’ou were much to blame, 

T’ incense your brother and disturb the peace 
Of my poor house, for there be sentinels, 

That every minute watch to give alarms 
Of civil war, without adjection 
Of your assistance and occasion. 

Pros. No harm done, brother, I warrant you: since there is no 
harm done, anger costs a man nothing: and a tall man is never his 
own man till he be angry, to keep his valour in obscurity, is to keep 
himself as it were in a cloak-bag: what's a musician unless ho 
play! what’s a tall man unless he fight? for indeed, all this my 
brother stands upon absolutely, and that made me fall in with him 
so resolutely. 

Bia. Ay, but what harm might have come of it? 

Pros. Might? so might the good warm clothes your husband 
wears be poison’d for any thing he knows, or the wholesome wine 
he drunk even now at the table. 


Tho. Now, God forbid: 0 me I now I remember, 

My wife drunk to me last; and changed the cup. 

And bade me wear this cursed suit to-day, 

See if God suffer murder undiscover’d! 

I feel me ill; give me some mithridate, 

Some mithridate and oil; good sister, fetch mo, 

Ob, I am sick at heart: 1 burn, I burn; 

If you will save my life, go fetch it mo. 

Pros. Oh, strange humour, my very breath hath poison’d him. 
aes. Good brother, be content, what do you mean ? 

The strength of these extreme conceits will kill you. 

Bia. Boshrew your heart-blood, brother Prospero, 

For putting such a toy into his head. 

Pros. la a fit simile a toy ? will he be poison’d with a simile? 
Brother ThoreUo, what a strange and vain imagination is this? 

For shame be wiser, on my soul there’s no such matter. 

Tho. Am I not sick? how am I then not poison’d? 

Am I not poison’d? how am I then so sick ? 

Pm. If you be sick, your own thoughts make you sick. 

Pros. His jealousy is tho poison he hath taken. 

Enter Musco like the doctor's man 

T’Aorcffo, my master. Doctor Clement., salute.^ von 
and desires to speak with you, with all speed possible ^ ’ 

Tho. No time but now? well, I’ll wait upon his worship Piso 
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Coh, ni seek them out, and set them sentinels till I return. Pwo, 
Coh, Piso. [Exit. 

Pros. Musco, this ia rare, but how got’st thou this apparel of the 
Doctor's man? 

Mus. Marry, sir. My youth would needs bestow the wine on me 
to hear some martial discourse; where I so marshall’d him, that 1 
made him monstrous drunk, and because too much heat was the 
cause of his distemper, I stript him stark naked as he lay along 
asleep, and borrowed his suit to deliver this counterfeit message in, 
leaving a rusty armour and an old brown bill to watch him till my 
return: which shall be when I have pawn’d his apparel, and spent 
the money perhaps. 

Pros. Well, thou art a mad knave, Musco, his absence will be a 
good subject for more mirth: I pray thee return to thy young 
master Lorenzo, and will him to meet me and Jiesperida at the 
Friary presently: for here, tell him, the house is so stored with 
jealousy, that there is no room for love to stand upright in: but 
Fll u.se such means she shall come thither, and that I think will meet 
best with his desires: Hie thee, good 3/ usco. 

Mus. I go, sir. 

Enter Thorello, to him PiSO. 

Tho. Ho, Piso, Cob, where are these villains, trow? 

Oh. art thou there? Piso, hark thee here: 

Mark what I say to thee, I must go forth; 

Be careful of thy promise, keep good watch, 

Note every gallant and observe him well, 

That enters in my absence to thy mistress; 

If she would shew him rooms, the jest is stale. 

Follow them, Piso, or else hang on him, 

And let him not go after, mark their looks; 

Note if she offer but to see his band, 

Or any other amorou.s toy about him, 

But {)raise his leg, or foot, or if she say. 

The dav is hot, and bid him feel her hand. 

How hot it is, oh, that’s a monstrous thing: 

Note me all this, sweet Piso; mark their sighs. 

And if they do but whisper, break them oil, 
ril l)par tliee out in it: wilt tliou do this? 

Wilt thou be true, sweet Piso ? 


Pis. Most true, sir. 

Tho. Thanks, gentle Piso.- where is Cobr now: Cob^ 

Bia. He’s ever calling for Cob, I wonder how ho employs Cob so. 
pros. Indeed, sister, to ask how he employe Cob is n necessary 
quesrion for you that are his wife, and a thing not very easy for 
you to be satisffed in: but this I'll assure yiui. ^ « wife is an 
excellent bawd indeed, and oftentimes your husband haunts her 
house, marn-. to what end I cannot altogether accuse 
you what you think convenient: but I have known fair hides have 

foul bearU ere now, I can toll you. 
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Bia. Never said yon truer than that, brother! Pi$o, fetch your 
cloke, and go with me, I’ll after him presently: I would to Christ 
I could take him there, i’faith. {Exeuni Piso and Biancka. 

Pros. So let them go; this may make sport anon, now, my fair 
sister Hesperida: ah, that you l^ew how happy a thing it were to 
be fair and beautiful I 

Hes. That toucheth not me, brother. 

Pros. That’s true: that’s even the fault of it, for indeed beauty 
stands a woman in no stead, unless it procure her touching: but, 
sister, whether it touch you or no, it touches your beauties, end I 
am sure they will abide the touch, an they do not, a plague of all 
ceruse, say I! and it touches me too in part, though not in thee. 
Well, there’s a dear and respected friend of mine, sister, stands very 
strongly affected towards you, and hath vowed to inflame whole 
bonfires of zeal in his heart, in honour of your perfections. I have 
already engaged my promise to bring you where you shall hear him 
confirm much more than I am able to lay down for him: Signior 
Lorenzo is the man: what say you, sister; shall I intreat so much 
favour of you for my friend, as to direct and attend you to his 
meeting? upon my soul, he loves you extremely, approve it, 
sweet Htsptrida. will you ? 

Hes. Faith, I had very little confidence in mine own constancy, 
if I dorst not meet a man: but. brother Prospero, this motion of 
yours savours of an old knight adventurer’s servant, methinks. 

Pros. \Miat’s that, sister? 

Hts. Marry, of the squire. 

Pros. No matter, Hesperida. if it did, 1 would be such an one for 
my friend, but say, will you go ? 

Hes. Brother, I will, and bless my happy stars. 

Enter Clement and Thorkllo. 

Clem. ^Vhy, what villainy is this? my man gone on a false 
message, and ran away when he has done, whv, what trick is 
there in it, trow ? 1, 2, 3, 4, and 5. 

Tho. How! is my wife gone forth, where is she, sister? 

Hes. She’s gone abroad with Piso. 

Tho. Abroad with PisoP Oh, that villain dors mo. 

He hath discovered all unto my wife. 

Beast that I was to trust him: whither went she? 

Hes. I know not, sir. 

Pros. I’ll tell you, brother, whither I suspect she’s eono 

The. Whither, for God's sake? 

Pros. To Co6’« house, I believe; but keep my counsel. 

^ ^ ^ house ? doth she haunt Cob's f 

She 8 gone a purpose now to cuckold me, 

With that lewd rascal, who to win her favour 
Hath told her all. 

Clem. But did your mistress see my man 

Pros. That we did, master Doctor. 

Clsm, And whither went the knave? 

Hips. To the tavern, I think, sir. 

*C 489 
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bring him a message? 
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Clem. What, did Tliorello pive him any thing to spend for the 
message he brought him? if he did I should commend my man’s 
wit exceedingly if he would make himself drank M-ith the joy of it, 
farewell, lady, keep good rule, you two, I beseech you now: by 
God’s — : marrj’, my man makes me laugh. [EzH. 

Pros. What a mad doctor is this ! come, sister, let’s away. 

[Extuni. 

Enter Matueo and BobaDILLA. 

Mai. I wonder, Signior, what they will say of my going away, ha ? 

Boh. Why, what should they say ? but as of a discreet gentleman. 
Quick, wary, respectful of natures, 

Fair lineaments, and that’s all. 

Mai. Why so, but what can they say of your beating ? 

Bob. A rude part, a touch with soft wood, a kind of gross battery 
used, laid on strongly: borne most patiently, and that’s all. 

Mat. .Ay, but would any mao have offered it inVenice / 

Bob. Tut, I assure you no: you shall have there your Nobilis, 
your Gentilezza, come in bravely upon your reverse, stand you close, 
stand you firm, stand you fair, save your retricato with his loft leg, 
oome to the assault© with the right, thrust with brave steel, defy 
your base wood. But wherefore do I awake this remembrance? I 
was bewitch’d, by Jesu: but I will be revenged. 

Mat. Do you hear, is’t not best to get a warrant and have him 
arrested, and brought before Doctor Clement ? 

Bob. It wore not ambs, would we had it. Musco. 

Mat. Whv, hero comes his man, let’s speak to him. 

Boh. Agre(^, do you speak. 

Mai. God save you. sir. 

Mus. With all my heart, sir. 

Mai. Sir. there b one Gudiano hath abused thb gentleman ana 
me, and we determine to make our amends by law, now if you 
would do us the favour to procure us a warrant, for hb arrest, of 
vour master, you shall be well considered. I assure i’fuith, sir. 

' Mus. Sir, you know my service is my living, such favours and 
these gotten of my master b his only preferment, and therefore you 
must coii-dder me as I may moke benefit of my place. 


Mai. How b that? 

i/us. Faith, sir, tlio thing b extraordinary, and the gentleman 
may be of great account: yet be what he will. If you will lay me 
down five crowns in my baud, you shad have it, otherwise not. 

Mai. How shall we do. .Signior? you have no money. 

Bo6, Notacross, by Jesu. 

Mat. Nor I, before God, but two pence, left of my two 8hillin,.8 
in the morning for wine and cakes, let’s give him some pawn. 

T\nh Pawn ♦ we have none to the value of bis demanci. 

Mai. 0 Lord. man. I'll pawn this jewel in my car and yon may 
pawn your sUk stockings, and pull up your boots, they inll ne 

^*^r\Vell, an there be no remedy, I’ll step aside and P"*: 

Mat. Do you bear, sir? we have no store of money at this time. 
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but you shall have good pawns, look you, sir, this jewel and this 
gentleman’s silk stockings, because we would have it dispatch’d ere 
we went to our chambers. 

Mu9. I am content, sir, I will get you the warrant presently. 
What’s his name, say you, Giuliarxo f 
Mai. Ay, ay, GiuUano. 

Miis. What manner of man is he t 

Mat. A tall, big man, sir; he goes in a cloak most commonly of 
silk russet, laid about with russet lace. 

.ViM. ’THs very good, sir. 

Mat. Here, sir, here’s my jewel. 

Boh. And here are stockings. 

JfiM. Well, gentlemen, I’ll procure this warrant presently, and 
appoint you a varlet of the city to serve it, if you’ll be upon the 
Realto anon, the varlet shall meet you there. 

Mat. Very good, sir, I wish no better. [Ex^rU Boha. and Mai. 
Mui. This is rare, now will I go pawn this cloak of the doctor’s 
man’s at the broker’s for a varlet’s suit, and be the varlet myself, 
and get either more pawns, or more money of Qixdxano for mv 
arrest. 

ACT V 

SCENE I . — Enter Lorenzo senior, 
iof. ee. Oh, here it is, I am glad I have found it now. 

Ho ! who is within here ? [• Enter Tib 

Tib. I am within, sir, what’s your pleasure ? 

Lot. u. To know who is within besides yourself. 

Tib. Why, sir, you are no constable, I hope? 

Lor. se. Oh, fear you the constable ? then I doubt not. 

You have some guests within deserve that fear; 

I U fetch him straight. 

Tib. O’ God’s name, sir. 

^r. «. Go to, tell me is not the young Lorenzo here? 
lib. Young Lorenzo, I saw none such, sir, of mine honesty 
Lor. «e. Go to, yoi^ honesty flies too lightly from you: 

Ibere s no way but fetch the constable. 

Tib. The constable, the man is mad, I think. [Claps to the door 

Enter Piso and Biancha. 
rteo. Ho, who keeps house here? 

XT 9^’ female copes-mate of my son. 

Now shall I meet him straight. ^ 

Bia. Knock, Piso, pray thee. 

Pis. Ho, good wife. -r, , _ 

Tib. \\^y, what’s the matter with you ? [Enter Tib. 

Bpnw woman, grieves it you to ope your door? 
g^t eomething to keep it shut. 

What mean these qu^tioas, pray ye’ 

hefe?’ “y tried husband. 
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Lor. u. Her husband ? 

rife. I hope be needs not be tried here. 

Bia. No. dame: he doth it not for need bat pleasure. 

Tib. Neither for need nor pleasure is he hero. 

Lor. se. This is but a device to balk me withal; Soft, wIjo’s 

fJJ/Uer Tuobbllo. 

Bia. Oh, sir, have I forestall’d your honest market? 

Found your close walks ? you stand amazed now, do you 7 
I’faith (I am glad) I have smoked you yet at last; 

What’s your jewel, trow ? In: come, let’s see her; 

Fetch forth your housewife, dame; if she be fairer 
In any honest judgment than myself, 
ril be content with it: bat she is change, 

She feeds you fat; she soothes your a[)petite, 

And you are well; your wife, an honest woman, 

Is meat twice sod to you, sir; Oh, you treachour. 

Lor. se. She cannot counterfeit this palpably. 

Tko. Out on thee, more than strumpet’s irapudency, 

Steal’st thou thus to thy haunts? and have 1 Uken 
Tliy bawd and thee, and thy companion, 

This hoary-hcaded letcher, this old goat. 

Close at your villainy, and would’st thou ’souse it. 

With this stale barloVs jest, accusing me? 

Oil, old incontinent, dost thou not shame. 

When all tliy powers in chastity are spent, 

To have a mind so hot? and to entice 
And feed the enticements of a hustful wojnan ? 

Bia. Out, I defy thee, I, dissembling wretch! 

T/io. Defy me. strumpet? ask thy pander here. 

Can he denv it? or that wicked elder. 

Lor. se. \Vhy. hear you. Signior? 

Tho. Tut. tut, never S[>eak, 

Tbv zuilty conscience will discover thee. . rP # rtn 

Lor. sc.'^What lunacy is this that haunts this man? [Enler Gio- 

Oiii. Oh. sister, did you see my cloak? 

Bia. Not I, I see none. 

Oiu God’s Ufo. I have lost it then, saw you Hcspertda 1 
Tlio //csperida/ isshenotathome? 

Gilt. No. she is gone abroad, and nobody can tell me of^it^.^ 

0 heaven! abroad? what light! a harlot tool 
Wliv» why? hark you, hatli she. hath she not a brother? 

A brother s house to keep to look unto? 

Bv.t she must fling abroad, my wife hath spoil d her, 

Slie takes ridit after her, she does, she does. 

Well. YOU goody bawd and— 

That make^your husband such a hoddy de^dy. 

And you. young apple squire, and old cuckold-makcr. 
ril !mvo you overv one before tbe Doctor^ 

Nay, you shall answer it. I charge you go. 


[Enler Cob. 


Every Man in His Humour 49 


Lor. ee. Many, with all my heart, I’U go willingly: bow have I 
wrong’d myself in coming here, 

Dia. Go with thee? I'll go with thee to thy shame, I warrant 
thee. 

Coh. Why, what’s the matter? what’s here to do? 

Tho. What, Cob, art thou here? oh, 1 am abused. 

And in thy liouse, was never man eo wrong'd. 

Cob. ’Slid, in my house? wlio wrong'd you in my bouse? 

TIiju. Marry, young lust in old, and old iu voung here, 

Thy wife’s their bawd, here have I taken them. 

Cob. Do you hear? did I not charge you keep your doors shut 
here, and do you let them Ue open for aU comers, do you scratch ? 

btah his u ifr. 

Lor. se. Friend, have patience; if she have done wrong in Uiis, 
let her answer it afore tho Magistrate. 

Cob. Ay, come, you shall go afore the Doctor. 

Tib. Nay, I will go, I’ll see an you may be aJlowwi to beat your 
poor wife thus at every ouckoldiy knave’s pleasure, the devil and 
the poi take you all for me: why do you not go now ? 

The. A bitter quean, come, we’ll have you tamed. [i’rcurd. 

E7ii(T .\Iusco alone. 


Mus. Well, of all my disguises yet, now am 1 most Hke tnvself, 
being in this varlet’s suit, u man of my present profession never 
counterfeits till he lay hold upon a debtor, and says he rests him, 
for tljCQ he brings him to all manner of unrest A kind of little 
kings we are, bearing the diminutive of a mace, made like a young 
artichoke, that always carriee pepper and salt in itself, well, I 
know not what danger I undergo by this exploit, pray God I come 
well off. . , , iioBADlIXA and JIathko. 

iitrt. See, I think yonder is the varlet. 

Bob. Let’s go in quest of him. 

Mat. God save you. friend, are not you here by the appointment 
of Doctor Clement'^ man ? 

Mu3. Yes, an’t please you, sir; he told me two gcntlcnieu had 
will'd him to procure an arrest upon one Signior Ginliano by a 
warrant from his master, which I have about me. ^ 

Mat. It is honestly done of you both: ^nd see where he comes 
you must arrest; upon him, for God’s sake, before he be 'ware 

Bob. Bear ba.X V cJluo / [£■„,„ Stkpha.vo, 

Mus. Sigmor Giuluino, 1 arrest you, sir, in tlie Duke’s name 

Signior Giuhano/ am I Sigmor Giulinno ? 1 am one 
bigmor Stephaw, I tell you. and you do not well, by God's lid 
arrest me, I tell you truly; I am not in vour master’s books I 
would you should w^ell know; ay, and a plague of God on you foJ 
making mo afraid thus. ^ 


J/tM. Why, how are you deceived, gentlemen? 

Bob. He wears such a cloak, and that deceived us 
But ace. here a comes, officer, this is he. [Ent^- 

Giu. Why, how now, signior gull: arc you a turn’d lilohlr i 

late? come, deliver my cloak. ^ 
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Step. Your cloak, sir? I bought it even now in the market. 

Mus. Signior Giuliano, I must arrest you, sir. 

Gin. Arrest me, sir, at whose suit? 

Mue. At these two gentlemen’s. 

Giu. I obey thee, varlet; but for these villains — 

Mus. Keep the peace, I charge you, sir, in the Duke’s name, sir. 
Giu. What’s the matter, varlet? 

Mus. You must go before master Doctor Clement, sir, to answer 
what these gentlemen will object against you, bark you, sir, I will 
use you kindly. 

Mai. We’ll be even with you, sir, come, Signior Bohadilla, we’ll 
go before and prepare the Doctor: varlet, look to him. 

[Exeunt Bobadilla and Maiheo. 
Bob. The varlet is a tall roan, by Jesu. 

Oiu. Away, you rascals, Signior, I shall have my cloak. 

Step. Your cloak ? I say once again, 1 bought it, and I'll keep it. 
Oiu. You will keep it? 

Step. Ay, that I will. 

Oiu. Varlet, stay, here's thy fee, arrest him. 
if us. Signior Siephanc, I arrest you. 

Step. Arrest me! there, take your cloak: I’ll none of it. 

Oiu. Nay, that shall not serve your turn, varlet, bring him away. 
I’ll go with thee now to the Doctor’s, and carry h:m along. 

Step. Why, is not here your cloak ? what would you have? 

Oiu. I care not for that. 

Mus. I pray you, sir. 

Oiu. Never talk of it; I will have him answer it. 

Mus. Well, sir, then I’ll leave you, I’ll take this gentleman’s 
word for his appearance, as I have done yours. 

Giu. Tut, 1 11 have no words taken, bring him along to answer it. 
Mus. Good sir, I pity the gentleman’s case, here's your money 
again. 

Giu. God’s bread, tell not me of my money, bring him away, 
I say. 

Mus. I warrant you, he will go with you of himself. 

Oiu. Yet more ado? 

Mus. I have made a fjir mash of it. 

Step. .Must I go? [Exrunt. 

Enter Doctor Clement, TnOBELLO, Lorenzo senior, Biancha, 
Prso, Tib, a Servant or two of Ike Doctor’s. 

Clem. Nay, but stay, stay, give me le.ave: my chair, sinah; 
you, Signior Lorenzo, say you went thither to meet your son. 
lor. se. Ay, sir. 

Clem. But who directed you tbitber? 

Lor. se. That did my m.iu, sir. 

Clem. Where is he ? . . , ,1 

Lor. se. Nav. I know not now, I left him with your clerk, 

And appointed him to stay here for me. 

Clem, .^bgut what time was this? 
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Lor. St. Marry, between one and two, as I take it. 

Cltm. So, what time came my man with the message to you, 
Signior Thorello ? 

Tho. After two, sir. 

Cktn. Very good, but, lady, how that you were at Cub's, ha? 

Bia. An’t please you, sir. I’ll tell you: my brother Prospcro 
told me that Cub's house was a susjiccted place. 

Cltm. So it appears, methinks; but on. 

Bia. And that my husband used tljiiher daily. 

Cltm. Xo matter, so he use himself well. 

Bia. True, sir, but you know what grows by such haunts often- 
times. 


Cltm. Ay, rank fruits of a jealous brain, lady: but did vou find 
your husband there in that case, as you suspected ? 

Tho. I found her there, sir. 

Cltm. Did you so? that alters the case; who gave you know- 
ledge of your wife’s being there ? 

Tho. Marry, that did my brotlier Prosptro. 

Cltm. How, Prosptro first tell her, then tell you after ? Where 
is Prosptro f 

Tho. Gone with my sister, sir, I know not whither. 

Cltm. W’hy, this is a mere trick, a device; you are gullotl in this 
most grossly: alas, poor wench, wert thou beaten for tliis? how 
now, sirrah, what’s the matter? [Enter one oflht Doctor’s men. 

Str. Sir, there’s a gentleman in tho court without desires to speak 
with your worship. ^ 

Cltm. A gentleman? what’s he? 

Str. A soldier, sir, he sayelh. 

Cltm. A soldier? fetch me my armour, my sword, quickly a 
soldier speak with me, why. when, knaves ?— come on, come on hold 
my cap there, so; give me my gorget, my sword; stand bv I 
^1 end your matters anon; let the soldier enter, now, sir what 

to say to me? [Enter Bobadilla and AIathbo. 

Doo. oy your worslup 8 favour. 

Oiem Nay, keep out, sir, I know not your pretence, you send 

bn answered 

M ‘“''u Sir, yonr |,leasnro. 

Bo6. Faith, sir, so it is: tins gentleman and myself have been 

most violently ponged by one Signior Qiuliano: a gallant of the 
wty bere; and for my own part, I protest, being a man in no sort 
pven to this filthy humour of quarrelling, he hath assaulted me in 
way of my peace, despoiled mo of mine honour, disaraed me 
of my weapons, and beaten me in the open streets: when I 
much as once offered to resist him. ^ 

Clem. Oh, God’s precious, is this the soldier? here 
armour quickly, ’twUl make him swoon, I fear; ho is not Jrs 7 
on’t that will put up a blow. ’ q 

.^t please your worship, he was bound to the^ace'^’''‘“^' 
thw I ’’’ “ ■“>* bound,' were 
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Set. There is one of the Tarlete of the city has brought two 
gentlemen here upon arrest, sir. 

CUm. Bid him come in, set by the picture. 

Enter Musco with Giuliano and Stephano. 

Now, sir. wbatl Signior Oiulianor is’t you that are arrested at 
sigoior freshwater’s suit heret 

Giu. rfaith, master Doctor, and here’s another brought at my 
suit. 

CUm. What are you, sir? 

Step. A gentleman, sir; oh, uncle? 

Clem. Uncle? who, Lorenzo? 

Lor. se. Av, sir. , 

Step. God’s my witness, my uncle, I am wrong d here monstrously ; 

he chargeth me with stealing of his cloak, and would I might nevei 
stir, if 1 did not find it in the street by chance. 

Giu Oh, did vou find it now? vou said you bought it erewhU^ 
Step. And you said I stole it, nav, now my uncle is here I care uol 
CUm. Well, let this breathe awhile; you that have cause to 
complain there, stand forth; bad you a warrant for this arrest? 

Ay, an’t please your worship. 

CUm. Nay, do not speak in passion so, where had you it? 

Bob. Of your clerk, sir. . . 

Clem That’s well, an mv clerk can make warrants, and my hand 

not at them; where is the warrant? varlet, haveyouit. 

Mvs. No, sir, your worship’s man bid me do it for these gentle- 

men. and ho would be my discharge. • * u.. 

CUm. Why, Sigoior Giuliaw, are you such a novice to be arrestea 

and never see the warrant? 

Giu. Why, sir, he did not arrest me. 

Clem. No? bow then? , m« »od 

Giu. Marry, sir. he came to me end said he must arrest mo, 

he would use me kindly, and so forth. 

CUm Oh, God’s pitv. was it so. sir? he must • 

Give me my long sword there; help me off, so; 

I must cut off your legs, sirrah; nay, stand up, 1 U y 7’ 

I must cut off your leg.s, I say. Doctor 

ifvs. Oh. good sir, I beseech you. nay, good master 

Oh, good sir. , 

CUm. I must do it; there is no remedy ; 

I must cut off your legs, sirrah. . i* . 

1 must cut off your ears, you rascal. I must do i^ 

I must cut off your nose. I must cut off your head. 

3/w. Oh. for God’s sake, good master Doc or 

CUm. Weil, rise; how dost thou now? dost thou feel y» 

well? hast thou no harm? .. 

Mus. No. 1 thanJt God sir. cut off 

h™;;™ r„:vr;ou“re, youC. <>0 you ,a; you uau,t 
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sirrah? avray with him to the jail. I’ll teach you a trick for your 
must. 

Mua. Good master Doctor, I beseech you be good to me. 

Chm. Marry o’ God; away with him, 1 say. 

Mus. Nay, ’sblood, before 1 go to prison. I’ll put on my old 
brazen face, aud disclaim in my vocation: I’ll discover, that’s Qat, 
an I be committed, it slialJ be for the committing of more villainies 
than this, hang me an I lose the least grain of my fame. 

Ckm. Why? when, knave? by God’s marry, I’ll clap thee by 
the heels too. 


Mus. Hold, bold, I pray you. 

Cltm. What’s the matter? stay there. 

ifiw. Faith, sir. afore I go to this house of bondage, I have a 
case to unfold to your worship: which (that it may appear more 
plain unto 3'our worship’s view) I do thus first of all uncase, and 
appear in mine own proper nature, servant to this gentleman: and 
known by the name of Mmco. 

Lor.se. Ha, Musco/ 


^p. Oh, uncle, ilusco has been with my cousin and I all this day. 
Clem. Did not I tell you there was some device ? 

Mus. Nay, good master Doctor, since I have laid myself thus 
open to your worship, now stand strong for me, till the p'rogress of 
my tale be ended, and then if my wit do not deserve your coun- 
te^nce, ’slight, throw it on a dog, and let me go hang m'vseif. 

Clem. Body of me, a merry' knave, crive me a bowl of sack 
Siguior Lorenzo, I bespeak your patience in particular, marry, your 
ears m general, here, knave, DocU)r Clement drinks to thee 
Mus. 1 pledge master Doctor an’t were a sea to the bottom 
Ucm. pi\ his bowl for that, fill his bowl: so, now speak freely 
Mus. Indeed, this is it will make a man speak freely. But to the 
pomt, know then that I, Mxisco, (being somewhat more trusted of 
my master than reason required, and knowing his intent to Florence \ 
did assume the habit of a poor soldier in wants, and mindine b’v 
some mea^ to intercept his journey in the midway, 'tuixt the 
^ange and the city I encountered him, where begeiug of him in 
toe most accomp islied and true garb, (as they term it) contrary to 

reclaimed me from that bad course of life- 
entertained me into his service, employed me in liis business’ 
me with his secrets, which 1 00 'sooner haS rieiver^ui 
(seeking my young master, and finding him at this gentleman’s 
house) I revealed all most amply: this done, by the device of 

thfarki M I returned (as the ravl did to 

the ark) to mine old master again, told him he should find hirson 

m what manner he knows, at one Co6’s house, where ind^ he 

never meant to come; now my master, he to maintain th« loe* 

went thither, and left me with your worship’s clerk who beinp nf 

a most fine supple disposition, (as most of your clerks arei nm^ ^ ^ 

me the wine, which I had the grace to accept very^'S TndZ 

u. kindness, s«pt bins bis sbir, 
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vein, departed, frolick, courticr-like, hariog obtained a suit: which 
suit fitting me exceeuiugly well. I put on, and usurping your man's 
phrase and action, carri^ a message to Signior Tfiorello in yoiy 
name; which message was merely devised but to procure his 
absence, wliile Signior Prospero might make a conveyance of 
//esuer«/a to mv master. 

Clem. Stay, fill me the bowl again, here; ’twere pity of his life 
would not cherish such a spirit: I drink to thee, fill him wine, 
why, now do you perceive the trick of it? 

tiio. Ay. ay, perceive well we were all abused. 

Lor. Si. Well, what remedy ? 

Clem. Where is Lorenzo and Prospero, canst thou tell? 

Mu3. Ay, air, they are at supper at the Mermaid, where I left your 

^ Clem. Sirrah, go warn them hither presently before me, and if 
the hour of your fellow’s resurrection be come, bring liim too. But 
forward, forward, when thou bast been at Thorello's. [Exit Servant. 

Mus. Marry, sir, coming along the street, these two gentlemen 
meet me, and very strongly supposing me to be your worship s 
scribe, entreated me to procure them a warrant for the arrMt ^ 
Signior Oiutiano, 1 promised them, upon some pair of silk s^ckin^ 
ot\ jewel, or so, to do it. and to get a varlet of city to serve 
it which varlet I appointed should meet them upon the Realto at 
such an hour, they no sooner gone, but I, lo a mere hope “O'*® 
gain by Signior Gudiano, went to one of Satan s old mglcs. a broker, 
and there %wDed your man’s livery for a varlet s suit, which here, 
with myself. I offer unto your worship s consideration. 

Clem Well, give me thy band; Proh. supcri yujenmm magmm 
quxs nosctl Ilomerum. IlUas <xlernum si latumet opuy ? I admire 
?hee. I honour thee, and if thy master or any man 
with thee I shall suspect his wit while I know him for t: do you 
W. Senior Signior iorenzo and the of my goo 

friends, i pray you let me have peace when they come I 
for the two gallants and Hespenda, Gods marry, I must h 

YOU. fxiencis, how dow? what noise is there . 

^ Enter Servant, tiun Pbto. 

tr": briag hi. hi.ber, wbat, ho, 
in arm, against .a. ha! yonr reason, 

your reason for this. 

Pit. I beseech your worship to pardon me. 
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Enicr Lorenzo junior, Pbospero, Hespebida. 

Clem. Well, disarm him, but it’s do matter, let him stand by: 
who be these? oh, young gnllaots; welcome, welcome, and you, 
lady, nay, never scatter such amazed looks amongst us, Qui nJ 
poteei sptrare deeper et nihil. 

Pros. Faith, master Doctor, that's even I, my hopes are email, 
and my despair shall be as little. Brother, sister, brother, what[ 
cloudy, cloudy ? and will no sunshine on these looks appear? well* 
since there is such a tempest toward, I’ll be the porpoise. I'll dance: 
wench, be of good cheer, thou hast a cloak for the rain yet, where 
IS he? ’Sheart, how now, the picture of the prodigal, go to, 
ni have the calf drest for you at my charges. 

Lor. se. Well, son Lorenzo, this day’s work of yours hath much 
deceived my hopes, troubled my peace, and stretch’d my patience 
further than became the spirit of duty. 

Clem. N ay, God’s pity, Signior Lorenzo, you shall urge it no more- 
come. since you are here. I’ll have the diai.osing of all. but first 
oignior Gtuliano, at my request take your cloak again. 

Oiu. Well, sir, I am content. 

Clem. Stey, now let me see, oh, signior snow-liver, I had almost 
forgotten him, and your Genius there, what, doth he suffer for a 
good conscience too? doth he bear his cross with patience? 

Mus. Nay, they have scarce one cross between them both to bear 
M hy, dost thou know him ? what is ho? what is he? 

Mus. aiarry, search his pocket, sir, and he’ll shew you he is an 
author, sir. 

Clem. Die mihi musa virum: are you an author, sir? give me 
leave a little, come on, sir, I’ll moke verses with you now in honour 

now I be^n goddesses for what you dare extempore; and 

Mount thee my Phlegon muse, and testify, 

How Saturn silting in on chon cloud. 

Disrobed his podex, white as ivory. 

And through the welkin thunder'd all aloud. 

A here s for you, sir. 

^ros. Oh, ho writes not in that height of style. 

tlem. No: we’ll come a step or two lower then. 

From Catadupa and (he banks of Nile, 

Where only breeds your monstrous crocodile. 

Now are we purposed for to fetch our style. 

Pros. Ob, too far-fetch’d for him still, master Doctor 

Urn. Ay, say you so? let’s intreat a sight of his vein then 
os. Signior, master Doctor desires to see a sight of vnnp ^^- 
Day, you must not deny him. ^ 

Clem. What, all this verse, body of me, he carri(»«. « i t 

o' W, hose, let’s see some of his 

Dnto the boundless ocean of thy beauty 
Puns this poor river, charg'd with streams of zeal 
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Reinming thee the tribute of my duiy: 

Which here my youth, my plaints, my love reveal. 

Good! is this your own invention? 

Mat. No, sir, I translated tUat out of a book, called Ddia. 

Clem. Oh, but I would see some of 5 ’our own, some of your own. 
Mat. Sir, here’s the beginning of a sonnet 1 made to my mistress. 
Cle 7 n. That, that; who? to Madonna Hesperida, is she your 


mistress T 

Pros. It pleasetb him to call her so, sir. 

Qem. In summer titne, when Phoebus’ golden rays. 

You translated this too, dkl you not? 

Pros. No, this is invention; he found it in a ballad. 

Jfol. Faith, sir, I had most of the conceit of it out of a ballad 

indeed. 

Clem. Conceit, (etch me a couple of torches, sirrah, 

I may see the conceit: quickly! it's very dark I 
Oiu. Call you this poetry? 

Lor.ju. Poetry? nay. then call blasphemy, religion; 

Call devils, angels: and sin, piety: 

Let all things be preposterously traaschanged. 

Lor. se. Why, how now, sonl what, are you startled now . 

Hath the brize prick’d yoo, ha? go you see 
How abjectly vour poetrv is rank’d in general ojnniom 

Lor. }u. Opinion, 0 God, let gross opinion sink and bo daoio a 

As deep as Barathrum, 

If it may stand with your most wish’d content, 

I can refell opinion and approve 
The state of poesy, such as it is. 

Blessed, eternal, and most true divine: 


udeed, if you will look on Poesy 
lb she appears in many, poor and lame, 

'audi’d up in remnants and old worn rags, 
lalf starved for want of her peculiar food: 
acred invention, then I must confirm 
loth your conceit and censure of licr merit, 

Jut view her in her glorious ornaments, 
ittired in the majesty of art, 
let high in spirit, with the precious taste 
)f sweet pl!iio.«ophv, and which is most, 

Jrown’d with the rich traditions of a soiil 
'hat hates to have her dignity profaned 
Vith any relUh of an earthly thought: 

)h, then how proud a presence doth she boar. 

:iien is .she like herself, fit to bo seen 
)f none but grave and consecrated eyes: 

;or is it anv blemiah to her fame, 

:’liat sucli lean, ignorant, and blasted wits, 

;uch brainless gulls, should utter their stol n wares 
Vith such a|»plau8es in our vulgar ears: 

)r that their slubber’d lines have current pass 


57 


Every Man in His Humour 

From the fat judgments of the multitude, 

But that this barren and infected age 

Should set no ditierence ‘twiit these empty spirita 

And a true poet: tlian which reverend name 

Xotliing can more adorn humanity. [ErUer vHfh torches. 

Clem. Ay, Lorenzo, but election is now governed altogether by 
the influence of humour, which, instead of those holy tlamea that 
should (.lirect and light the soul to eternity, hurls forth notliing but 
smoke and congested vapours, that stitio her up, and bereave her 
of all sight and motion. But she must have store of hellebore given 
her to purge the.se gross obstructions: oh. that's well said, give me 
thy torch, come, lay this stuff together. So, give fire! there, see, 
see, how our poet’s glory shines brighter and brighter, stiU, still it 
increaseth, oh, now it’s at the highest, and now it declines as fast: 
you may see, gallants, sic transit gloria rnundi. Well now, ray two 
signior outsides, stand forth, and leud me your large ears, to a 
sentence, to a sentence: first, you, Signior, shall this night to the 
cage, and so shall you. sir, from thence to-morrow morning you 
Sigmor, shall be carried to the market cross, and be there boiiridi 
and so shall you. sir, in a largo motley coat, with a rod at your 
girdle; and you in an old suit of sackcloth, and tiie ashes of vour 
papers (save the ashes, sirrah) shall mourn all day. and at night 
both ^gether sing some ballad of repentance very piteously, which 
you shall make to the tune of Who list to lead and a soldier's life 
jurrah bill-man, embrace you thb torch, and light the gent I, -men to 
their lodgings, and because we tender their aifety, you shall watch 
them to-niglit, you are provided for the purpose, away, and look 
to your charge with an open eye, sirrah. 

Well. 1 am arm’d in soul against the worst of fortune. 

D SO should I be, ao I had slept on it. 

rH, I am arm’d too, but I am not like to sleep on it 

Ob, how this pleasotli me. t 

Ckm. Now, Signior Thorello, GiuUano, Prospero, Biancha ' ” 

And not me, sir. 

Cfm. Yes. and you, sir: I had lost a sheep an he had not bleated 

IS . .--8 

I brother ^ero. by this good light that shines here 

within fresh coals, but an you had come in tnv walk 

'^thin tl^ two hours 1 bad given you that you should no’t Hatt. 
clawed off again in haste, by Jesus. I had done it, I amX a?r\ntV 
o^e that ever breathed else, but now beshrew my ^rt "f t 
bear you any malice in the earth. ^ f 

Pros. Faith, I did it but to hold up a iest and h^Jr, • . 

a husband, but, brother Thorelh, and siair, yon havl 

jealous yet, both of you, (in your l.ose, I mein ) “me do j n 
upon your anger so much, let’s all be smooth forehr^M 
Thor. He plays upon my forehead, brother Oiuliano I n 
WI me one thing I shall ask yon: is my foreherS an^ thiJ ^ ^ 
than It was wont to be? thing rougher 


Oiu. Rougher? your forehead is smooth enough. 


man. 
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Tho. Wliy should he then say, be smooth foreheaded, 

Qnless he jested at the smoothness of it? 

And that may be, for horn is very smooth; 

So are my brows, by Jesu, smooth as horn ! 

Bia. Brother, had he no haunt thither, in good faith? 

Pros. No, upon my soul. 

Bia. Nay, then, sweet-heart: nay, I pray thee, be not angry, good 
faith, I’ll nerer suspect thee any more, nay, kiss me, sweet muss. 
Tho. Tell me, Biancha, do not you play the woman with me. 
Bia. What’s that, sweet-heart? 

Tho. Dissemble. 

Bia. Dissemble? 

Tho. Nay, do not turn away: but say i’faith was it not a match 
appointed 'twixt this old gentleman and you ? 

Bia. A match? 

Tho. Nay, if it were not, I do not care: do not weep, I pray 
thee, sweet Biancha, nay, so now! by Jesus, I am not jealous, 
but resolved I have the faithful’st wife in Italy. 

For this I find, where jealousy is fed. 

Horns in the mind are loorse than on the head. 

See what a drove of horns fly in the air, 

Winfd with my cleansed and my credulous breath: 

Watch them, suspicious eyes, toalch where they fall. 

See, see, on heads that think they have none at all. 

Oh, what a pleitteous world of this will come. 

When air rains horns, all men be sure of some. 

Clem. Why, that’s well, come then : what say you, are all 
agreed? doth none stand out? 

Pros. None but this gentleman: to whom in my own person 1 
owe oil duty and affection; but most seriously intreat pardon, for 
whatsoever hath past in these occurrants that might be contrary to 

bis most <lesired content. 

Lor. se. Faith, sir, it is a virtue that pursues 


Any save rude and uncomposed spirits, 

To make a fair construction, and indeed 
Not to stand off, when such respective means 

Invite a general content in all. 

Clem. Well, then I conjure you all here to put off ' 

ment. first, you, Signior Loren^, your cares; 
iealousv you, your anger, and you. your wit, sir; and for a peace 
offering here’s one u-illing to be sacrificed upon this altar: say, d 
you approve my motion? 

aZ Why°'tir?S“ihran ioy, and now, to mak. on, 

evSing happiness more full: this night you shall 

where L’ll enjoy the very spirit of mirth, and carouse to the heai h 

of this heroic spirit, whom to honour the more I do mvwt in y 

own robes, deshing you two, Giuliano by my 

RUDDorters the train to follow, myself mil lead, ushered oy 
page here with this honourable verso— ClaudUe jam riws puen at 

prala biberunt. 
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TO THE NOBLEST NURSERIES OP HUMANITY AND I.IDERTV IN 

T.IE KINGDOM 

THE INNS OF COURT 

I UNDERSTAND you, Gentlemen, not your houses; and a worthy succession 
of you, to all time, as being bom the judges of these studies. When I 
wrote this poem. I had friendship with divers in your societies; who, as 
^ey were great names in learning, so they were no less examples of living. 
Of them, and then, that I say no mor'-, it was not despised. Now that 
the printer, by a doubled charge, thinks it worthy a longer life than 
commonly the air of such things doth promise, I am careful to put it a 
servant to their pleasures, who are the inheritors of the first favour bom 
tt. Yet, I command it lie not in the wav of vour more noble and useful 
studies to the public: for so I shall suffer for it. But when the gown and 
cap IS off. and the lord of liberty reigns, then, to take it in vour hands 
perhaps may make some bencher, tincted with humanitv, read and not 
repent him. By your true bonourer, Ben Jonson. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Asper, ike Presenter. 

Macilente. 

PUNTARVOLO. — hts Lady. — Waiting 
Gent.— Huftlstnan.— Servmgmen. 
—’Dog and Cal. 

Carlo Buffone. 

Fastidious BRisK.-^inedo, his 
Page. 

Deliro, Fallace, — F ido, their Ser- 
vant. — Musiciatis. 


Saviolika. 

SOROIDO.— /fis Hind. 

Funooso. — Taihr, Haberdasher 
Shoemnk^f. 

SoettARDO. 

Smrr,— Rustics. 

Notary. 

Clove, Orange. — A Groom. — 
Drawers. —Consfahle, and Officers. 
Grex. — Cordatus — Mitis. 


THE CHARACTERS OF THE PERSONS 

Asper he is of an ingenious and free spirit, eager and constant in renroof 

^thout fe^ controlUng the world's abuses. One whom no 

of gfun, or frosty apprehension of danger, can make to be a parasite eithef 
to lime, place, or opinion. ^ cucci 

Macilente, a man well parted, a sufficient scholar, and travelled- whn 

^ account which ’he thinS his’ merit 

capable of, falls into such an envious apoplexy with which hi« 

distasted, that he ^ows ^iol^V i^paU^^ 
opposite happiness in another. ^ r ^ or any 

over-englishing his travels and 
wholly consecrated to singularity; the very Jacob’s staff of ewmnlimji?* 

a sir that hath Uved to see the revolution of time b most of“7aS^ 
Of presence good enough, but so palpably affected to his own oraisA^thll’ 
for want of flatterers he commends himself to the floiiMo* 

Wy. He deals upon returns, and strang; perfSrmiU/ r<SoM^^ 
despite of public dension, to stick to his own fashion, phrase a^d 
9/*^ Bufpone, a public, scurrilous, and orofane i^t^V 

than Circe, with absurd similes, will transform an iQore 
deformity. A good feast-bound or banquet-beagle ™at wllTs^nt 
out a supper some three miles off. and swear to his natron. 

^ wafted over in a s<mner°*'A^fi^" 

hath an extraordinary gift in pleasing his palate and will cJsn 

llfv * S‘tt«ng than would make all the guard a posset 

railing, and bis discourse ribaldry. * Posset. His religion U 
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Fastidious Brisk, a neat, spruce, affecting courtier, one that wears 
clothes well, and m fashion ; practiseth by bis glass how to salute; speaks 
good remnants, notwithstanding the base viol and tobacco; swears tersely, 
and with variety; cares not what lady’s favour he belies, or great man’s 
familiaritv: a good property to perfume the boot of a coach. He will 
borrow another m m’s horse to praise, and backs him as bis own. Or, for 
a need, on foot can post himself into credit with bis merchant, only with 
the ginple of his spur, ami the jerk of his wand. 

Deliro, a pood doting citizen, who, it is thought, might be of the 
common-council for his wealth; a fellow sincerely besotted on bis oym 
wife, and so wrapt with a conceit of her perfections, that he simply holds 
himself unworthy of her. And, in that bood-wink'd humour, lives more 
like a suitor than a husband; standing in as true dread of her displeasure, 
as when be first made love to her. He doth sacrifice two-pence m jumper 
to her every morning before slie rises, and wakes her with villainous-nut- 
of-tune music, which she out of her contempt (though not out of her 
judgment) is sure to dislike. 

Fallace Oeliro’s wife, and idol; a proud miocmg peat, and as perverse 
as he is officious. She dotes as perfectly upon the courtier, as her busbana 
doth on her, and onlv wants the face to be dishonest. , ■ ^ 

Saviolina, a court-lady, whose weightiest praise is a light wit, admirea 
by herself, and one more, her servant Brisk, . „ 

SoRDiDO, a wTetched hob-nailed chuff, whose recrcatton >s reading oi 
almanacks; and felicity, foul weather. One that never pray d but tor a 

lean dearth, and ever wept in a fat harvest. .. . u , in 

Fuscoso. the son of Sordido, and a student; one that has revell^ m 

bis time, and foUows the fashion afar off, like a spy. He 

whole bent of his endeavours to wring sufticient means from bis 

fat fur. to put him in the courtiers’ cut; at which he earnestly aims, but so 

unluckily, that he still liijhts short a suit. 

Soci lAROO, an essential clown, brother to Sordido, yet so 
of the name of a gentleman, that he will have it. though be buss t. He 
comes up every term to leam to take tobacco, and see new motions, ne 
Is in his kingdom when in company where lie may be well '^^fbed at 
Shift, a thrcad-b.ore shark; one that ii^ever was a 
lendings: His profession is skeldnng and (xlling, his b^mk ^ ^ul . and hw 
war.-hause Picthatch. Takes up single testons ^8 ^1 ^>ornSda^ 

Fails under executions of three shillings, and enters into 6^^“^ 

He wav-lavs the reports of sernces. and cons them without book, damning 
him^f became Z from them, i^ien all the wUUe he was taking^b d et 
in the bawdy-house, or lay pawned m his ‘‘bamber for rent 
He is of that admirable and happy i"f«>,^ry;.‘bal be will salute one 
an oM Acouainlance that he never saw in his liU- before. He usurps up 
Seats miarJ^rSd robberies, which be never did. only to him J 
mune.' His chief exercises are. taking the whifl. squiring a cockatrice, 

making privy searches for imparteri ritv bom- the 

CinvE and OraRCE an inseparable case of coxcombs, city oom. 

3ss;;s£:|ilisis3 

(Whose small portion of juice being squeezed out.l tiove serves 
"■MmsTb aVe';s:^Tno and ,h.ralor. -o adord b,a, uo character. 
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THE STAGE. After the second sountitng. 

Enter Cordatus^ Asper, and ^iixis. 

Cor. Nay, my dear Asper. 

Mit. Slay your mind. 

Asp . A vay / 

Who is so patient of this impious world , 

Thai he can check hts spirit, or ran his tongue? 

Or who hath such a dead unfeeling sense. 

That heaven*s horrid thunders cannot wake? 

To see the earth crack'd with the weight of sin, 

Hell gaping under us, and o*er our heads 
Black, ravenous ruin, with her saihstrcUh'd wings^ 

Ready io sink us down, and cover us. 

Who can behold such prodtgtes as these. 

And have hts Itps seal'd up ? Not I : my soul 
Was never ground into such oily colours. 

To flatter vice, and daub iniquity : 

But, With an armed and resolved hand, 

VU strip the ragged foUtes of the time 
Naked as at (heir birth — 

Cor. Be not too bolds 

Asp. You trouble me~and with a whip of stcct. 

Print wounding lashes tn their iron ribs. 

/ fear no mood stamp'd in a private brow, 

When I am pleased t' unmask a public vice, 

I fear no strumpet's drugs, nor mean's stabg 
Should I detect their hateful luxuries : 

No broker's, usurer's, or lawyer's gripe. 

Were I disposed to say, they are all corrupt 
/ fear no courlier's frown, should I applaud 
The easy flexure of his supple hams. 

Tut, these are so innate and popular. 

That drunken custom would not shame to laugh. 

In scorn, at him, that should but dare to tax 'em: 

And yet, not one of these^ but knows hts works. 

Knows what damnation ts, the devil, and hell; 

Yet hourly they persist, grow rank in sin, 
their souls away in perjurous air. 

To cherish their extortion, pride, or lusts, 

Mit. Forbear, good Asper ; be not like your name. 

Asp. 0, but to such whose faces are all seal. 

And, xoith the words of Hercules, invade 
Suck crimes as these / that tvill not smell of sin. 

But seem as they were made of sanctity } 

Religion in their garments, and their hair 
Cut shorter than their eye^brows / when the coi^ciaus 
/$ vaster than the ocean, and devours 
Afore wretches than the counters. 

Mit. Gentle Asper, 

Contain your spirits in more stricter bounds. 

And be not thus transported with the violence 
Of your strong thoughts. 

Cor. Unless your breath had power. 

To melt the world, and mould it new again, 

It is in vain to spend it in these moods. 

Asp, [turning to the stage.) I not 
Gracious atid kind spectators, yon are 
Apoli/> and the Afuses feast your eyes 


rouna t 

welcome ; 
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W’lM gracfful objects, and may our Minert'a 
Answer your hopes, unto tketr largest strain i 
here mistake me not, judicious friends ; 

/ do not this, to beg your patience. 

Or servilely to fawn on your applause. 

Like some dry brain, despairing in his merit. 

Let me be censured by the auslcresl brov\ 

Where I want art or judgment, lax me freely. 

Let envious censors, with their broadest eyes, 

Look through and through me, I pursue no favour ; 

Only vouchsafe me your atlentions, 

And I will give you music worth your ears. 

0, how I hate the monsirousness of time. 

Where every servile imitating spirit. 

Plagued wilh an itching leprosy of wit, 

In a mere halting fury, strives to fling 
His ulcerous body in the Thespian spring, 

And straight leaps forth a poet! but as lame 
As Vulcan, or Ike founder of Cripplegate. 

Mil. hi faith /^lis humour will come ill to some. 

You will be thought to be too peremptory. . 

Asp. This humour? good! and why this humour, MUtse 
Hay, do not turn, but answer. 

Mjt. Answer, what ? 

Asp. I will not stir your patience, pardon me, 

I urged it for some reasons, and the rather 
To give these ignorant well-spoken days 
Some taste of their abuse of this word humour 

Cor. 0, do not let your purpose fall, good Asper ; 
ft cannot but arrive most acceptable. 

Chiefly to such as have the happiness 
Daily to see how the poor innocent word 
Is rack'd and tortured. 

Mit. Av, I pray you proceed. 

Asp. Ha, what? ivhat is’l? 

Cor. For the abuse of humour. 

Asp. 0, I crave pardon, I had lost my thoughts. 

Why, humour, as 'tis cns. tee thus define it. 

To be a gualily of air, or water, 

A nd in itself holds these two properties 
Moisture and fiuxure : as, for demomtralion. 

Pour water on this floor, 'l-'ill wet and run : 

Likewise the air, forced Ihtough a horn ^ irumpei. 

Flows vislanlly away, and leaves behind 
A kind of drw ; and hence we do conrlude. 

That whatsoe'er hath fluxure and humidity. 

As wanting power to contain itself 
Is humour. So in every hutnan body 
The choler, melancholy, phlegm, and blood. 

By reason that they flow conlinuallv 
In some one part, and are not co^lineid. 

Receive the name of humours, ^ow thus far 
It may, by metaphor, apply itself 
Unto the general disposition : 

As when some one peculiar qnahly 
Doth SO possess a ffuin, that %( doth draw 
All his affects, his spirits, and kis pxi'ers. 

In Ihetr confluctions, all to run one way. 

This may be truly said to be a humour. 
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But that a rook, by wearing a pyed feather ^ 

The cable hat-band^ or the three- piled ruif, 

A yard of shoe-tye, or the Swtizer’s knot 
On his French garters, should affect a hutnour / 

0, it is more than most ridiculous. 

Cor. He speaks pure truth ; not^ if an idiot 
Have but an apish or fantastic strain. 

It is his humour. 

Asp. Weil, I will scourge those apes. 

And to these courteous eyes oppose a mirror 
As large as is the stage whereon we act ; * 

Where they shall see the lime*s deformity 
Aruxiomised in every nerve, and sinew, 

With censtarU courage, and contempt of fear. 

Mit. Asper, (/ urge it as your friend,) take heed 
The days are dangerous, full of exception, 

A nd men are grown impatient of reproof. 

Asp. Ha, ha J > k y 

You might as well have told me, yon<r is heaven, 

This earth, these men, and all had moved alike.— 

Do not I know the time's condition ) 

Yes, Afiiis, and Hieir souls ; and who they be 
That either tin'll or can except against me. 

None but a sort of fools, so sick in tasle, 

Thai they contemn all physic of the mind, 

And, like gaWd camels, kick at every touch 

Good men, and virtuous spirits, that hath their vices 

H III chnish my free labours, love my lines, * 

And with the fervour of their shining grace* 

Alfike my brain fruitful, h bring forth more obieefs. 

Worthy their serious and intenitve eyes. 

But why enforce I this ? as fainting ? no 
If any here chance to behold himself, 

^ him not dare to challenge me of wrong ; 

F(^, if he shame to have his follies known * 

First he should shame to act 'an : my strict hand 
Was made to seise on vice, and with a gripe 
Squeeze out the humour of such spongy souls 
As lick up every idle vanity. ' 

Cor. Why, this is right furor poeiicus / 

Kind gentlemen, we hope your patience 
Will yet conceive the best, or entertain 
This supposition, that a madman speaks 
Asp, What are you ready there ? Mitis, $it down 
And my Cordatus. Sound ho I and begin * 

/ you two, as censors, to sit here • 

Observe what I present, and liberally 
Speak your opiutons upon every scene. 

As it shall pass the view of these spectators 
Nay fwiff y'are tedious, sirs ; for shame becin 
And, Milts, note me ; if in all this front 
can espy a gallant of this mark, 

Who, to be thought one of the judicious 

Sits with his arms thus xpreath’J. his hat bull'd here 

Cf»« m«r, 42nd nods, then shakes his empty heaeT ' 

H shew more several motions in his face ' 
t han tJu new London, Rome, or Niniveh 
^«d, now and then, breaks a dry biscuit ‘jest 
Which, that it may more easily be chew'd * 
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Ht steeps in his otm lauglUer. 

Cor. Why, will that 
Make it be sooner swallowed ? 

Asp. 0, assure you. 

Of if it did not, yet as Horace sings, 

Mean cales are welcome still to hungry guests. 

Cor. *Tis true ; but why should we observe them, Asper f 
Asp. 0, I would know *em ; for in suck assemblies 
Thev are more infalious than the pestilence: 

A nd therefore I would give Ikem pills to purge, 

A nd make them fit for fair societies. 

How monstrous and detested is*t to see 
A fellow thal ha.s neither art nor brain. 

Sit like an Aristarchus, or stark ass, 

Taking meH*s lines unth a tobacco face, 

In snuff s/iW spitting, using kis irry*d looks, 

In nature of a vice, to u^esi and turn 

The good aspect of those that shall sit near him. 

From whal they do behold t 0, *tis most vile. 

Mit. Nay, Asper. 

Asp. Peace, Mitis, I do know your thought ; 

You'll say, your guests here will except at this : 

Pish f you are too timorous, and full of doubt. 

Then he, a patient, shall reject all physic, 

^ Cause the physician tells him, you are sick : 

Or, if / say, that he is vicious. 

You will not hear of virtue. Come, you are fond. 

Shall I be so extravagant, to think, 

That happy judgments, and composed spirits^ 

Will challenge me for taxing suck as these ? 

I am ashamed. 

Cor. Nav, but good, pardon us : 

We must not bear this peremptory sail, 

Bui use our best endeavours how to please. 

Asp. Why, therein I commend your careful thoughts, 

A nd I will mix tvilh you in industry 
To please : but whom ? altenlive auditors, 

Such as Will join their profit with their pleasure. 

And come to feed their understanding parts : 

For these VH prodigally spend myself. 

And speak away my spirit into ii> ; 

For these, Vll melt my brain into invention. 

Coin new conceits, and hang my richest words 
As polisVd jewels in their bounteous ears ? 

But stay, I lose myself, and wrong their patience : 

If / dwell here, they'll not begin, I see 
Friends, sit you still, and entertain thn troop 
With some famtliar and by-conference, 
ril haste them sound. Now, gentlemen, I go 
To turn an actor, and a humorist, 

Where, ere I do resume my present person, 

We hope to make the circles of vour eyes 
Flow with distilUd laHght'‘r : if wc Jail, 

We must impute it to this only chance. 

Art hath an enemy call'd ignorance. 

Cor. How do you like his spirit, Mitts ? 

Mit. / should like it minh better, if he were less confident. 
Cor. Why, do you suspect his merit ? 

Mit. No ; but I fear this will procure him much envy. 


[Exit. 
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Cor. 0^ ihai sets the stronger seal on his desert : tf he had no enemies, I 
should esteem his fortunes mos/ lercichcd at this insfanl. 

Mil. You have seen his plav, Cordafus : pr(iy you, hrtw ts it ? 

Cor. Faith, sir, I must refrain to )udgt ; only this I cein say 0 / 
strange, and of a parheuiar kind try itself, somewhat tike Volus Coiuc^a; 
a work that hath bounteously pleased me; how %i will ansuer ike general 
expecUituon, 1 k>tow not. 

Mil. Does he observe all the laws of comedy in it ? 

Cor. What laws mean you ? 

Mit. Why, 0ie equal division of it into acts anil seems, according to the 
Tercntian manner ; hts true nun.^'/r of actors ; the furnishing of the scene 
with Grex or Chorus, and that (he whole argument full within compass of a 
day's hitsitiess. 

Cor. 0 no, these are too nu:e observations. 

Mil. They are such as must be received, by your favour, or it cannot be 
authentic. 

Cor. Troth, 1 can diseorn no such necessity. 

Mit. No / 

Cor. No, 1 assure you, siemor. If those laws you .^peak of had been 
delivered us ab initio, and in their present virtue and pert ction, there had 
been some reason of obeying their powers : but 'tis extant, that th^ which we 
call Coma'dia, was at first nothing but a simple and continued sent ^ung by 
one only person, till Susario invented a second ; after him, Ep;ciiatmus a 
third : Phormus and Chiontdc:^ devised to have four actors, n^th a prologue 
and ehorus ; to which Craiinus, long after, added a fifth and sixth : Eup<flis, 
more ; Aristophanes, more than they ; every man in the digniiv of his spirit 
and judgmerU supplied somcllitng. And, though Ihal m him this kind 0 / 
poem appe^ed absolute, and fully perfected, yet how is the face of U changed 
since in Meander, Philemon, Cecihus, Plautus, and the rat f who have 
uUetly excluded the chorus, altered the property of the persons, their names 
and nalura, and augmenled il with all liberty, according to the elegancy and 
disposi^ of Uwse times wherein they wote. / see not then, but we should 
eni^ the same license, or free power to illustrate and heighten our inveiuion 
« th^ did ; and not be tied to those strut and regular forms which the mcencss 
of are nothing xvould thrust upon us. 

mi. Well, we will not dispute of this now ; but what's his scene ? 

Marry, Insula Forliinata, sir. 

ihaT' ^ io a stnei lav 

Cor. M'Ay so ? 

Nlit He cantwi lishily alter Ihe $cate. mthout crossing the ,^*5 

vff to run through I 

Mit. Ao/ how comes it then, that in some one piav ce’ses so manv 
eou^rtes and kingdoms, p.xssed over with such admiral le deHerityf? ^ ' 

Wr. 0 , that but shews haw well the authors can leavel in th^r 
^ o«tr«n ^ apprehension of their audilorv. But. leaving tZ I 

■■ « ubuiosour the besfsMed pa7f^ 

Mit. They have answered your wish, sir ; they soimdiug. 

Cor. 0» here comes the Prologue. 
ar . .. . Enter Prologue. 

^ ^ Prolog 

Prol. Marry, with all my heart, sir, you skaU do U ya. and I thank vou 

Cor. Nay, nay. stay, stay ; hear you ? IGoing. 

Prol. You could not have studied to have done 

; for I protest io you, I am unPcrfeci and ho I heucj.t at the 

necessity have been out. ^ *t, I must of 
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Cor. Why, but do you speak this seriously ? 

Prol. Serwusly / ay, unt‘s my help, do I ; and esteem myself indebted to 
your kindness for tl. 

Cor. For whcd f 

Prol. Why, for undertaking the prologue for me. 

Cor. How / did I undertake tt for you ? 

Prol. Did you t I appeal to all these gentlemen, whether you did or no. 
Come come, it pleases vou to cast a strange look on't now ; but 'twill not serve. 
Cor. 'Fore me, but it must serve ; and therefore speak your prologue. 

Prol. An I do, let me die poisoned with some venomous hiss, and never 
live to look as high as the two-penny room again. LExit. 

Mit. He has put you to it, sir. , / ,l r 

Cor. 'Sdeath. what a humorous fellow is this ! Gentlemen, good faith I can 
speak no prologue, howsoever his weak wit has had the fortune to make this 

strong use of me here before you : but I protest^- . ^ - 

Enter Carlo Boffone, followed by a Boy with wine. 

Car. Come, come, leave these fustian protestations ; away, come I cannot 
abide these grey-headed certmonies. Boy. fetch me a glass 
bid these gentlemen welcome ; give them a health here. [Exit Boy.] i 
whose wit it was to put a prologue in yond' sackbut s mouth ; they might well 
think h/d be out of tune and yet you'd play upon him too. 

made a good column, an he had been thought on. when the house was a building 

Re-enter Boy with glasses. , 

0 art thou come? Well said; give me. boy; fill sol 
wine sparkles like a diamond. Gentlewomen {lani sworri ^ ^ 

first) and gentlemen, around, in place of a bad prologue, I drink 
taught to your health here. Canary, the very elixir f 
[Drinks.) This is that our poet calls Caslalian liquor, when J 

„otr a J then, once in a fortnight, and mak^ lod philo- 

where he has canmura appetitum; marry, at home hejeeps a goo v 
sot>)iical did btans and buU^f-mtik ; an honfst pure , 

ofTljo.:., f,v, 0 / •‘OClhc and 

has done like a one-headed Cerberus.— He does not hear ^ P : 
then, when his belly is well ballaced. amf his brain to mJe 

withal, as though he would work wond^s when ^ f an h^d 

a play here, and he ca//s ./ Every 

me out of the humour he has put me in, I ll trust non J 6 

; live. Gentles, all I can say for ,s. 

my bottle here amongst you ; but there's an oW ru/^. No picdgmg y 
health. Marry, if any here be 

su still, seal up their Ups. and drink so much of the play 

Mit. H'to may this fellow be. Cordatiis ? „ 

Cor. Faith, if the time will suffer his a vtolent 

one. the author calls him Carlo Buffone. an "'”iVy desired of 

raxUr, and an tntompr^h^nsibU ^picur^ , on ^ - ^ 

all «,™, iul Moved cf .^ne: he ““ ^ .. 

profane even the most holy things, to ^ (ye hul is 

reverend personage whatsoever can ^ ’ 

turned into all manner of variety, by hts adulterai 

Mit. You paint forth a monstet. , n^trr 

Cor. He will prefer all countries before conceit of 

lufficienlly, or with admiration enough, deliver his an 

foreign eUheistical policies. But slay 
‘ Enter Macilente. 

Observe these : he'll appear himself anon. 

Mit. 0. this IS V'-iir envious man. Macilente. I tninn. 

Cor. 1 ht same, sir. 
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ACT I 

SCKNE i. — The Country. 

Eni\^r AUcile.nte, xoiih u honk. 

^ Mad. Viri e^l,fortun<jB ccedtatem/ndUfure. 

’Tis true; but, Stoic, where, in the vast world, 

Doth that man breathe, that can so much commend 
His blood and his affection? Well, I see 
I strive in v< 'n to cure my wounded soul; 

For every cordial that my thoughts apply 
Turns to a corsive and doth eat it farther. 

There is no taste in this philosophy; 

Tis like a potion that a man should drink, 

But turns his stomach with the sight of it. 

I am no such pill'd Cynick to believe. 

That beggary is the only happiness; 

Or vrith a number of these patient fools. 

To sing: My mind to me a kingdom is. 

When the lank hungry belly barks for food, 

Ilook into the world, and there I meet 
With objecte, that do strike ojy blood-shot eyes 
Into my brain: where, when I view myself. 

Having before observ’d this man is great, 
ftlighty and fear’d; that lov’d and highly favour’d: 
A thud thought wise and learn’d; a fourth rich. 

And therefore honour’d; a fiftli rarely featur’d; 
^ixth admired for his nuptial fortunes: 

When I see these, I say, and view myself. 

1 T^^h the organs of my sight were crack’d; 

And that the engine of my grief could cast 
Mine epballs. like two globes of wildfire, forth, 
lo melt this unproportion’d frame of nature 
Oh, they ore thoughts that have transfix’d my heart 
And often, in the strength of apprehension, ^ ^ 

M^e my cold passion stand upon my face. 

Like drops of dew on a stiff cake of ice. 

Cor. Thie alludee well to that of the poet 

Invidue ^spiral, ganit, incutilgue denlee, 
i>vAat fngidxui, infu«;ns quod odit. 

Mit. O, peace, you break the scene. 

£ni€r SOQUAEDO OTui CaBLO BtTFrONE. 

3/aci. Soft, who be these ? 

I li lay me down awhiJe till they be past 


Cor. A lanu rook, you'll lake him preoenlly ; Us,. 


[Z-JC5 down 
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Sog. Nay, look you, Carlo; this is my humour now! I have land 
and money, my friends left me well, and I will be a gentleman 
whatsoever it cost me. 

Car. A most gentlemanlike resolution. 

Sog. Tut! an I take an humour of a thing once, I ara like your 
tailor’s nee<Ue, I go through: but, for my name, signior, how think 
you? will it not serve for a gentleman’s name, when the signior is 
put to it, ha? 

Car. I^tmehear; how is it? 

Sog. Signior Insulso Sogliardo: raethinks it sounds well. 

Car. 0 excellent! tut! au all fitted to your name, you might 
very well stand for a gentleman: I know many Sogliardos gentlemen. 

Sog. ^Vlly. and for my wealth I might be a justice of peace. 

Car. Ay, and a constable for your wit. 

Sog. All this U my lordship you see here, and those farms you 


came by. «... ■/ 

Car. Good steps to gentility too, marry: but, Sogliardo. if you 
affect to be a gentleman indeed, you must observe all the rare 
qualities, humours, and compliments of a gentleman. 

Sog. I know it, signior, and if you please to instruct, I am not 

too good to learn. I’ll assure you. . » 

Car. Enough, sir.—I’Il make admirable use in the proFctwn of 
my medicine upon this lump of copper here. [Aside.y-1 II betmnk 

me for you, sir. , 

Sog. Signior, I will both pay you, and pray you, and thank you, 

and think on you. 


Cor. Is this not purely good ? 

Uaci. S’hlood, why should such a prick-ear’d hind as this 

Be rich, ha? a fool! such a transparent gull 

That may be seen through! wherefore should he nave lanu. 

Houses, and lordships? 0. I could eat my entrails, 

And sink my sonl into the earth with sorrow. 

Car. First, to be an accomplished gentleman, ® ^ 

of the time, you must give over housekeeping m the co y. 
live altogether in the city amongst gallants: where, a J 
appearance, twere good you turn’d our or H 

your best land into tw'o or tliree trunks of w'ith 

wthout going to u conjurer— and be sure you mix namilar- 

such os flourish in the spring of the fashion, “'®,‘7at mimero 
study their carrhgo and behaviour m al : 

and passage, and ever (when you lose) all potest 

oatlis to swear by. that no man else sweare: 

in your plav. and affirm, Ujym your credit. vou 

Ltlverv cast; you may do it with a «-‘‘\‘^'*nsc.ence I 
Sog. 'O a<lmirablc rare! he cannot choose but be a gc 

that has fheso excellent gifts: more, more, 1 sit 

Car. You must endeavour to feed cleanly »nd 

mc.ancholy, and pick your teeth when you cannot peak 
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n-hen you come to plays, be humorous, look with a good starch'd 
face, and ruffle your brow like a new boot, laugli at nothing but 
your own jests, or else as the noblemen laugh. That’s a special 
grace you must observe. 

Sog. I warrant you, sir. 

Car. Ay, and sit on the stage and flout, providwl you have a 
good suit. 

Sog. 0, I’ll have a suit only for that. sir. 

Car. You must talk much of your kindred and allies. 

Sog. Lies! no, signior, I shall not need to do so, I have kindred 
in the city to talk of: I have a niece is a merchant's wife; and a 
nephew, my brother Sordido's son, of the Inns of court. 

Car. 0, but you must pretend alliance with courtiers and great 
persons: and ever when you are to dine or sup in any etranpe 
presence, hire a fellow with a great chain, {though it be copjier, it’s 
no matter,) to bring you letters, feign’d from such a nobleman, or 
such a knigiit, or such a lady. To (heir worshipful, rigid rare, avd 
nobly qualififd friend and kinsman, signior Insulso Sogliardo : give 
yourself style enough. And there, while you intend circumstances 
of news, or enquiry of their health, or so, one of your familiars, 
whom you must carry about you still, breaks it up, as ’twere in a 
jest, and reads it publicly at the table: at wliich you must seem to 
take as unpardonable offence, as if he had torn your mistrcss’.s 
colours, or breath’d upon her picture, and pursue it with that hot 
grace, as if you would advance a challenge upon it presently. 

Sog. Stay, I do not like that humour of challenge, it may be 
wcepted; but I’ll tell you what’s my humour now, I will do this: 
I will take occasion of sending one of my suits to the tailor’s, to 
have the pocket repaired, or so; and there such a letter a.s vou 
talk of, broke open and all shall be left; 0, the tailor \nll presently 
give out what I am, upon the reading of it, worth twenty of vour 
gallants. ' 

Car. But then you must put on an extreme face of discontent- 
ment at your man’s negligence. 

Sog. 0, so I will, and beat him too: I’ll have a man for the 
purpose. 

Mac. You may; you have land and crowns: 0 partial fate* 

Car. Mass, well remember'd, you must keep your men gallant at 
ttie hrst, hne pied liveries laid with good gold lace; there’s no loss 
in It, they may rip it off and pawn it when they lack victuals 

’*■ Lady, that is chargeable, signior, ’twill bring a' man 


Cor. Debt! why that’s the more for your credit, sir: it’s an 
excellent policy to owe much in these days, if you note it. 
ooj. As how, good signior ? I would fain be a politician 
Cor. 0! look where you are indebted any great sum vonr 
creditor observe you witli no less regard, than if K were bound to 
>ou for some huge benclit, and will quake to give vou the least 
cause of offence, lest he lose his mon\v. I yZ uUlZ 
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times, ao mao has his servant more obsequious aad pliaut, thao 
gentlemen their creditors: to whom, if at any time you pay but a 
moiety, or a fourth part, it comes more acceptably than if you gave 
them a new-year’s gift. 

Sog. I perceive you, sir: I will take up, and bring myself in 
credit^ sure. 

Car. Marry this, always beware you commerce not with bank- 
rupts. or poor needy Ludgatliians; they are impudent creatures, 
turbulent spirits, they care not what liolent tragedies they stir, nor 
how they play fast and loose with a poor gentleman’s fortunes, to 
get their own. Marry, these rich fellows that have the world, or 
the better part of it, sleeping in tbeir counting-houses, they are 
ton times more placable, they; either fear, hope, or modesty, 
restrains them from offering any outrages: but this is nothing to 
your followers, you shall not run a penny more in arrearage for 
them, an you list, yourself. 

Sog. No! how should I keep ’em then? 

Car. Keep ’em! ’sblood, let them keep themselves, they are no 
sheep, are they? what, you shall come in houses, where plate, 
apparel, jewels, and divers other pretty commodities lie negligently 
scattered, and I would have those Mercuries follow me, I trow, 
should remember they bad not their fingers for notliing. 

Sog. That's not so good, methinks. 

Car. Why, after you have kept them a fortnight, or so, and 
shew'd tliem enough to the world, you may turn them away, and 
keep no more but a boy, it’s enough. 

Sog. Nay, my humour is not for boys. I’ll keep men, an I keep 
anv: and I’ll give coats, that’s my humour: but I lack a cullL'Cn- 

Car. Why, now you ride to tlie city, you may buy one: 1 U 
bring you wbere you shall Lave your choice for money. 

iSoo. Can you, sir ? , j i ^ 

Car. 0, av: you shall have one take measure of you, and maJte 

you a coat of arms to fit you, of what fashion you 

Sog. Bv word of mouth. I thank you, signior; I U be once a ittle 
prodigal in a humour, i'faith, and have a most prodigious coat. 

Mac. Torment and death! break head and brain at once, 

To be deliver'd of your fighting issue. 

Who can endure to see blind Fortune dote thus? 


To be enamour’d on this dusty turf. 

This clod, a whoreson puck-fist! 0 
I could run wild \vith grief now, to behold 
The rankness of her bounties, that doth breed 
Such bulrushes; these musliroom gentlemen. 

That shoot up in a night to place and worship. 

Car. [.seeing Macilente.] Let him alone; some stray, some stray. 

Sog. Nav, I 'rill examine him before I go, sura 

Car. The lord of the soil has all wefts and strays here. 


he not? 


Sog. Yes, air. 
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Car. Faith then I pity the poor feHow, he’s fallen into a fool’e 
bauds. 

Sog. Sirrah, who gave you a commissiion to lie in my lordslup? 
Mac. Your lordsliip! 

Sog. How! my lordship? do you know me, sir? 

Mac. I do know you, sir. 

Car. He answers him like an echo. 

Sog. Why, Who am I, sir? 

Mac. One of those that fortune favours. 

Car. The periphrasis of a fool. I’ll observe this better. {Aside. 
Sog. That fortune favours! how mean you that, friend ? 

Mac. I mean simply: that you areone that lives not by vour wits. 
Soj. By my wits! no, sir, I scorn to live by my wits, 1. I have 
better m^ns, I tell thee, than to take such base courses, as to live 
by my wits. What, dost thou think I live by my wits? 

Mac. Methinks, jester, you should not relish this well. 

Car. Ha! does he know me? 

Mm. Though yours be the worst use a man can put hw wit to 
of thoimnds, to prostitute it at every tavern and ordinary: vet’ 
methmks. you should have turn’d your broadside at this, and have 
been rwdy mth an apology, able to sink this hulk of ignorance into 
the bottom and depth of his contempt. 

MacUente! Signior, you are well encountered; 

V . trout, a 

Shallow fool, he has no more brain than a butterfly, a mere stuft 

St ifain r ^ cork, 

returtffsiglt ^ Bee you so wel] 

Yoo are! gramerey, good Janus. 

C^r acquaintance ? I love him the better for that 

^ Why.“sk?^ ^ *'*0 P*«g«c- 

Car. 0. he’s a black fellow, take heed of him 
Sog. Is he a scholar, or a soldier ? 

foil mongrel, he looks as if he were chon 

iir3~ ' “ “‘=- 

Ay, when I cunnot shun you, we will njf t 
Tm etrauge! of all the creatures I have s^ *■ 
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I envy not this Buffone, for indeed 
Neither his fortunes nor his parts deserve it: 

But I do hate him, as I hate the devil. 

Or that braas-visaged monster Barbarism. 

0, ’tis an open-throated, black-mouth’d cur. 

That bites at all, but eats on those that feed him. 

A slave, that to your face will, eerpent-like, 

Creep on the ground, as he would eat the dust. 

And to your back will turn the tail, and sting 
More deadly than the scorpion: stay, who’s this? 

Now, for mv soul, another minion 

Of the old lady Chance’s! I’ll observe him. 

Enter Sordido mlh an Almanack in hia hand. 


[Aside. 


Sard. 0 rare! good, good, good, good, good! 

I thank mv stars, I thank my stars for it. 

Mac. Sa'id I not true ? doth not his passion speak 
Out of my divination ? 0 my senses, 

Why lose you not your powers, and become 
Dull’d, if not deeded, with this spectacle? 

I know him, it is Sordido, the farmer, 

A boor, and brother to that swine was here. . i 

,SW. Excellent, excellent, excellent! as I would wish, as 1 

wwuld wish. . . 

3/ac. See how the strumpet fortune tickles turn. 

And makes him swoon with laughter, 0, 0, 0! 

Sard. Ha, ha, ha! I will not sow my grounds this year. Let me 

see. what harvest shall we have? ./une, dvly ’ 

Mac. What, is’t a prognostication raps him BO . 

Sord. The 20, 21, 22 day.% ram and icird. 0 o?’ 

and 24. rom and some wind, good! 2o, ^nd' 

a^h^re’s Tty. Xmned rogue. 

That fats himself with expecUtion 
Of rotten weather, and unseason d hours; 

And he is rich for it. an elder brother! 

His bams are full, his ricks and mows weU trod. 

His garners crack with store! 0, ’tis well; ha, ha. ha. 

A plague consume thee, and thy house. • uealher, for the 

Ld. 0 here. St. SuMs. the ^^f^-r/'X^Tshou^ rain 
most part rain, good! for the pwI po - j 

forty davB after, dow, more or less, , nn^r'iin* ha^ it 

able to h“ld « plouph, and yet hern are ^^^“5'that be 

makes me muse' We’ll see how the u well 

better. August 1. 2, 3, und 4, days, ruiny a„d Uuslertag 
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Qow: 5, 6, 7, 8, and 9, rainy, with some thunder ; Ay marry, this is 
excellent; the other was false printed sure: the 10 and 11, great 
store of rain ; 0 good, good, good, good, good! the 12, 13, and 14 
(ioy^,rom ; good still: 15, and 16, rain ; good still: 17 and 18, rain, 
good still: 19 and 20, good still, good still, good still, good still, good 
still! 21, some fain /some rain! well, we must be patient, and attend 
the heaven’s pleasure, would it were more though: the 22, 23, great 
tempests of rain, thunder and lightning. 

0 good again, past expectation good! 

1 liank my blessed angel ; never, never 
Laid I [a] penny better out than this. 

To purchase this dear book: not dear for price, 

And yet of me as dearly prized as life. 

Since in it is contain’d the very life. 

Blood, strength, and sinews, of my happiness. 

Blest be the hour wherein I bought this book; 

His studies happy that composed the book. 

And the man fortunate that sold the book ! 

Sleep with this charm, and be as true to me. 

As I am joy’d and conhdent in thee. [Put* H up. 

Enter a Hind, ond gives Sobdido a paper to read. 

Mae. Ha, ha, ha! 

Is not this good ? Is it not pleasing this ? 

Ha, ha, ha! God pardon me! ha, ha! 

Is’t possible that such a spacious villain 
Shoidd live, and not be plagued? or lies he hid 
ithin the wrinkled bosom of the world, 

)^ere Heaven cannot see him ? S’blood ! methinks 
iis rare, and strange, that he should breathe and walk. 
reM with digestion, sleep, enjoy his health. 

And, like a boisterous whale swallowing the poor, 
btUl swim in wealth and pleasure! is’t not strange? 

Unless his house and skin were thunder proof 
I wonder at it! Methinks, now, the hectic, 

Gout, leprosy, or some such loath’d disease, 

Might hght upon him; or that fire from heaven 
^ght fall upon his bams; or mice and rats 
^t up his min; or else that it might rot 
Withm the hoary ricks, even as it stands: 

^thinks this might be well ; and after all 

Ihe devil might come and fetch him. Ay, ’tis true’ 

Meantime he surfeits in prosperity. 

And thou, in envy of him. gnaw’st thyself* 

o age will scarcely l<i>k on merit r .i . 

5ofd brought this same, sirrah ? ’ 

and alf theSnS'Ctl’"' » P-»Pt. 
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Sord. Ay, and the printa of them stick in my Hesh, 
Deeper than in their letters: they have sent me 
Pills wrapt in paper here, that, should I take them, 
Would poison all the sweetness of my book. 

And turn my honey into hemlock-juice. 

But I am wiser than to serve their precepts, 

Or follow their prescriptions. Here’s a device, 

To charge me bring my grain unto the markets: 

Ay, much! when I have neither barn nor garner, 

Nor earth to hide it in, I’ll bring ’t; till then, 

Each corn I send shall be as big as Paul’s. 

0. but (say some) the poor are like to starve. 

Why, let ’em starve, what's that to me? are bees 
Bound to keen life in drones and idle moths? no: 
WHiy such are these that term themselves the poor, 
Only because they would be pitied. 

But are indeed a 8r>rt of lazy beggars. 

Licentious rogues, and sturdy vagabonds. 

Bred by the sloth of a fat plenteous year, 

Like snakes in heat of summer, out of dung; 

.\nd this is all that these cheap times are good fur: 
Whereas a wholesome and penurious dearth 
Purges the soil of such vile excrements. 

And kills the vipers up. 

Hind. 0, but master, 

Take heed they hear you not. 

Sord. UHiy so ? 

Hind. They will exclaim against you. 

Sord. Ay, their exclaims 

.Move me as much, as thy breath moves a mountain. 
Poor worms, they hiss at me, whilst I at home 
('.in be contented to a[)plaud myself. 

To sit and clap my hands, and laugh, and leap. 
Knocking my head against my roof, with joy 
To see how plump my bags are. and my barns. 
Sirrah, go hie you home, and bid your fellows 
Get all their llails ready again I come. 

Hind. I will, sir. 

Sord. I’ll instantly set all my hinds to thrashing 
Of a whole rick of corn, which I will lude 
Under the ground; and with the straw thereof 
I'll stuff the outsides of my otlier mows: 

That done, I’ll have them empty all my garners. 

And in the friendly earth bury my store. 

That, when the searchers come, they may suppose 
All’s .spent, and that my fortunes were belied. 

And to lend more opinion to my want. 

And stop that many-mouthed vulgar dog. 

Which else would still be baying at my door. 


[ExU. 
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Each market-day I will be seen to buy 
Part of the purest wheat, as for my household; 

Where when it comes, it shall increase my lieaj^s: 

’Twill \neld me treble gain at this dear time. 

Promised in this dear book: I have cast all. 

Till then I will not sell an ear, I’ll hang first. 

0, I shall make my prices as I list; 

My house and I can feed on peas and barley. 

What though a world of wret^'hes starve the while; 

He that will thrive must think no courses vile. 


[Erit. 


Cor. Now, signior, haw approve you this? have ike humourists 
exprest themselves truly or no ? 

Mit. T es, if it be well prosecuted, 'tis hitherto happy enough : but 
neihinks Macilente went hence too soon ; he m ight have been made to 
stay, and speak somewhat in reproof of Sordido’s wretchedness now at 
the last. 

Cor. 0, no, that had bun extremely improper ; besides, he had con- 
tin^ the scene loo long with him, as 'iicas, being in no more action. 

Mit. You may inforce the length as a necessary reason ; but for 
proprie/y, the, sune would very well have borne it, in my judgmerU. 

^r. 0, xeorst of both ; why, you mistake his humour ulterlu then 

Mit. How do I mistake it ? Is it not envy t 

Cor. Yes InU you must understand, signior, he envies him not as 
nets a vxllajn, a wolf in the commonwealth, but as he is rich and 
/MUTwte ; for the true condition of envy is, dolor alien® felicitatis. 
to have our nes continually fixed upon another man's prosperitv that 
w. hts chief happiness, and to grieve at that. Whereas, if ive viake 
MS mon^Tous and abhorred actions our object, the grief we take then 

truly envies in another, he could always 
S , rtprihensum is out of his hate, 

^ Buffone."but I hal’ 

,7 this Buffone. but I hate him H'Aw 

^ ^ 5ordt(io as him f ' 

varied, sir, 

hnght-shining gallant's that with them f the knight they 
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Cor. No, sir, this is one monsieur Fastidiotts Brisk, otherwise called 
the fresh Frenchified courtier. 

Mit. .<4 humourist too? 

Cor. As humorous as quicksilver ; do but observe him; the scene 
is the country still, remember. 


ACT II 

SCENE l.—The Country ; before Puntarvolo’s House. 

Enter Fastidious Brisk, Cinedo, Carlo Buffone, 

and SooLiABDO. 

Fast. Cinedo, watch when the knight comes, and give ua word. 
Cm. I will. sir. 

Fast. How lik’st thou my boy, Carlo ? . r,. • u 

Car. 0. well, well. He looks like a colonel of the PigmiM horse, 
or one of these motions in a great antique clock; he would shew 
well upon a haberdasher’s stall, at a corner shop, rarely. 

Fast 'Sheart, what a damn’d witty rogue’s this! How he con- 

Be?te“5Lles than smiles: and whither were you 

"'j^OVhofl ? What a silly jest’s that! Whither should I nde 

^”c^. o! pardon me, sir, twenty places more; your hot-house, or 

^°FaIt^ By tliT^e of my soul, this knight dwells in Elyaiu® 

Car. He’s gone now, I thought he would fly out pr^en^ 
These be our nimble-spirited catsos, that have their evasio 

tt’u 

tr Lttfr ^^It^STir^gu^ .‘J bre’;n^S 

the four elements over, and away. UnKhu mt didst 

Fast. Sirrah, Carlo, thou never saw’st my gray hobby yet. didst 

thou? , , 

Car. No; have you such a one ? thnu’It sav when thou 

Fast. The best in Europe, my good vJIain, thou It say 

Beest him. 

Car. But when shall I see him ? ^ hundred 

Oar. How! the Bound of the epurT ^ 

Fast. 0. it’s your only humour now extant, sir, a g b e 

®‘fn,«'Sood! you .hell see him turn morriee-danoer, he has got 
him bells, a good suit, and a hobby-horse. 
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Sog. Signior, now you talk of a hobby-liorse, I know where one 
is will not be given for a brace of angels. 

Fast. How is that, sir? 

Sog. Marry, sir, I am telling this gentleman of a hobby-horse; it 
was my father's indeed, and, though I say it— 

Car. That should not say it— on, on. 

Sog. He did dance in it, with as good humour and as good regard 
as any man of his degree whatsoever, being no gentleman: I have 
danc’d in it myself too. 

Car. Not since the humour of gentility was upon you, did you ? 

Sog. Yes, once; marry, that was but to shew what a gentleman 
might do in a humour. 

Car. 0, very good. 

Mit. Why, this fellow's discourse were nothing btU for the xoord 
humour. 

Cor. 0 bear with him ; on he should lack matter and words too 
'licere pitiful. ’ 


Sog. Nay, look you, sir, there’s ne'er a gentleman in the country 
has the like humours, for the hobby-horse, as I have; I have the 
method for the threading of the needle and all, the— 

Car. How, the method? 

S^. Ay, the leigerity for that, and the whighhie, and the daggers 
in the nose, and the travels of the egg from finger to finger, and all 
the humours incident to the quality. The liorse hangs at home in 
my parlour. I’ll keep it for a monument as long as I live, sure 
Car. Do so; and when you die, ’twill be an excellent trophy to 
hang over your tomb. ^ 

Sog. Mass, and I’ll have a tomb, now I think on’t- ’tis but so 
much charges. ’ 

for-et it^eUe 


Nay, I mean so, I’ll not trust to them. 

executoM are grown damnable careless 
hm^si^or?'^^ testators left walking.— How like you 

Fast. ’Fore heavens, his humour arrides me exceedinclv 

Car. Amdes you! 

Fast. Ay, pleas^ me: a pox on’t! I am so haunted at th« 
coi^t, and at my lodging, with your refined choice spirita that it 
makes me clean of another garb, another sheaf, I know not‘howt T 

Z isrr 7 ^ 

_ U Atm aside. 

Cor. This is right to that of Horace, Dum vitant stulti • 
wntrana cuiTunt; « (his galUirU, labounng to atoid 
into a habit of affectation, ten thousand times haiefullJvS^}^f£^ 

Car j^nting to Fastidious.} Who, he? a imll a foni n. o.i* • ’ 
hun I earth, man; he looks like a f««h & t^t in Ti", 
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he’ll be spent shortly. His brain’s lighter than hia feather already, 
and his tongue more subject to lye, than that is to wag; he sleeps 
with a musk-cat every night, and walks all day hang’d in pomander 
chains for penance; he has his skin tann’d in civet, to make his 
complexion strong, and the sweetness of his youth lasting in the 
sense of his sweet lady; a good empty puff, he loves you well, 
signior. 

So^. There shall be no love lost, sir, I’ll assure you. 

Fast, [advancing to them.] Nay, Carlo, I am not happy in thy love, 
I see: pray thee suffer me to enjoy thy company a little, sweet 
mischief: by this air, I shall envy this gentleman’s place in thy 
affections, if you be thus private, i’f.aith. 

ETiier CiNEDO. 


How now! Is the knight arrive<I? 

Cin. No, sir, but ’tis guess'd he will arrive presently, by his fore- 
runners. 

Fast. His botinds! bv Minerva, an excellent fi^re; a good boy. 

Car. You should give him a French crown for it; the boy would 
find two better figures in that, and a good figure of your bounty 
beside. 

Fast. Tut, the boy wants no crowns. 

Car. No crown; speak in the singular number, and we’ll believe 

Fast. Nay, thou art so capriciously conceited now. Sirrah 
damnarton, I have heard this knight Puntarvolo reported to be a 
gentleman of exceeding good humour, thou know’st him; prithee, 
how is hU dis{)0.sition? I never was so favoured of my stars, as to 
see him yet. Boy, do you look to the hobby? 

Cin. Ay, sir, the groom has set him up. , , . 

[As Cxnedo is going out. S^li<trdo takes hirn astas^ 

Fast. ’Tis well: I rid out of my way of intent to visit him. and 
take knowledge of his Nay. good Wickedness, his humour, his 


^''ca°r^Vhy, he loves dogs, and hawks, and his wife well.- he has 
a good riding face, and he can sit a ^eat horse; he “ 

staff well at tilt; when he is mounted he looks like the sign of the 
Georce that’s all I know; save, that instead of a dragon, he mil 
brandish against a tree, and break his sword as confidently upon 
the knotty bark, as the other did upon the scales of beast. 

Fast O, but this is nothing to that s delivered of him. Tb^ 
sav he has dialogues and discourses between his horse, himself, and 
his dog: and that he will court his own lady, as she were a stranger 

nAver encounter’d before. . ^ 

Car. Ay, that he will, and make fresh love to h^ every morning, 

this gentleman has been a spectator of it, Signior Insulso. 

s„, I .m resolate to keep a 

Car. You have seen Signior Puntarvolo accost his lady? 
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Sog. 0, ay, sir. 

Fa^. And how ia the manner of it, prithee, good signior ? 

Sog. Faith, air, in very good sort; he has his humours for it, sir; 
as first, {suppose he were now to come from riding or hunting, or so.) 
he has his trumpet to sound, and then the waiting-gentlewoman she 

looks out, and then he speaks, and then she spea^, very pretty, 

i’faith, gentlemen. 

Fast. Why, but do you remember no particulars, signior? 

Sog. 0, yes, sir, first, the gentlewoman, she looks out at the 
window. 

Car. After the trumpet has summon’d a porle, not before ? 

Sog. No, sir, not before; and then says he, — ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Car. What says he? be not rapt so. 

Sog. Says he, — ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Fast. Nay, spe^ speak. 

Sog. Ha, ha, ha! — says he, God save you, says he; — ha, ha! 

Car. Was this the ridiculous motive to all this passion? 

Sog. Nay, that that comes after is, — ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Car. Doubtless he apprehends more than he uttere, this fellow 

* 1 - * . , [A cry 0 / hourida ivilhin. 

Jiog. List, list, they are come from hunting; stand by, close under 
tins teiTM, and you sliall see it done better Umn I can show it. 

Car. So It had need, 'twill scarce poise the observation else. 

Jaith, I remember all, but the manner of it is quite out of 
Qij Dead. ^ 

fewt. 0, withdraw, uithdraw, it cannot be but a most pleasina 

[They sfa^ asidZ 

Enter I^vtarvolo, followed by hie BurUeman leading a 

greyhound. 

FurU Forester, give wind to thy horn.— Enough* bv thia 
soimd hath touch’d the ears of the inclos'd: depart leav* 
and take with thee what thou hast deserved, the horn and^'tlianlj; 

Car. Ay, marry, there is some taste in this. t^^nteman. 

Fast. Is’t not good? 

Sog. Ah, peace; now abov^ now above! 

P„r,f ^O'^llng^enilewoman appears at i/ie window 

two. and t^! Sweet lady, God save you 

-“^-gentlowoman, 

TutU. Pardon me; humanum est errare 

Car. H i learn’d that of his chaplain. 
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three specials; the gnomon, the puntilios, and the superficies: the 
superficies is that we call place; the puntilios, circumstance; and 
the gnomon, ceremony; in either of which, for a stranger to err, 
’tis easy and facile; and such am 1. 

Car. True, not knowing her horizon, he must needs err; which 
I fear he knows too well. 

Punt. What call you the lord of the castle, sweet face? 

Qeni. [abow.'] The lord of the castle is a knight, sir; signior 
Puntarvolo. 

Punt. Puntarvolo! 0 — 

Car. Now must he ruminate. 

Fast. Does the wench know him all this while, then? 

Car. 0, do you know me, man? why, therein lies the syrup of 
the jest; it’s a project, a desi^ment of his own, a thing studied, 
and rehcarst as ordinarily at his coming from hawking or hunting, 
as a jig after a play. 

Sog. Ay, e’en like your jig, sir. 

Punt. ’Tis a most sumptuous and stately edifice! Of what years 
is the knight, fair damsel ? 

Cent. Faith, much about your years, sir. 

Punt. What complexion, or what stature bears he? 

Cent. Of your stature, and very near upon your complexion. 

Punt. Mine is melancholy, — 

Car. So is the dog’s, just. 

Punt. And doth argue constancy, chiefly in love. What are hjs 
endowments? is he courteous ? 

Gent. 0, the most courteous knight in Cliristian land, sir. 

Punt. Is he magnanimous? 

Gent. As the skm between your brows, sir. 


Punt. Is he bountiful? 

Car. ’Slud, he takes an inventory of his own good parts. 

Gent. Bountiful! ay, sir, I would you should know it; the poor 
are served at his gate, early and late, sir. 

Punt. Is he learned? . , 

Gent. 0, ay, sir, he can speak the French and Italian. 

Punt. Then he has travelled? 

Gent. Ay, forsooth, he hath been beyond seas once or twice. 

Car. As far as Paris, to fetch over a fashion, and come back again. 

Gent. Religious! I know not what you cal! religious, but he goes 

to church, I am sure. « j u- 

Fast. ’Slid, methinks these answers should oflend him. 

Car. Tut, no; he knows they are excellent, and to her capacity 

that speaks them. , . , . 

Punt. Would I might but see his face! . , „ . 

Car. She should let down a glass from the window at that word, 

“pS“SoubSeL° te gondeman b most exact, aod absolutely 
qualified; doth the castle contain him ? 
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Gent. No, sir, he is from home, but his lady is within. 

P}ird, His lady! what, is she fair, splendidious, and amiable? 

0, Lord, sir. 

Puni. Prithee, dear nymph, intreat her beauties to shine on this 
side of the building. [Exit Waiting-genUexooman from the window. 

Car. That he may erect a new dial of compliment, with his 
gnomons and liis puntilios. 

Fast. Nay, thou art such another cynic now, a man had need 
walk uprightly before thee. 

Car. Heart, can any man walk more upright than he does? 
Look, look; as if he went in a frame, or had a suit of wainscot on: 
and the dog watching him, lest he should leap out on’t. 

Fast. 0, villain! 

Car. Well, an e’er I meet him in the city. Til have him jointed, 
1 11 pawn him in Eastcheap, among the butchers, else. 

Fast. Peace; who be these. Carlo? 


Enter SoBDino and Pungoso. 

Sard. Yonder’s your godfather; do your duty to him, son. 

This, sir? a poor elder brother of mine, sir, a yeoman, may 
dispend some seven or eight hundred a year; that’s his eon. mv 
nephew, there. ^ 

Punt. You are not ill come, neighbour Sordido, though I have not 
by*^tld^^ godson is grown a great prohcient 

Sord. I hope he will grow great one day, sir. 

Fast. What does he study ? the law? 

^ sir, he is a gentleman, though his father be but a yeoman. 
Car. What call you your nephew, signior ? ^ 

Sog. Marry, his name is Fungoso. 

iMk’d somewhat like a sponge in that 
pink d yellow doublet, methought; well, make much of him, j see 
he was never bom to nde upon a mule 

ow“f -■ 

aofr 

p - xm A.t •!! i • {^Sordido <X7id Fwtgoso VAthdraw 

of to huro^ j “ “>0 curreni 

Car. O, no; it’s a mere flood, a torrent carries aU afore it 

Puof. What otoro than hS,;“tSud?£“ttor 
What magazme, or treasury of bliss ? 

Dazzle, you organs to my optic sense, 

To ^ew a creature of such eminence: 

O, I am planet-struck, and in yon sphere 
A bnghter star than Venus doth apnear* 

Fast. How! in verse! 
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Car. An estacy, an extacy, man. 

L^y P. [above,] Is your desire to speak wifh me, sir knight? 

Cor. He will tell you that anon; neither his brain nor his body 
are yet moulded for an answer. 

Punt. Most debonair, and luculent lady, I decline me as low as 
the basis of your altitude. 

Cor. He makes wngies to his uHfe »n geometrical proportions. 

.Mit. Is tt possible there shoiild he any such humourist 7 

Cor. Very easily possible, sir. you see there is. 

Punt. I have scarce collected my spirits, but lately scattered in 
the admiration of your form; to which, if the bounties of your 
mind be any way responsible, I doubt not but my desires shall find 
a smooth and secure passage. I am a poor knight'Crrant, lady, that 
hunting in the adjacent forest, was, by adventure, in the pursuit of 
a hart, brought to this place; which hart, dear madam, escaped by 
enchantment: the evening approaching, myself and servant wearied, 
my suit is, to enter your fair castle and refresh me. 

Lady. Sir knight, albeit it be not usual with me, chiefiy in the 
absence of a husband, to admit any entrance to strangers, yet in 
the true regard of those innated virtues, and fair parts, which so 
strive to express themselves, in you; I am resolved to entertain you 
to the best of my unworthy power; which I acknowledge to be 
nothing, valued with what so worthy a person may deserve. Please 
you but stay while I descend. [Exit from the windoxc. 

Punt. Most admired lady, you astonish me. 

[ Walks aside with Sordido and his son. 

Car. Uliat! with speaking a speech of your own penning? 

Fast. Nay. look; prithee, peace. 

Car. Pox on’t! I am impatient of such foppery. 

Fast. O let us hear the rest. 

Car. Wliat! a tedious chapter of courtship, after sir Lancelot 
and queen Guenever? Away! I marie in what dull cold nook he 
found this lady out; that, being a woman, she was ble.nt with no 
more copy of wit but to serve his humour thn.s. ’Sliid, 1 think he 
feeds her with porridge, I: she could never have such a thick brain 
else. 

Sog. Why, is porridge so hurtful, signior? 

Car. 0, nothing under heaven more prejudicial to those ascending 
subtle powers, or doth sooner abate tliat which we call acumen 
inz/entY, than vour gross fare: Why. I'll make you an instance; your 
city-wives, but observe ’em. you have not more perfect true fools 
in the world bred tlian they are generally: and yet you see, by the 
fineness and delicacy of their diet, diving into the fat capons, 
drinlcing your rich mnes, feeding on larks, sparrows, potato-pies, 
aud such good unctuous meats,' how their wdts are refined and 
rarified; and sometimes a very quinte.^sence of conceit Hows from 
them, able to drown a weak apprehension. 
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per* 


Enttr Lady PtrjiTARVOi.O and her Waitiny-icomnn. 

Fast. Peace, here comes the lady. 

Lady. Gad’s me, here’s company! turn in apnin. 

[Exit with her icoman. 

Fast. ’Slight, our presence has cut oflP the convoy of the jest. 

Car. AU the better, 1 am glad on’t; for the issue was very 
spicuous. Come let’s discover, and salute the knight. 

[7'/uy come fonoard. 

Punt. Stay; who be these that address themselves towaids us? 
What Carlo! Now by the sincerity of my soul, welcome; welcome, 
gentlemen: and bow dost thou, thou Graiui Scourye, or Second 
Untrusa of the time ? 

Car. Faith, spending my metal in this reeling world (hero and 
there), as the sway of my affection carries me, and perhaps stumble 
upon a yeoman-feuterer, as 1 do now; or one of fortune’s mules, 
laden with treasure, and an empty cloak-bag, following him, gaping 
when a bag will untie. 

Punt. Peace, you bandog, peace! What brisk Nympbadoro is 
that in the white virgin-boot there? 

Car. Marry, sir, one that I must intreat you to take a very par- 
ticular knowledge of, and with more than ordinary respect; monsieur 
Fastidious. 

Punt. Sir, I could wish, that for the time of your vouchsafed 
abiding here, and more real enterUinment, this my house stood on 
the Muses liill, and these my orchards were those of the Hosnorides 
I possess as much in your sir, as if I were made lord 
of the Indies; and I pray you believe it. 

Car. I have a better opinion of his faith, tiian to think it will be 
SO corroptod. 

you acquainted wiUi gentlemen 
and good fellows, such as shall do you more grace than 

Brother, I hunger not for such acquaintance: Do you take 
q’ ^ XT K *k ■ e l^urlo cotnes toword them. 

S<^. H^ht! My brother, sir, for want of education, sir some, 
^at nodding to the boor, the clown; but I request you in private 


suifofdoC”" it “ a vary fine 


[Aside. 




^ung. 1 marie what it might stand him in 
oog. Nephew! 


[Aside, 
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Sog. When saw you my niece ? 

Fung, Marry, yesternight I supp’d there. — That kind of boot 
does very rare too. {Aside. 

5oo. And what news hear you? 

Fung. The giJt spur and all! Would I were hangd, but tjs 

exceeding good. {Aside .} — Say you, uncle? » , i . 

Sog. Your mind is carried away 'vith somewhat else: 1 ask what 

news you hear? , r. . j- 

Fung. Troth, we hear none. — In good faith {looking at FasiidMua 

Brisk] I was never so pleased with a fashion, days of my life. 0 an 

I might have but mv wish, I’d ask no more of heaven now, but such 

a suit, such a hat. such a band, such a doublet, such a hose, such a 

boot, and such a — . | fl-fti 

SoQ. They say, there’s a new motion of the city of Nineveh, mth 

Jonas and the whale, to be seen at Fleet-bridge. \ou can tell, 

Here’s such a world of questions ivith him n^w!— Y«, I 
think there be such a thing, I saw the picture.— Would ho would 
once be satisfied! Let me see, the doublet, say fifty 
doublet, and between three or four pound the hose: then ^ 

and band: some ten or eleven pound wiW do it all, and suit me^_for 

the heavens! , . t j 

Soa I’ll see all those devices an I come to London once. 

Fung. Ods ’slid, an I could compass it, ’twore rare. {Aside.^^ 

Hark you, uncle. 

have deaired you to have made a 

fw«.ntv mark I cou d go near to redeem them; there s riowuuu, 
Dylr aud FiU-Herbert. divera such as 1 n>UBt have ere 

long;’ and you know, I were as good save five or six pound, as not, 

iinMfl I nrav vou. move it for me. 

(•Inn That i will* when would you have me do it? prwently . 

O ay I pray you. good uncle: {Sogliardo lakes Sard, do 

uieTe?nd me goii^luck.'l^rd. an’t be thy will, prosper .t! O 
“C”sh"aT’rS’;oi! ^r1 ..ho,dcu 

--de- thL eau 

be utter’d ^vith any opimon of truth. 

p„.i/ Then have vou the count Oratiato . 

.Hi 
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them; happy is he cao enjoy me most private. I do wish myself 
sometime an ubiquitary for their love, in good faith. 

Car. There’s ne’er a one of these but might lie a week on the 
rack, ere they could bring forth his name; and yet ho pours them 
out as familiarly, as if he had seen them stand by the fire in the 
presence, or ta’en tobacco with them over the stage, in the lord’s 


room. 

Punt. Then you must of necessity 
planet of wit, madona Saviohna ? 
Fast. 0 Lord, sir, my mistress. 


know our court-star there, that 


Punt. Is she your mistress ? 

Fast. Faith, here be some slight favours of hers, sir, that do 


speak it, she is; as this scarf, sir, or this ribbon in my ear, or so; 
this feather grew in her sweet fan sometimes, though now it bo my 
poor fortune to wear it, as you see, sir: slight, slight, a foolish toy. 


Punt. Well, she is the lady of a most exalted and ingenious spirit. 

Fast. Did you ever hear any woman speak like her 7 or enriched 
with a more plentiful discourse? 

Car. 0 villainous! nothing but sound, sound, a mere echo; she 
speaks as she goes tired, in cobweb-lawn, light, thin; good enough 
to catch flies withal. 


Punt. 0 manage your affections. 

Fast. Well, if thou be’st not plagued for this blasphemy one day — 
Punt. Come, regard not a jester: It is in the power of my purse 
to make Mm speak well or ill of me. 

Fast. Sir, 1 affirm it to you upon my credit and judgment, she 
has the most harmonious and musical strain of wit that ever 


tempted a true ear; and yet to see! — a rude tongue would profane 
heaven, if it could. 


Punt. I am not ignorant of it> sir. 

Fast. Oh, it flows from her like nectar, and she doth give it that 
sweet quick grace, and exomation in the composure, that by this 

good air, as I am an honest man, would I might never stir, sir, but 

she does observe as pure a phrase, and use as choice figiires in her 
ordinary conferences, as any be in the Arcadia. 

Car. Or rather in Green’s works, whence she may steal with more 
security. 

Sard. Well, if ten pound will fetch ’em, you shall have it; but 
m part with no more. 

Fung. I’ll try what that will do, if you please. 

Sord. Do so; and when you have them, stndy hard. 

Yes, sir. An I could study to get forty shillings more now ' 
'Veil, I will put myself into the fashion, as far as this will do 
presently. ^ ’ 

Sord. 1 wonder it rains not: the almanack says, we should have 
a store of rain to-day. [Aside. 

Pu^. Why. air, to-morrow I will associate you to court mvself 
and from thence to the city about a business, a project I have- I 
wUl expose it to you, sir; CMlo, I am sure, has heard of it. 
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Car. What’s that, sir? 

Punt. I do intend, this year of jubilee coming on, to travel; and 
because I will not altogether go upon expense, I am determined to 
put forth some 6ve thousand pound, to be paid me live for one, 
upon the return of mvself, my wife, and my dog from the Turk s 
court in Constantinople. If all or either of us miscarry in the 
journey, ’tis gone: if we be successful, why, there will be 6ve and 
twenty thousand pound to entertain time withaL Nay, go not, 
neighbour Sordido; stay to-night, and help to make our society 
the fuller. Gentlemen, frolic: Carlo! what! dull now? 

Car. 1 was thinking on your project, sir, an you call it so. Is 
this the dog goes wth you? 

Punt. This is the dog. sir. 

Car. He does not go barefoot, does he ? 

Punt. A wav, you traitor, away! . . . , * -.i 

Car. Nav. afore God, I speak simply; he may pnck his f<^t witb 
a thorn, and be as much as the whole venture is worth. Besides, 
for a dog that never travell’d before, it’s a huge journey to Con- 
stantinople. I’ll tell vou now, an be were mine. I’d have some 
present conference with a physician, what antidotes were good to 
give him. preservatives against poison; for assure you, if 
money be out. there’ll be divers attempts made against the life of 

the poor animaL 

Punt. Thou art still dangerous. 

Fosf. Is signior Deliro’s wife your kinswoman? 

Sog. Ay, sir, she is my niece, my brother s daughter here, and 

my nephew’s sister. 

Sard. Do you know her, sir ? . , , 

Fa^l. 0 Lord, sir! signior Deliro, her husband, is my merchant. 

Funo Av, I have seen this gentleman there often. 

Fast.' 1 cry you mercy, sir; let me crave your name, pray you. 

G^^M^o^Fungoso. I shall request to know you better, 
sir. 

Fung. I am her brother, su^. 

Fast. In fair time, sir. 

Deli™', ofte. 

S^'youVairbave me at the herald’s offiee. sir. (or somej«k 
or so at my first coming up. Come, Carlo. 

Mit. Meikinks, Cordatus, he dxedt sorrmchat too long on this scene ; 

U cauU have iasUUd Use. and io have made 
hv. he mi,h. have aUered ^e shape 

of L\r,ument.andexrd,cat^the^eiter sn^ ^ 

Cor That had been single indeed, n hy, oe iney jv 

in this, as they would have been in those ? and is U not an 
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object of more elate, to behold the eeene fvU, and relieved with variety 
of speakers to the end, than to see a vast empty staye, and the actors 
cotne in one by one, as if they were dropt down with a feather into the 
eye of the spectators ? 

Mit. Nay, you are better traded with these things thin I, and therefore 
rU subscribe to your judgment; marry, you shall give me leave to 
make objections. 

Cor. 0, what else f it is the special intent of the author you should 
do so ; for thereby others, that are present, may as well be satisfied, 
who haply would object the same you would do. 

Slit. So, sir ; but when appears Maeilente again f 

Cor. Marry, he stays but till our silence give him leave : here he 
comes, and with him signior Deliro, a merchant at whose house he is 
come to sojourn : make your own ohservaiion now, only transfer your 
thoughts to the city, with the scene : where suppose they speak. 


SCENE 11. A Room in Deliro’s Bouse. 

Enter Deliro, Macilbnte, and Fido with flowers and perfumes. 

Deli. I’ll tell you by and by, sir, — 

W elc<.'me, good MacUente, to my house, 

To sojourn even for ever; if my beat 
In cates, and every sort of good entreaty, 

May move you stay with me. [He censslh : the boy strews flowers. 
M act. I thank you, 6ir.~ 

And yet the muffled Fates, had it pleased them, 

^ght haye supplied me from their own full store. 

Without this word, / thank you, to a fool. 

I see no reason why that dog call’d Chance, 

Should fawn upon this fellow more than me* 
lam a man, and I have Umbs, desh, blood. 

Bones, sinews, and a soul, as well as ho; 

My parts are every way as good as his; 

If I said better, why, I did not he. 

Nath’Iess. his wealth, but nodding on my wants 

and cry. I thank m>u, .nr. ' ,,vi- 

Deh. Dispatch! take heed your mistress see you not. 

I warrant you, sir. I’ll steal by her softly. tExit 

Delx Nay, gentle fnend, be merry; raise your looks ^ 

Out of your bosom: I protest, by heaven. 

most welcome in the world. 

Moot. I thank you, air. — I know my one, I tliink. 


i?e-en/er Fmo, wUh more perfumes and flowers. 
Fido. ^ere will you have them bum, airf 

Dell. Here, good Fido. 

What, she did not see thee ? 

Eido. No, sir. 

Belt. That is well 
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Strew, strew, good Fido, the freshest flowers; so! 

Mad. What means this, signior Deliro ? all this censing 
Deli. Cast in more frankincense, yet more; well said. — 
O Macilente, I have such a wife! 

So passing fair! so passing>fair-uakind ! 

But of such worth, and right to be unkind. 

Since no man can be worthy of her kindness— 

Mad. What, can there not ? 

Ddi. No, that is as sure as death, 

No man alive. I do not say, is not. 

But cannot possibly be worth her kindness, 

Nay, it is certain, let me do her right. 

How, said I? do her right! as though I could. 

As though this dull, gross tongue of mine could utter 
The rare, the true, the pure, the infinite rights. 

That sit, as high as I can look, within her! 

Mad. This is such dotage as was never heard. 

Deli. Well, this must n^ds be granted. 

Mad. Granted, quoth you ? 

Deli. Nay, Macilente, do not so fliscredit 
The goodness of your judgment to deny it. 

For I do speak the very least of her: 

And I would crave, and beg no more of Heaven, 

For all my fortunes here, but to be able 
To utter first in fit terms, what she is. 

And then the true joys I conceive in her. 

Mad. Is’t possible she should deserve so well. 

As you pretend ? 

Deli. Ay, and she knows so well 
Her own de-serts, that, when I strive t’enjoy them. 

She weighs the things I do, with what she merits; 

And, seeing my worth out-weigh’d so in her graces. 

She is so solemn, so precise, so froward. 

That no observance I can do to her 

Can make her kind to me; if she find fault, 

I mend that fault; and then she says, I faulted. 

That I did mend it. Now, good friend, advise mo, 

How I may temper this strange spleen in her. 

Mad. You are too amorous, too obsequious. 

And make her too assured she may command you. 

When women doubt most of their husbands’ loves, 

They are most loving. Husbands miut take heed 
They give no gluts of kindness to their wives. 

But use them like their horses; whom they feed 
Not with a mangerful of meat together. 

But half a peck at once; and keep them so 
Still with an appetite to that they give them. 

He that desires to have a loving wife. 

Must bridle all the show of that desire: 
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Be kind, not amorous; nor bewraying kindness, 

As if love wrought it, but considerate duty. 

Offer no love rites, but let wives still seek them. 

For when they come unsought, they seldom like them. 

Ddi, Believe me, Macilente, this is gospel. 

0, that a man were his own man so much, 

To rule himself thus. I will strive, i’faith. 

To be more strange and careless; yet I hope 
I have now taken such a perfect course, 

To make her kind to me, and live contented, 

That I shall find my kindness well return’d. 

And have no need to fight with my affections. 

She late hath found much fault with every room 
Within my house; one was too big, she said. 

Another was not furnish’d to her mind. 

And so through all; all which, now, I have alter’d. 
Then here, she hath a place, on my back-side. 

Wherein she loves to walk; and that, she said. 

Had some iU smells about it: now, this walk 
Have I, before she knows it, thus perfumed 
With herbs, and flowers; and laid in divere places, 

As ’twere on altars consecrate to her. 

Perfumed gloves, and delicate chains of amber, 

To keep the air in awe of her sweet nostrils: 

This have I done, and this I think will please her. 
Behold, she comes. 



Enter Pallacb. 

Fal. Here’s a sweet stink indeed! 

What, shall I ever bo thus crost and plagued 

And dok of husband? 0, my head cfoth ache, 

^ It would cleave asunder, with these savours! 

All my rooiM a ter’d. and but one poor walk 
lhat I delighted in, and that is made 
So fulsome with perfumes, that I am fear’d 

n r ^ the ’plague! 

wife, IS now thy walk too^cet? 
^ou said St of late, it had sour airs about it 

f ^ it- 

A(M. Why, an I did find fault, sir? 

Deli. Nay, dear wife, 

I know thou bast said thou hast loved perfumes 
No woman better. ^ ^ 

Fal. Ay, long since, perhaps; 

But now that sense is alter’d: you would have me. 
j^e to a puddle, or a standing pool, ^ 

lo have no motion, nor no spirit within me. 

Wo, I am hke a pure and sprightly river, 
lhat moves for ever, and yet stUl the same- 
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Or fire, that burns much wood, yet still one fiama. 

Deli. But yesterday, I saw thee at our garden. 

Smelling on roses, and on purple flowers; 

And since, I hope, the humour of thy ease 
Is nothing changed. 

Fal. Why, those were gro\nng flowers. 

And these within my walk are cut and strewed. 

Drh. But yet they have one scent. 

Fai. Ay! have they so? 

Id your gross judgment. If you make no difference 
Betwixt the scent of growing flowers and cut ones, 

You have a sense to taste lamp oil, i’faith: 

And with such judgment have you changed the chambers. 
Leaving no room, that I can joy to be in, 

In all your bouse: and now my walk, and all, 

You smoke me from, as if I were a fox, 

And long, belike, to drive me quite away: 

Well, walk you there, and I’ll walk where I list. 

Deli. What shall I do ? 0, 1 shall never please her. 

Maci. Out on thee, dotard! what star ruled his birth. 

That brought him such a Star? blind Fortune still 
Bestows her gifts on such as cannot use them: 

How long shall I live, ere I be so happy 

To have a wife of this exceeding form? [Aside 

Deli. Away with 'em! would I had broke a joint 
Wlien I devised this, that should so dislike her. 

Away, bear all away. [Exii Fido, with fxiwers, eic. 

Fal. Ay, do; for fear 

Aught that is there should like her. 0, this man. 

How cunningly he can conceal himself. 

As though he loved, nay, honour’d and ador’d! — 

Deli. Why, my sweet heart ? 

Fal. Sweet heart! 0, better still! 

And asking, why ? wherefore? and looking strangely. 

As if bo were as white as innocence ! 

Alas, you’re simple, you: you cannot change, 

I^k pale at pleasure, and then red with wonder; 

No, no, not you! ’tis pity o’ your naturals. 

I did but cast an amorous eye, e’en now. 

Upon a pair of gloves that somew hat liked me. 

And straight he noted it, and gave command 
All should be ta’en away. 

Deli. Be they my bane then! 

What, sirrah, Fido, bring in those gloves again 

You took from hence. 

Fal. ’Sbody, sir, but do not: 

Brine in no gloves to spite me; if you do— , ,, 

Deli. Ay me, most wTetched; how am I miswnstrued . 

.\faci. O, how she tempts my heart-strings with her eye. 
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To knit them to her beauties, or to break ! 

What mov’d the heavens, that they could not make 
Me such a woman! but a man, a beast, 

That hath no bliss like others? Would to heaven, 

In wreak of my misfortunes, I were turn’d 
To some fair water-nymph, that, set upon 
The deepest whirl-pit of the rav’nous seas. 

My adamantine eyes might headlong hale 

This iron world to me, and drown it all. [Aiide. 

Cor. Behold, behold, the translated gallant. 

Mit. Oyhtxs welcome. 


Enter Pgjtooso, apparelled like Fastidious Brisk. 

Fung. Save you, brother and sister; save you, sir! I Iiave 
commendations for you out o’ the country. I wonder they take no 
knowledge of my suit: [/lAuie.)— Mine uncle Sogliardo is in town. 
Sister, methinks you are melancholy; why are you so sad? I 
think you took me for Master Fastidious Brisk, sister, did you not? 
Fal. Why should I take you for him ? 

Fung. Nay, nothing.— I was lately in Master Fastidious’s com- 
pany, and methinks we are very lika 
Deli. You have a fair suit, brother, ’pve you joy on’t. 

Faith, good enough to ride in, brother; I made it to ride in. 
hM. 0, now 1 see the cattse of his idle demand was his new suit. 
Deli. Pray you, good brother, try if you can change her mood. 

I warrant you, let me alone: I’ll put her out of her dumps 
oister, how like you my suit! * 

Fal. 0, you are a gallant in print now, brother. 

Fung. Faith, how like you the fashion T it is the last edition I 
assure you. i 

Fal. I cannot bat like it to the desert. 

Fung, ^oth, sister, I was fain to borrow these spurs, I have left 
my gown m gage for them, pray you lend me an ang^ 
rat. Now, beshrew my heart tlien. 

had W you again at my next exhibition. I 

“ot reach to put 

me wholly mto the fashion. ^ ^ 

Fal. I care not 

Fu^. I had roora of mine own before, but they were not cinirlers 
Monsieur Fastidious will be here anon, sister ^ pnglers. 

FaL You jest! 

r/be”lofcy,truS!“^ 

Fal. When did you see him j 

Sir Pmt^. 

^ would know of heaven now, why yond fool 
Should wear a suit of satin ? he T that rook, ^ ^ ^ ^ 
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That painted jay, with such a deal of outside: 

What is his inside, trow? ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Good heaven, give me patience, patience, patience. 

A number of these popinjays there are. 

Whom, if a man confer, and but examine 
Their inward merit, with such men as want; 

Lord, lord, what things they are! {Aside. 

Fed. {Gives him money.] Come, when will you pay me again, now ? 
Fung. 0 lord, sister! 

Maci. Here comes another. 

Enter Fastidious Brisk, in a new suit. 

Fetst. Save you, signior Deliro! How dost thou, sweet lady? let 
me kiss tliee. 

Fung. How! a new suit? ah me! 

Deli. And how does master Fastidious Brisk? 

Fast. Faith, live in court, signior Deliro; in grace, I thar^ God, 
both of the noble masculine and feminine. I must speak with you 

in private by and by. 

Deli. When you please, sir. 

Fal. Why look you so pale, brother? 

Fung. ’Slid, all this money is cast away now. 

Maci. Ay, there’s a newer edition come forth. 

Funa. ’Tis but my hard fortune! well. I’ll have my suit changed, 
ril go fetch my tailor presently but fimt. I’ll devise a letter to ray 
father. Have you any pen and ink, sister? 

Fal What would you do withal ? 

Fung. 1 would use it. ’Slight, an it had come but 

sooner, the fashion- . . * *i Haw 

Fast. There was a countess gave me her hand, to ^ to-d y^ 

i’ the presence: did me more good by that light than ^ano 

yesternfght sent her coach twice to my lodging, to 
nanv her and my sweet mistress, ^ith some two or three namely 
FadiM more: O.^I have been gr^ed by them heyond all aim 
affection- this is her garter my dagger hangs in: and they do 
commend and approve my apparel, with my judicious weanng o t. 

sii. ’tis a most excellent suit, and you do wear it as 

I’U tell you now, in good faith, ““.f. 
wldch by the grace of God. I intend presently to sit im I had 
S in one ySr made three great ladies in love with me: 
n^hPr^hFi undid three gentlemen in imitation: and other 
gat three other gentlemen widows of three thousand pound a y 

F^. behave it, sir; your good face is ^iX 

app^e! the spells, that bring all the pleasures of the world into 

their circle. 

Fal. Ah, the sweet grace of a courtier! 
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Maci. Well, would my father had left me but a good face for my 
portion yet! though I bad shared the unfortunate wit that goes 
with it, 1 had not eared; I might have passed for somewhat in the 
world then. 

Fast. Why, assure you, signior, rich apparel has strange virtues: 
it makes him that hath it without means, esteemed for an excellent 
wit: he that enjoys it with means, puts the world in remembrance 
of his means: it helps the deformities of nature, and gives lustre to 
her beauties; makes continual holiday where it shines; sets the 
wits of ladies at work, that otherwise would be idle; furnisheth your 
two-shilling ordinary; takes possession of your stage at your new 
play; and enricheth your oars, as scorning to go with your 
scull. 

Maci. Pray you, sir, add this; it gives respect to your fools, 
makes many thieves, as many strumpets, and no fewer bankrupts. 

Fal. Out, out! unworthy to speak where he breatheth. 

Fast. What’s he, signior 1 

Ddi. A friend of mine, sir. 

Fast. By heaven I wonder at you citizens, what kind of creatures 
you are! 

Deli. Why, sir? 

Fast. That you can consort yourselves with such poor seam-rent 
fellows. 


Fal. He says true. 

Deli. Sir, I will assure you, however you esteem of him , he’s a 
man worthy of regard. 

Why, what has he in him of such virtue to be regarded, ha ? 
Delt. Marry, he is a scholar, sir. 

Fast. Nothing else! 

Deli. And he is well travell’d. 

should get him clothes; I would cherish those good 
pSe ^ ^ nobleman of good 

frif!!*' * benefit should bind me to you for ever, in my 

IXer my ptiiT 

I’d o^ry him to oourt with 

wilftzShtm. “ty 

®t^^well. sir: faith, signior Deliro, I am come to have 

fZ ?h?t “o“ot “y '““d 

Deli. Troth, sir, I have promised to meet a i-u- 

“P®" V dispatch you 

Fo^. ni accompany you thither. ^ 

Delt. As you please, sir; but I go not tiiither directly. 
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Fast. ’Tia no matter, I have no other designment in hand, and 
therefore as good go along. 

Deli. I were as good have a quartain fever follow me now, for I 
shall ne’er be rid of him. Bring me a cloak there, one. Still, upon 
his grace at court, I am sure to be visited; I was a beast to ^ve him 
any hope. W'ell. would I were in, that I am oot with him once, 

and Come, signior Macilente, I must confer with you, as we go. 

Nay. dear wife, I beseech thee, forsake these moods: look not like 
winter thus. Here, take my keys, open my counting-houses, 
spread all my weal^ before thee, choose any object that delights 
thee: if thou wilt eat the spirit of gold, and drink dissolved pearl in 
wine, ’tis for thee. 

Fal. So, sir! 

Deft. Nav. my sweet wife. 

Fal. Good lord, how you are perfumed in your terms and all! 
pray you leave us. 

Deli. Come, gentlemen. 

Fast. Adieu, sweet lady. [Exeunt all but Fajla^ 

Fal. Ay, ay! let thy words ever sound in mine ears, and thy 
graces disperse contentment through all my senses! 0, how happy 
is that lady above other ladies, that enjoys so absolute a g^fitjeman 
to her servant! A Muntess gives him her hand to kiss : ah. foolish 
countess! he’s a man worthy, if a woman may speak of a mans 
worth, to kiss the lips of an empress. 

Be-enler Funooso, toiih his Tailor. 


Fung. What’s master Fastidious gone, sister? 

Fof Av. brother. — He has a face like a cherubin! [Ast(te. 

Fung. ’Ods me, wbat luck’s this? I have fetch’d my taUor and 

all: wliich way went he, sister, can you tell ? 

Fal. Not I, in good faith — and he has a body like an 
F«n^ 7 . How long is’t since he went? 

Fal. Why, but e’en now; did you not meet him ? — and a wn^e 

able to ravish any woman in the earth. . V/’”*,! 

Fung. 0. for God’s sake— I’ll please you for your pains, [toh^ 

'Tailor 1 But e’en now, say you? Come, good sir: slid, I 

forgot'it too: if any body ask for mine uncle Sogliardo, they sh 
have him at the herald’s office yonder, by Paul ^ 

Fal Well, I will oot altogether despair: I have f 

•X- ..‘o mfp has been beloved of a courtier; and why not 17 
S ho! well, I will into my private chamber, lock the dow to 
mef and think over all his good parts one after another. [Dxif. 

Mit WeU I doubt, this last scene will endure some griefs torture. 
Sr K/ P construction ? 

to! 
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sense. I 6ee.no reason why this should be more liable to the rack than 
the rest ; you'll say, perhaps, the city will not take it well that the 
merchant is made here to doat so perfectly upon his wife ; and she 
again to be so Fastidiously affected as she is. 

Mit. You have utter'd my thouglU, sir, indeed. 

Cor. Why, by that proportion, the court might as well take offence 
at him we call the courtier, and with much more pretext, by how ynuch 
the place transcends, and goes before in dignity and virtue : but can 
you imagine that any noble or true spirit in court, whose sinewy and 
altogether unaffected graces, very worthily express him a courtier, will 
make any exception at the opening of such an empty trunk as this 
Brisk isfor think his own worth impeached, by belwlding his motley 
inside ? 

Mit. No, sir, I do not. 

Cor. No more, assure you, will any grave, wise citizen, or modest 
matron, take the object of this folly in Deliro and his wife ; but rather 
apply it as the foil to their own virtues. For that were to affirm, that 
a man writing of Nero, should mean all emperors ; or speaking of 
Machiavel, comprehend all statesmen; or in our Sordido, all farmers ; 
andsQ of the rest : than which nothing can he uttered more malieious 
or absurd. Indeed there are a sort of these narrow-eyed decypherers / 
confess, that will extort strange and abstruse meanings out of any 
subject, be it never so conspicuous and innocently delivered. But to 
sucK whoe'er they sit concealed, lei them know, the author defies Utetn 
and thetr miting -tables ; and hopes no sound or safe judgment will 
tnf^ itself With their contagious comments, who, indeed, come here 
omy to pervert and poison the sense of what they hear, and for nought 


Eater Cavalier Sinpr, with two Si-quisses (bills) in his hand. 

Mit. 5toy. what new mule is this, that walks so suspiciously f 
^r. 0, ^rry, this xs one, for whose better iUuetration, we must 

Mit. So, sir, and what follows f 

^r. Faith, awh^ volume of humour, and worthy the unclasvino 
Mit. As how ? What name do you give him first > 

Oor. iU^th shift of nar^, sir : some caU him AppU^ohn som» 

ijnwr ^biffe ; marry, hw main staitding name is cauz^ier Shift • 
the rest are but as dean shirts to his naturu. * * 

Mit. Arid what makes he »n Pauls now ? 

Cor. Troth, as you see, for the advancement of a a auis or • 

wherein he has so varied himself, that if any of 'in tak^ k/JZ f, 
up and down m the humorous world a little longer. ’ ^ 

Mit. It seems then he bears a very changing sail f 
Cor, 0, as the wind, sir : here comes more. 
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ACT III 

SCENE l.—The MiddU AisU o/St. Paul’s. 

Shift, [coming fortoard.^ This is rare, I have set up my bills 
without discovery. 

Enter Obange. 

Orange. What, signior Whiffe! what fortune has brought you 
into these west parte ? 

Shift. Troth, signior, nothing but your rheum; I have been 
taking an ounce of tobacco hard by here, with a gentleman, and I 
am come to spit private in Paul’s. ’Save you, sir. 

Orange. Adieu, good signior Whiffe. [Passes onuxird. 


Enter Clove. 

Clove. Master Apple-John! you are well met; when shall we sup 
together, and laugh, and be fat with those good wenches, ha 7 
Shift. Faith, sir, I must now leave you, upon a few humoura aM 
occasions; but when you please, sir. [LxU. 

Clove. Farewell, sweet Apple-John! I wonder there are no more 

store of gallants here. 

Mit. What be these ttoo, signior ? , 

Cor. Marry, a couple, sir, that are mere strangers ^ the 
of our play ; only come to xoalk a turn or tiuo in thvs scene of Paul s, 

by chance. 

Orange. Save you, good master Clove! 

Clove. Sweet master Orange. 


mt. How/ Clove and Orange r ^ 

Cor Av and they are well met, for Uis as dry an Orange as ever 
grew : rjhing but silutalion, and 0 lord, sir! and. It pleasM you te 
lay so. sir! one. that can laugh at a jest for company 
p^usibU and extemporal grace ; and some hour after in 
vou what it was. The other monsieur. Clove, ts a more fpw^ ' 
he will sit you a whole afternoon sometimes tna 
reading ihe^Greek, Italian, and Spanish, wkeri 
iroTd% either ; if he had the tongues to his suits, he were an exccU 

linguist. 

Clove. Do you hear this reported for certainty? 

OTangt, 0 lord, sir* 

Enter Puntabvolo and Ca^lo, followed by fow Serving-men, 
one leading a dog, the other bearing a bag. 

Punt. Sirrah, take my cloak; and you, sir knave, f^low me 
closer. If thou losest my dog, thou shalt die a dog s death, 

fe»r him not. be’, a good lean slave; he loves a dog 


Every Man Out of His Humour 97 

well, I warrant him; 1 see by his looks, I: — Mass, he’s somewhat 
like him. ’Slud {io the Servant.] poison him, make him away with 
a crooked pin, or somewhat, man ; thou may’st have more security 
of thy life; and — So, sir; what! you have not put out your whole 
venture yet, have you ? 

Punt. No, I do want yet some fifteen or sixteen hundred pounds; 
but my lady, my wife, is Out of her Bumow, she does not now go. 

Car. No! how then? 

Punt. Marry, I am now enforced to give it out, upon the return 
of myself, my dog, and my cat. 

Car. Your cat! where is she? 

Punt. My squire has her there, in the bag; sirrah, look to her. 
How lik’st thou my change. Carlo? 

Car. Oh, for the better, sir; your cat has nine lives, and your 
wife has but one. 

Punt. Besides, she will never be sea^sick, which will save me so 
much in conserves. When saw you signior Sogliardo ? 

Car. I came from him but now; he is at the herald’s office yonder; 
he requested me to go afore, and take up a man or two for him in 
Paul’s, against his cognisance was ready. 

Punt. \Vhat, has he purchased arms, then ? 

Car, Ay, and rare ones too ; of as many colours as e’er you saw 
any fool’s coat in your life. I’ll go look among yond’ bills, an I can 
fit him with legs to his arms. 

Punt. With legs to his arms! Good! I will go with you, sir. 

[Th^ go to read the hilla. 

Enter Fastidious, Delibo, and Macilbntb. 


Faet. Come, let’s walk in Mediterraneo: I assure you, sir, I am 
not the least respected among ladies; but let that pass: do yon 
know how to go into the presencOt sir? 

Maei. Why, on my feet, sir. 

Fast. No, on your head, sir; for 'tis that must bear you out. I 
assure you; as thus, sir. You most first have an especial care so 
to wear your hat, that it oppress not confusedly this your pre- 
dominant, or foretop; because, when you come at the presence- 
door, you may with once or twice stroking up your forehead, thus, 
enter ^th your predominant perfect; that is, standing up stiff 

Alaci. As if one were fright^ ? 

Fast. Ay, sir. 

indeed, a true fear of your mistress should do 
rather than gum-water, or whites of eggs; is’t not so air’ 

Fast. An ingenious observation. Give me leave to crave voor 
name, air? /v»ui 

Deli. His name is Macilente, sir. 

gentleman, dgnior Deliro 
says he wiD, with olothes, I wiU b^g yon,^ 
iMiTow by t^ time, mto the presence of the most divine and Muto 
lady m eourt; yon ehaU see eweet sUent rhetori ™a^5 S 
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eloquence speaking in her eye, but when she speaks herself, such 
an anatomy of wit, so sinewised and arterised, that ’tis the goodliest 
model of pleasure that ever was to behold. Oh! she strikes the 
world into admiration of her; O, 0, 0! I cannot e.\ press them, 
believe me. 

Maci. 0, your only admiration is your silence, sir. 

Punt. ’Fore God, Carlo, this is good! let’s read them ^ain. 

the biR. 


If there he any lady or genihxooman of good carriage that is desirous 
to enierUiin to her private uses, a young, straight, and upright gentleman, 
of the age of five or six and twenty at the most ; who can serve in the 
nature of a gentleman-usher, and hath little legs of -j^rpose, and a 
black satin suit of his own, to go before her in ; which suit, /pr the 
more siceetening, now lies in lavender ; and can hide his face with her 
fan, if need require ; or sit in the cold at the stair foot for her, as well 
^as another gentleman : let her subscribe her name and place, and 
diligent respect shall be given. 

Punt. This is above measure excellent, ha! 

Car. No, this, this! here’s a fine slave. [Beads. 

If this city, or the suburbs of the same, do afford any yourxg gentleman 
of the first, second, or third head, more or l^s, whose friends are but 
lately deceased, and whose lands are but new come into his hands, that, 
to he as exactly qualified as the best of our ordinary gallants are, is 
affected to entertain the most gentleman-like use of tobacco ; as first, 
to give i/ the most exquisite perfume ; then, to know all the delicate 
sweet forms for the assumption of it : as also the rare corollary and 
practice of the Cuban ibolilion, euripus and whiff, which 
receive or lake in here at London, and evaporate at Uxbridge, or farther, 
if it please him. If there be any such generous spirit, that is truly 
enamoured of these good faculties ; may it please him, but by a note 
of his hand to specify the place or ordinary where he u.^es to eat ana 
lie ; and most sweet aUendance, with tobacco and pipes of the best sort, 
shall be ministered. Stet, quflrso, candide Lector. 


Punt. Why, thus is without parallel, this. 

Car. Well, I’ll mark this follow for Sogliardo’s use presently. 
PurU. Or rather, Sogliardo, for his use. 

Car Faith, either of them will serve, they are both pood pr • 
Denies: I’ll design the other a place too, that we may see him. 

^ Punt. No better place than the Jlitre, that we may be spectators 
with you, Carlo. Soft, behold who enters here: 

Enter SoguabdO. 


Signior Sogliardo! save you. , , . sir 

Sag. Save you, good sir Puntervolo; your dog s m health, fiir. 

I see: How now. Carlo? f^ii««,orq 

We have U’eu eunple peine, to jWi.. 
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Puni. Come hither, signior. 

Clovt. Monsieur Orange, yon gallanta observe us; prithee let’s 
talk fustian a little, and gull them; make them believe we are great 
scholars. 

Orangt. 0 lord, sir! 

CUn'e. Nay, prithee let us, believe me, — you have an excellent 
habit in discourse. 

Orangt. It pleases you to say so, sir. 

Clove. By this church, you have, la; nay, come, begin — Aristotle, 
in his dsmonologia, approves Scaliger for the beet navigator in his 
time; and in his hypercritics, he reports Him to be Heautontimoru- 
menos: — you understand the Greek, sir? 

Orange. 0, good air! 

Mad. For society’s sake he does. 0, here be a couple of fine 
tame parrots! 

Clove. Now, sir, whereas the ingenuity of the time and the soul’s 
eynderisis are but embrions in nature, added to the panch of 
^quiJine, and the inter-vallum of the zodiac, besides the ecliptic 
line being optic, and not mental, but by the contemplative and 
theorio part thereof, doth demonstrate to us the vegetable circum* 
feren^ and the ventosity of the tropics, and whereas our intellectual, 
or mincing capreal (according to the metaphyaioks) as you may 
read in Plato’s Histriomastdx-^— You conceive me, sir? 

Orange, 0 lord, sir! 

Clove. Then coming to the pretty animal, as reason long since is 
fled to animals, you know, or indeed for tlie more modelising, or 
enamelling, or rather diamondising of your subject, you shall per- 
ceiye the hypothesis, or galaxia, (whereof the meteors long sinoe had 
theur imtaal inceptions and notions,) to be merely Pythagorical 

mathematical, and aristocratical For, look you, air, there is 

ever a kmd of concinnity and species Let us turn to our former 

discourse, for they mack us not 

Fast. Mass, yonder’s the knight Puntarvolo. 

Ddi. And my cousin Sogliardo, methinl^ 

6hk^**f^I’ ^ familiar that haunts him, the devil with the 

Deli. Let ’em alone, observe ’em not. 

Soa T Puniarvolo, and Carlo, walk together. 

^ I resolute for that By this 

p^hment, genUemen, I W been so toiled among the horrots 
yonder, you will not beheve! they do speak in the strangest 

term, hi, money. Lt 

Car. But have you arms, have you arms T 

Sog. Pfaith, I tdiank them; I cmi write mvself 

here s my paten^ it cost me thirty pound, by this l^th. 

ebarged, and full 

Sag. Nay, It has as much variety of coloura in it, as vou have 
weo a coat ha^e; how like you the creet» air? j ve 
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Puvi. I understand it not well, what is’t? 

Sog. Many, sir, it is your boar without a head, rampant A 
boar without a head, that’s very rare ! 

Car. Ay, and rampant too! troth, I commend the herald’s wit, 
he has decyphered him well: a swine without a head, without brain, 
wit, anything indeed, ramping to gentility. You can blazon the 
rest, signior, can you not? 

Sog. 0, ay, I have it in writing here of purpose; it cost me two 
shillings the tricking. 

Car. Let’s hear, let’s hear. 

PurU. It is the most vile, foolish, absurd, palpable, and ridiculous 
escutcheon that ever this eye survised. — Save you, good monsieur 
Fastidious. [They salute as they meet in the walk. 

Car. Silence, good knight; on, on. 

Sog. [Reads.] Gyrony of eight pieces; azure and gules; between 
three plates, a chevron engrailed checquy, or, vert, and ermins ; on a 
chief argent, between two ann'lets sable, a boar's head, proper. 

Car. How’s that! on a chief argent? 

Sog. [Reads.] On a chief argent, a boar's head proper, between tico 

ann'lets sable. . . 

Car. ’Slud, it’s a hog’s cheek and puddings in a pewter held, tms. 

[Here they shift. Fastidicus mi.res with Puntarvolo ; Carlo and 
Sogliardo ; Ddiro and Macilente ; Clove and Orange ; four 
couple. 

Sog. How like you them, signior? 

Punt. Let the word be. Not without mustard : your crest is very 


rare, sir. 

Car. A frying-pan to the crest, h.id had no fellow. 

Fast. Intreat your poor friend to walk off a little, signior, 1 wui 

salute the knight. 

Car. Come, lap it up, lap it up. 

Fast. You are right well encounter’d, sir; how does your fair dog . 

Punt. In reasonable state, sir; what citizen is that you were 
consorted with? A merchant of any worth? 

Fast. ’Tis signior Deliro, sir. . 

Punt. Is it he?— Save you, sir! [They s 

Mad. 0 wliat copy of fool would this place minister, to one 

endued with patience to observe it! 

Car. Nay, look you, sir, now you are a gentleman, you must aro 

a more exalted presence, change your mood and j 

austere form; be exceeding proud stand upon a 

acorn every man; speak nothing humbly, never discourse under 

nobleman, though you never saw him but ^lan to 

it’a all one Love no man: trust no man: spe^ ot no 

iiis face; nor well of any man behind his u^n 

front, and ^vish them hanged upon the turn These 

liifl bosom publicly, whoso heart you would eat m 
be principles, think on them ; I’ll come to you agam presently. L 


Every Man Out of His Humour loi 

PutU. [to his servant.) Sirrah, keep close; yet not so close: thy 
breath will thaw my ruff. 

Sog. 0, good cousin, I am a little busy, how does my niece ? I am 
to walk with a knight, here. 

Enter BVnqoso Aw Tailor. 


Fung. 0, he is here; look you, sir, that’s the gentleman. 

Tai. What, he in the blush-coloured satin? 

Fung. Ay, he, sir; though his suit blush, he blushes not, look 
you, that’s the suit, air: 1 would have mine such a suit without 
difference, such stuff, such a wing, such a sleeve, such a skirt, belly 
and all; therefore, pray you observe it. Have you a pair of tables ? 

Fast. Why, do you see, sir, they say I am fantastical; why, true, 
I know it, and I pursue my humour still, in contempt of this cen- 
sorious age. 'Slight, an a man should do nothing but what a sort 
of stale judgments about this town will approve in him, he were a 
sweet ass: I’d beg him, i’faith. I ne’er knew any more find fault 
with a fashion, than they that knew not how to put themselves 
into it. For mine own part, so I please mine own appetite, 1 am 
careless what the fusty world speaks of me. Pub ! 

Fut^. Do you mark, how it hangs at the knee there? 

Tai. I warrant you, sir. 

Fung. For God’s sake do, note all; do you see the collar, sir? 

Tai. Fear nothing, it shall not differ in a stitch, sir. 

Fung. Pray heaven it do not! you’ll make these linings serve, 
and help me to a chapman for the outside, %rill you ? 

Tai. ril do my best, sir: you’ll put it off presently. 

Fung. Ay, go with me to my chamber you shall have it but 

make haste of it, for the love of a customer; for I’ll sit in my old 
suit, or else lie a bed, and read the Arcadia till you have done. 

[£'xif xoith his Tailor. 

Re-enter Carlo. 


Car. 0, if ever you were struck with a jest, gallants, now, now, 
now, I do usher the most strange piece of military profession that 
ever was discovered in Insula Paulina. 

Fast. Where? where? 

Punt. What is he for a creature? 


Car A pimp, a pimp, that I have observed yonder, the rarest 
superficies of a humour; he comes every morning to empty his luncs 
in Paul s here; and offers up some five or sii hecatombs of faci 
and sighs, and away again. Here he comes; nay, walk, walk be 
not seen to note him, and we shall have excellent sport. ’ 


Enter Shift; and uxUks by, using action to his rapier. 

Punt. ’SUd, he vented a sigh e’en now. I thought he would have 
blown up the ohurch« 

he^epart' ^ number of those false fires ere 


E 4^ 
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Fast. See, now he is expostuJating with liis rapier: look, look! 

Car. Did you ever in your days observe better passion over a hilt ? 

Puni. Except it were in the person of a cutler's boy, or that the 
fellow were nothing but vapour, I should think it impossible. 

Car. See again, he claps his sword o’ the head, as who should say, 
well, go to. 

Fast. 0 violence! I wonder the blade can contain itself, being sc 
provoked. 

Car. With that the moody squire thumpt his breast. 

And rear'd his eyen to heaven for revenge. 

Sog. Troth, an you be good gentlemen, let’s make them friends, 
and take up the matter between his rapier and him. 

Car. Nay, if you intend that, you must lay down the matter; for 
this rapier, it seems, is in the nature of a hanger-on, and the good 
gentleman would happily be rid of him. 

Fast. By my faith, and ’tis to be suspected; I’ll ask him. 

Mad. 0, here’s rich stuff! for life’s sake, let us go: 

A man would wish himself a senseless pillar. 

Rather than view these monstrous pro^gies: 

Nil habei infdix pauperlas durius in se, 

Quam quod ridiculos homines facit — [Exit with Deliro. 

Fa.'it. Signior. 

Shift. At your service. 

Fast. Will you sell your rapier? 

Car. He is turn’d ^d upon the question; he looks as he had 
seen a serjeant. 

Shift. Sell my rapier! now fate bless me! 

PutU. Amen. 

Shift. You ask’d me if I would sell my rapier, sir ? 

Fast. I did indeed. 

Shift. Now, lord have mercy upon me ! 

Punt. Amen, I say still. , 

Shift. ’Slid, sir, what should you behold in my face, sir, that 
should move you, as they say, sir, to ask me, sir, if I would sell my 


rapier 7 

Fast. Nay, let me pray you, sir, be not moved: 
rather have been silent, than any way offensive, 


I protest, I would 
had I known your 


nature. , , . * i 

Shift. Sell my rapier? ’ods lid!— Nay, sir, for mine own part, as i 

am a man that has serv’d in causes, or so, so I am not apt to injure 

any gentleman in the degree of falling foul, but — »I1 my rapier^ 

I will tell you, sir, I have served with this foolish rapier, where some 

of us dare not appear in haste; I name no mani but let that 

Sell my rapier !— death to my lungs! This rapier, sir, Iim traveUd 

bv mv^side. sir, the best part of France, and the Low Country. 1 

have’^n Flushing, BriU, and the Hague, ^th thw rapier, sir, m 

my Lord of Leicester’s time; and by God s will, he that should offer 

to disrapier me now, I would Look yom sir you pr^ume to be 

a gentleman of sort, and so likewise your friends here: if you have 
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any disposition to travel for the sight of service, or so, one, two, or 
all of you, I can lend you letters to divers officers and commanders 
in the Low Countries, that shall for my cause do yon all the good 

offices, that shall pertain or belong to gentleman of your 

[lowering his voice.] Please you to shew the bounty of your mind, 
sir, to impart some ten groats, or half a crown to our use, till our 

ability be of growth to return it, and we shall think ourself 

’Sblood! sell my rapier! 

Sog. I pray you, what said he, eignior ? he’s a proper man. 

Fast. Marry, he tells me, if I please to shew the bounty of my 
mind, to impart some ten groats to his use, or bo- 
PutU, Break his head, and give it him. 

Car. I thought he had been playing o’ the Jew’s trump, I. 

Shift. My rapier! no, air; my rapier is my guard, my defence, 
my revenne, my honour; — if you cannot impart, be secret, I 
beseech you — and I will maintain it, where there is a grain of dust, 
or a drop of water. [iS^As.] Hard is the choice when the valiant 
must eat their arms, or clem. Sell my rapier! no, my dear, I will 
not be divorced from tuee, yet; I have ever found thee true as 

steel, and You cannot impart, sir? — Save you, gentlemen;— 

nevertheless, if you have a fancy to it, sir — 

Fast. Prithee away: Is signior Deliro departed? 

Car. Have you seen a pimp outface his own wants better f 
Sog. I commend him that can dissemble them so well. 

Punt. True, and having no better a cloak for it than he has neither. 

Fast. Od’s precious, what mischievous luck is this! adieu 
gentlemen. ’ 

Punt. Whither in such haste, monsieur Fastidious ? 

Fo-rf. After my merchant, signior Deliro, sir. r ^^,7 

i’fSh ^ ^ ^ good flounder] 

Orange. Hark you, signior Whiffe, a wonl with you 

Car. How. signior WWfla, 

an^y^** difference between that gallant that’s gone 

Shift. No difference; he would have given me five pound for mv 
rapier, and I refused it; that’s all I'wuuu lor my 

eomo tonS. ™ ™ you had boon upon 

Shift. No other than you saw, sir. 

srH^er’;^orrd’"4«“n u-or kt?r^‘brru 

^°P^. ItX'bo“’° indontureo! 
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Shift. Sir, my name is cavalier Shift: I am known sufficiently in 
fchifl walk, sir. 

Car. Shift! I heard your name varied even now, as I take it. 

Shift. True, sir, it pleases the world, as I am her excellent 
tobacconist, to give me the style of signior WhiHe; as 1 am a poor 
esquire about the town here, they call me master Apple-John. 
Variety of good names does well, sir. 

Car. Ay, and good parts, to make those good names; out of 
which I imagine yon bills to be yours. 

Shift. Sir, if I should deny the manuscripts, I were worthy to be 
banish'd the middle aisle for ever. 

Car. I take your word, sir: this gentleman has subscribed to 
them, and is most desirous to become your pupil. Marry, you must 
use expedition. Signior Insulso Sogliardo, tl^ is the professor. 

Sog. In good time, sir: nay, good air, house your head; do you 
profess these sleights in tobacco? 

Shift. I do more than profess, air, and, if you please to be a 
practitioner, I will undertake in one fortnight to bring you, that 
you shall take it plausibly in any ordinary, theatre, or the TiJt*yard, 
if need be, in the most popular assembly that ia. 

Punt. But you cannot bring him to the whiffe so soon ? 

Shift. Yes, os soon, sir; he shall receive the first, second, and 
third whiffe, if it please him, and, upon the receipt, take his horse, 
drink his t^eo cups of canary, and expose one at Hounslow, a 
second at Stains, and a thii'd at Bagshot. 

Car. Baw-waw! 

Sog. You will not serve me, sir, will you? I’ll give you more 
than countenance. 


Shift. Pardon me. sir, I do scorn to serve any man. 

Car. Who! he serve? ’sblood, he keeps high men, and low men, 
he! he has a fair living at Fullam. 

Shift. But in the nature of a fellow. I’ll be your follower, it you 

Sir, you shall stay, and dine with me. and if we can a^ee, 
we’ll not part in haste: I am very bountiful to men of quality. 
Where shall we go, signior? 

Punt. Your Hfitre is your best house. , 

Shift. J can make this dog Uke as many whiffes as I list, and ne 

shall retain, or effume them, at my pleasure. 

Punt. By your patience, follow me, fellows. 

Sog. Sir Puntarvolo! , . . 

Punt. Pardon me. my dog shall not eat m ^ 
million *** Sertxinu. 

Car. Nay. be not you amazed, signior WTiiffe, whatever that 

stiff-necked gentleman says. , 

Sog. No. for you do not know the humour of the dog, “ _ 

WbZ shall we dine. Carlo? I would fain go to one of these 

ordinaries, now I am a gentleman. 

Car. So you may ; were you never at any yet 7 
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Sog. No» faith; but they say there resorts your most choice 
gallants. 

Car. True, and the fashion is, ■when any stranger comes in 
amongst ’em, they all stand up and stare at him, as he were some 
unknown beast, brought out of Africk; but that wilt be helped 
with a good adventurous face. You must be impudent enough, sit 
down, end use no respect: when anything’s propounded above 
your capacity, smile at it, make two or ^ree faces, and ’tis excellent; 
they’ll think you have travell’d; though you argue, a whole day, 
in silence thus, and discourse in nothing but laughter, ’twill pass. 
Only, now and then, give fire, discharge a good full oath, and offer 
a great wager; ’twill be admirable. 

Sog. I warrant you, I am resolute; come, good signior, there’s 
a poor French crown for your ordinary. 

Shift, It comes well, for I bad not so much as the least portcullis 
of coin before. 

hlit 2 travail with another objection, signior, which 1 fear will be 
enforced against the author, ere I can he deliver'd of U. 

Cor. What' 8 that, sir f 

Mit. ThcU the argument of his comedy might have been of some other 
nature, as of a duke to be tn love with a countess, and that countess to 
be in love with the duke's son, and the son to love the lady's waiting- 
maid ; some such cross wooing, with a down to their servingman, 
better than to be thus near, and familiarly allied to the time. 

Cor. 7ou say well, but I would fain hear one of these autumn- 
judgments define once. Quid sit comc^a 1 if he conno^, let him content 
himself wiih Cicero's definition, till he have strength to propose to 
himself a better, who would have a comedy to be imitatio vito, speculum 
coDsuetudiuis, imago veritatis; a thing throughout pleasant and 
ridiculous, and accommodaied to the correction of manners : if the 
rmker havefaitd in any partide of this, they may worthily tax him ; 

bxd if ru3t, why 6e you, that are for them, siUnt, as I loili be for 

him ; and give way to the actors. 


SCENE Q.—The Country. 

Enter Sobdzdo, with a halter about his neck. 

Sard. Nay, God’s precious, if the weather and season be so 
respMtless, that be^ars shall live as well as their betters; and that 
my hunger and thirst for riches shall not make them hunger and 
thmt with poverty; that my sleep shall be broken, and their hearts 
not broken; that my coffers shall be full, and yet care; their’s 
empty, and yet merry;— ’tis time that a cross should bear flesh and 
blood, since flesh and blood cannot bear rhia cross. 


Mit. Wh^, will he hang himsdft 

Cor. ay; it seems his prognostication has not kept touch with 
Mm, and that makes him deepair. 

Mit. Beshrew me, he loiU he otrr 


OF HIS HTOoxm then indeed. 
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Sord. Tut, these star-monger knaves, who would trust them? 
One says dark and rainy, when ’tis as clear as chrj’stal; another 
says, tempestuous blasts and storms, and ’twas as calm as a milk- 
bowl; here be sweet rascals for a man to credit bis whole fortunes 
with ! You sky-staring coxcombs you, you fat-brains, out upon you; 
you are good for nothing but to sweat night-caps, and make rug- 
gowns dear! you learned men, and have not a legion of devils ci 
iXMtre service ! A xxistre service / by heaven, I think I shall die a 
better scholar than they: but soft — 

Enter a Hind, with a IdUr. 


How now, sirrah ? 

Hvid. Here’s a letter come from your son, sir. 

Sord. From my son, sir! what would ray son, sir? some good 
news, no doubt. {Rends. 

Sweet and dear father, desiring you first to send me your blessing, 
which is more worth to me than gold or silver, I desire you likewise to 
be advertised, that this Shrove-tide, contrary to custom, we use altcays 
to have revels : which is indeed dancing, and makes an excellent shew 
in truth ; especially if we gentlemen be well attired, which our seniors 
note, and think the better of our fathers, the better we are maintained, 
and that they shall know if they come up, and have anything to do i» 
the law ; therefore, good father, these are, for your own sake as well as 
mine, to re-desire you, tlwt you let me not wa^ that which is fiifof the 
setting up of our name, in the honourable volume of gentility, that I 
may say to our calumniators, with TuUy, Ego sum ortus domus mea, 
tu occasus tu®. And thus, not doubting of your fatherly benevolence, 
I humbly ask your blessing, and pray Qod to bless you. 

Yours, if hisoum, [Fwaoso.] 


How's this! Yours, if his own ! Is he not my son, except he be 
his own son? belike this is some new kind of subscnption the 
gallants use. Well! wherefore dost thou stay, knave? away: go- 
(Exit Hind.) Here’s a letter, indeed! revels? and benevolence T 
is this a weather to send benevolence? or is tins a season to revei 
in ? ’Slid, the devil and all takes part to vex me, I tbink - tnis 
letter would never have come now else, now, now, ^nen the sun 
shines, and the air thus clear. Soul! if this hold, we shall shortly 
have an excellent crop of corn spring out of the high ways, the 
streets and houses of the town will be hid with the rankness of the 
fruits, that grow there in spite of good husbandry. Go to. i n 
prevent the sight of it. come as quickly as it can, I will 
sight of it. I have this remedy, heaven. [Chmbers up, 
tl^ halter to a tree.] Stay; I’ll try the pain thus a httlo O.jiotkng, 
nothing. Well now! shall my son gain a benevolence by 
or anybody be the bettor for my gold, or forth? no; alive I kept 

it from them, and dead, my ghost shall walk about P, 

it. .My son and daughter shall starve ere they touch it; I have 

hid it L deep a., hell from the eight of heaveo, 
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Enter five or six Rustics, one after another. 


1 Rust. Ah me, what pitiful sight is this! help, help, help! 

2 Rust. How now ! what’s the matter ? 

1 Rust. 0, here’s a man has bang’d himself, help to get him again. 

2 Rust. Hang’d himself! ’Slid, carry him afore a justice, 'tis 
chance-medley, o’ my word. 

3 Rust. How now, what’s here to do f 

4 Rust. How comes this T 

2 Rust. One has executed himself, contrary to order of law, and 
by my consent be shall answer it. [They cut him doxon. 

5 Rxtst. Would he were in case to answer it! 

1 Rust. Stand by, he recovers, give him breath. 

Sord. Oh! 

5 Rust. Mass, 'twas well you went the footway, neighbour. 

1 Rust. Ay. an I had not cut the halter — 

Sord. How! cut the halter! ah me, I am undone, I am undone! 

2 Rust. Marry, if you had not been undone, you had been hang’d, 
I can tell you. 

Sord. You thread-bare, horse-bread-eating rascals, if you would 
needs have been meddling, could you not have untied it, but you 
must cut it; and in the midst too! ah mol 

1 Rust. Out on me, ’tis the caterpillar Sordido! how curst are the 
poor, that the viper was blest with this good fortune! 

2 Rust. Nay, how accurst art thou, that art cause to the curse 
of the poor ? 

3 Rust. Ay, and to save so wretched a caitiff ? 

4 C^t be thy fingers that loos’d him! 

2 Rust. Some desperate fury possess thee, that thou mav’st hane 
thyself too I J e 

5 Rust. Never may’st thou be saved, that savetl so damn’d a 
monster! 


.Sord. What curses breathe these men! how have my deeds 
Made my looks differ from another man’s. 

That they should thus detest and loath my life! 

Out on my wretched humour! it is that 
Makes me thus monstrous in true humane eyes. 

Pardon me, gentle friends. I’ll make fair ’mends 
For my foul errors past, and twenty-fold 
Restore to all men, what with wrong T robb’d them: 

My bams and garners shall stand open still 
To all the poor that come, and my best grain 
Be made alms-bread, to feed half-famish’d mouths. 

i hough hitherto amongst you I have lived. 

Like an unsavoury muck-hill to myself, 

rather’d heaps being spr^ abroad, 
bhall turn to better and more fruitful uses. 

Blera then this man, cures him no more for savinc 
My life and soul together, O how deeply 
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The bitter curses of the poor do pierce! 

I am by wonder changed; come in with me 
And witness my repentance: now I prove. 

No life is blest, that is not graced with love. [Exit. 

2 Jiust. 0 miracle! see when a man has grace! 

3 Rust. Had it not been pity so good a man should have been 
cast away ? 

2 Rust. Well, I’ll get our clerk put his conversion in the Acts ajid 
Monuments. 

4 Rust. Do, for I warrant him he’s a martyr. 

2 Rust. 0 God, how he wept, if you mark’d it! did you see how 
the tears trill’d 7 

5 Rust. Yes, believe me, like master vicar’s bowls upon the green, 
for all the world. 

3 Rust. O neighbour, God’s blessing o’ your heart, neighbour, 

’twas a good grateful deed. [Exeunt. 


Cor. Hou> now, Mitis what's that you consider so seriously ? 

Mit. Troth, that which doth essentially please me, the warping con- 
dition of this green and soggy multitude ; but in good faith, signior, 
your author hath largely outstript my expec^ion in this scene, / mU 
liberally confess it. For when I saw Sordido so desperately intended, 
I thought I had had a hand of him, then. 

Cor. What / you supposed he should have hung himself tndeed r 
Jlit. / did, and had framed my objection to it ready, which may yet 
be very fitly urged, and with some necessity ; for though his piuTposed 
violence lost the effect, and extended not to death, yet the intent and 
horror of the object was more than the nature of a comedy will *n any 

Cor. Ay! what think you of PlaiUus, in his comedy called Cistel- 
laria? there, where he. brings in Alcesimarchus with a drawn Sivord 
ready to kiU himself and as he is e'en fixing his breast up^ it, to oe 
restrained from his resolved outrage, by iStfentum ar^ the bawd f 
not his authority of power to give our scene approbation ? 

Mit. Sir, I have this only evasion left me, to say, I think it oe ^ 
indeed ; your memory is happier than mine : but I wonder, wna* 
enaine he will use to bring the rest out of their humours / 

Cor. That will appear anon, never preoccupy 
withal. Let your mind keep company with the scene still, 
itself from the country to the court. Here 
and signior Brisk freshly suited ; lose not yourself, for now the epitasis, 

or busy part of our subject, is in act. 


SCENE III . — An Apartment at the Court. 

Enter Macilbntb, Fastidious, both in a new suit, and Cinedo, 

with tobacco. 


Fast. Well. now. Bignior Mncilente. yon are not 
the court, but also to my mistress s withdrawing chamber. y. 
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get me some tobacco. lil but go in, and shew 1 am here, and come 
to you presently, sir. {Exit. 

Maci. What's that he said? by heaven, I mark’d him aot: 

My thoughts and I were of another world. 

1 was admiring mine own outside here, 

To think what privilege and palm it bears 
Here, in the court! be a man ne’er so vile. 

In wit, in judgment, manners, or what else; 

If he can purchase but a silken cover. 

He shall not only pass, but pass regarded: 

Whereas, let him be poor, and meanly clad. 

Though ne’er so richly parted, you shall have 
A fellow that knows nothing but his beef. 

Or how to rince his clammy guts in beer. 

Will take him by the shoulders, or the throat. 

And kick him down the stairs. Such is the state 
Of virtue in bad clothes! — ha, ha, ha, ha! 

That raiment should be in such high request! 

How long should I be, ere I should put off 

To the lord chancellor’s tomb, or the shrives’ posts ? 

By heav’n, I think, a thousand, thousand year. 

His gravity, his wisdom, and his faith 

To my dread sovereign, graces that survive him, 

These I could well endure to reverence. 

But not his tomb; no more than I’d commend 
The chapel organ for the gilt without, 

Or this base-viol, for the varnish’d face. 


Rt^enttr Fastidiotts. 

Cin. Ay, sir. 

Fast. Give me; my mistress is upon coming, you shall see h«r 

presently, sir. [P«^s.] You’U say you nevS wcosS f 

piercing wit — This tobacco is not dried, boy or else ths nin 
SefecUve.-Oh. your wita of Italy are not^ X 

her bram s a very quiver of jests, and she do^es darrtSem abZi 
^th that sweet, loose, and judicial aim, that you would here 

f K- fSAViouKA looks in. aZ drawback aiat 
TT- 1 ^^®’ ^ invention had been bogged else. ^ 
oav. Give me my fan there. 

Meet, How now> monsieur Brisk ? 

a cold 

^ apend twenty pound mv vaulting h 

stood here now, she might see me do but oWwc“^ vaulting horse 

*E489 
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Maci. Why, does she love activity ? 

Cin. Or, if you had but your long stockings on, to be dancing a 
galliard as she comes by. 

Fast. Ay, either. 0, these stirring humours make ladies mad 
with desire; she comes. My good genius embolden me: boy, the 
pipe quickly. 

Enter SA^^OLINA. 

}inci. What! will he give her music ? 

Fast. A second good morrow to my fair mistress. 

Sav. Fair servant, Ml thank yon a day hence, when the date of 
your salutation comes forth. 

Fast. How like you that answer? is‘t not admirable? 

Maci. I were a simple courtier, if I could not admire trides, sir. 

Fast. [Talks and takes tobacco helioecn the breaks.] Troth, sweet 

lady, I shall [pnffa] be prepared to give you thanks for tb«^)SO 

thatis, and study more officious, and obsequious regards to 

your fair beauties. Mend the pipe, boy. 

Maci. I never knew tobacco taJten as a parenthesis before. 

Fast. ’Fore God, sweet lady, believe it, I do honour the meanest 
rush in this chamber for your love. 

Sav. Ay, you need not tell me that, sir; I do think you do prize 
a rush before ray love. 

Maci. Is this the wonder of nations! 

Fast. 0, by this air, pardon me, I said for your love, by this 
light: but it is the accustomed sharpness of your ingenuity, sweet 

mistress, to [takes down the viol, and plays] mass, your viols 

new strung, methinks. 

Maci. Ingenuity! I see his ignorance will not suffer him to 
slander her, which he had done most notably, if he had said wit 
for ingenuity, as he meant it. 

Fast. By the soul of music, lady — hum, hum. 

Sav. Would we might hear it once. . 

Fast. I do more adoro and admire your — hum, hum — predominant 
perfections, than— Aum, hum — ever I shall have power and faculty 

to eiprc.':s — hum. 

Sav. Upon the viol de gambo, you mean ? 

Fast. It’s miserably out of tune, by this hand. 

Sav. Nay, rather by the fingers. 

Maci. It makes good harmony with Iier wit. 

Fast. Sweet ladv. tune it. [Saviolina tunes the viol] — Boy, some 


^^Ma°i. Tobacco again! ho docs court his mistress with very 

exceeding good changes. 

Fast. Signior Macilente, you take none, sir? 

Maci. No, unless I had a mistress, signior. it were a great m- 

decomm for me to take tobacco. 

Fa'it How like you her wit? , , ^ 

^ ^ [Talks and takes tobacco between again. 

Maci. Her ingenuity is excellent, sir. 
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F<i3l. You see the subject of her sweet fingers there Oh, she 

tickles it so, that ■ She makes it laugh most divinely;— - I’ll tell 
you a good jest now, and yourself shall say it’s a good one: I have 
wished myself to be that instrument, 1 think, a thousand times, 
and not so few, by heaven! — 

Maci. Not unlike, sir; but how? to be cased up and hung by on 
the wall ? 

Fa^t. 0, no, sir, to be in use, 1 assure you; os your judicious 
eyes may testify. — 

Sav. Here, servant, if you will play, come. 

Fast. Instantly, sweet lady. In good faith, here’s most divine 

tobacco! 

Sav. Nay, I cannot stay to dance after your pipe. 

Fast. Go(^! Nay, dear lady, stay; by this sweet smoke, 1 think 
your wit be all fire. — 

Mad. And he’s the salamander belonp to it. 

Sav. Is your tobacco perfumed, servant, that you swear by the 
sweet smoke ? 

Fast. Still more excellent! Before heaven, and these bright 
lights, I think you are made of ingenuity, I — 

Maci. True, as your discourse is. 0 abominable! 

Fast. WUl your ladyship take any? 

Sav. 0 peace, I pray you; I love not the breath of a woodcock’s 
head. 


Fast. Meaning my head, lady? 

Sav. Not altogether so, sir; but, as it were fatal to their foUiea 
that t hink to grace themselves with taking tobacco, when they want 
better entertainment, you see your ])ipe beans the true form of a 
woodcock’s head. 

Fast. 0 admirable simile! 

Sav. ’Tis best leaving of you in admiration, sir. (Exit 

Mad. Are these the admired lady-wita. that having so good a 
plain song, wn run no better division upon it ? All her jests are of 
the stop March was fifteen years ago. Is this the comet, monsieur 
* astidiouB, that your gallants wonder at so ? 

a gentleman, to neglect me afore the presence 
thus! Sweet sir, I beseech you be silent in my disgrace Bv the 

at the too! Report it not for a miUion, good sir; let me be 
so lar enaeared to your love, [Bzewit 

mt. What foUoxDs next, signior Cordatus f this gallant's humour 

S>nirarg breSToJ 

Cor. O, ^ it wOl flow again for aU Viis, tiU (here corns a General 
drougJU of humour among aU our actors, and then I fear not hut his 

himself hers f 

fliit. What, m the old cast t 

p.„yw.. ^ 
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ACT IV 

SCENE I. — A Room in Dklibo’s Bouse, 

Enter Fwqoso, Fallacb following him, 

Fal. Why are you so melancholy, brother? 

Fung. I am not melancholy, I thank you, sister. 

Fal. Why are you not merry then? there ore but two of us in 
all the world, and if we should not be comforts one to another, God 
help us! 

Fung. Faith, I cannot tell, sister; but if a man had any true 
melancholy in liim, it would make him melancholy to see his 
yeomanly father cut his neighbours’ throats, to make bis son a 
gentleman; and yet, when he has cut them, he will see his son’s 
throat cut too, ere he make him a true gentleman indeed, before 
death cut his own throat. I must be the first head of our house, 
and yet he will not give me the head till I be made so. Is any man 
termed a gentleman, that is not always in the fashion ? I would 
know but that. 

Fal. If you be melancholy for that, brother, I think I have as 
much cause to be melancholy as any one: for I’ll be sworn, I live 
as little in the fashion as any woman in London. By the faith of a 
gentlewoman, beast that I am to say it! I have not one friend in 
the world besides my husband. When saw you master Fastidjous 

Brisk, brother? . „ . ^ *u 

Fung. But a while since, sister, I think: I know not well in truth. 
By this hand I could fight with all my heart, methinks. 

Fa/. Nay. good brother, be not resolute. 

Fung I sent him a letter, and he writes me no answer neither. 

Fal Oh, sweet Fastidious Brisk! 0 fine courtier! thou art he 
makest me sigh, and say, how blessed is that woman that hath a 
courtier to her husband, and how miserable a dame she is. that nain 
neither husband, nor friend in the court! 0 sweet 
fine courtier! How comely he bows him in his court sy! “pw full 
he hits a woman between the lips when he kisses! how upnght he 
sits at the Uble! how daintily he carves! how sweetly he tam 
and tells news of this lord and of that lady! how cleanly he ^p^ 
his spoon at every spoonful of any whitemeat 

neat case of pick-tooths he carries about him still! 0 sweet Fas' 
tidious! 0 fine courtier! 

Enler Delibo at a distance, with Musicians. 

npJi See. vender she is, gentlemen. Now, as ever you’ll bear 
the name of musicians, touch your instruments sweetly; she has 
delicate ear, I tell you: play not a faUe note, I beseech you. 

Musi. Fear not, signior Dehro. 

Deli O, begin, begin, some spnghtly thing: lorf, ho y 

imagination labours with the success of It! strike up a I y 
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lune.] Well said, good i’faith! Heaven grant it please her. I’ll 
not be seen, for then she’ll be siire to dislike it 

Fal. Hey— da! this is excellent! I’ll lay my life this is my 
husband’s dotage. I thought so; nay, never play bo-peep with 
me; I know you do nothing but study how to anger me, sir. 

Deli, [coming foruxird.] Anger thee, sweet wife! why, didst thou 
not send for musicians at supper last night thyself? 

Fal. To supper, sir! now, come up to supper, I beseech you; as 
though there were no difference between supper-time, when folk.s 
should be merry, and this time when they should be melancholy. 1 
would never take upon me to take a wife, if 1 had no more judgment 
to please her. 

Deli. Be pleased, sweet wife, and they shall have done; and 
would to fate my life were done, if I can never please thee I 

[Exeunt Mwicians. 

Enter filACiLSNTE. 


Maci. Save you, lady; where is master Deliro? 

Deli. Here, master Macilente: you are welcome from court, sir, 
no doubt you have been graced exceedingly of master Brisk’s 
mistress, and the rest of the ladies for his sake. 

Maci. Alas, the poor fantastic! he’s scarce known 
To any lady there; and those that know him. 

Know him the simplest man of all they know: 

Deride, and play upon his amorous humours, 

Though he but apishly doth imitate 

The gallant'st courtiers, kissing ladies’ pumps. 

Holding the cloth for them, praising their wits. 

And servilely observing every one 

May do them pleasure: fearful to be seen 

With any man, though he be ne’er so worthy. 

That’s not in grace with some that are the greatest. 

Thus courtiers do, and these he counterfeits. 

But sets no such a sightly carriage 
Upon their vanities, as they themselves; 

And therefore they despise him; for indeed 
He’s like the zany to a tumbler, 

That tries tricks after him, to make men laugh. 

Fal Here’s an unthankf^ spiteful wretch! the good gentleman 
vouebsafed to make him his companion, because my husband put 
^ mto a few rags, and now see how the unrude rascal backbites 

him ! i- j • , 

Ddi. Is he no more graced amongst them then, say you ? ^ 

* pawn at chess: fills up a room, that’s all 
monster of men! can the earth bear such an envious 

Dell WeU, I repent me I ever credited him so much: but n^I 

Jfi ^ masking vizor is off. I’ll forbear him no 

longer. All his lands ore mortgag^ to me, and forfeited* besides 
I have bonds of his in my hand, for the receipt of now pounds’ 
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aow a hundred, now two hundred; still, as he has bad a fan but 
wagged at him, he would be in a new suit Well, I’ll salute him 
by a Serjeant, the next time I see him i’faith. I’ll suit him. 

Mad. Why, you may soon see him, sir, for he is to meet signior 
Puntarvolo at a notary’s by the Exchange, presently; where he 
means to take up, upon return. 

Fal. Now, out upon thee, Judas! canst thou not be content to 
backbite thy friend, but thou must betray him! Wilt thou seek 
the undoing of any man ? and of such a man too T and will you, sir, 
get your living by the counsel of traitors? 

Ddi. Dear wife, have patience. 

Fal. The house will fall, the ground will open and swallow us: 
I’ll not bide here for all the gold and silver in heaven. 

{Exit with Fungoto. 

Deli. 0, good Macilente, let’s follow and appease her, or the peace 
of my life is at an end. 

Mad. Now pease, and not peace, feed that life, whose head 
bangs so heavily over a woman’s manger! [Ezii. 


SCKNE ll.— ‘Another Room »n the same. 

Enter Fallace and Fungoso running ; she claps to the door. 

Fal. Help me, brother! Ods body, an you come here I’ll do 
myself a mischief. 

Deli. [ua7/uH.] Nay, hear me, sweet wife; unless thou wilt have 
me go, I will not go. 

Fal. Tut, you shall never have that vantage of me, to say. you 
are undone by me. I’ll not bid you stay, 1. Brother, sweet 
brother, hero’s four angels. I’ll give you towards your suit: for the 
love of gentry, and as ever you came of Christian cr^ture, mase 
haste to the water side, (you know w Iierc master Fastichous uses to 
land,) and give him warning of my husband’s malicious intent; ana 
tell him of that lean rascal’s treachery. 0 heavens, how my nesn 
rises at him! Nay. sweet brotlier, make haste: you may , 
would liave writ to him, but that the necessity of the tune wouw 
not permit. He cannot choose but take it extraorchnanly ^om 
me: and commend me to him, good brother: say I sent you. 

Fu7ui Let me see, these four angels, and then forty shillings more 
I can borrow on my gow n in Fetter Lane.— Well. I will go pres®nUyj 
say on my suit, pay as much money as I hove, and swear ray« 
into credit with ray tailor for the rest. L*-' • 


SCENE III. — Another Room in the same. 

Enter Demtio and .Mactlexte. 

DM O on my soul you ivrong her, Macilente. Though she be 

^hThatl no"“dgment Would auy woman, hut 
ourfhat were wild in her affections, have broke out mto that 
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immodest and violent passion against her husband? or is*t pos- 
sible — 

Deli. If you love me, forbear; all the arguments i’ the world 
shall never ^v^est my heart to believe it. {Exeunt. 

Cor. How like you the deciphering of his dotage ? 

Mit. 0, strangely : and of the other's envy too, that labours so 
seriously to set ^aie betwixt a man and his wife. Staij, here comes 
the knight adventurer. 

Cor. Ay, and his scrivener with him. 


SCE>rE rv. — PuNTARVOLo’s Lodgings. 

Enter Puntabvolo, Notary, and Servants with the dog and cat. 


Punt. I wonder monsieur Fastidious comes not! But, notary, if 
thou please to draw the indentures the while, I will give thee thy 
instructions. 

Not. With all my heart, sir; and I'll fall in hand with them 
presently. 

Punt. Well then, first the sum is to be understood. 

Not. [icrtVes.] Good, sir. 

Punt. Next, our several appellations, and character of my dog 
and cat, must be known. Shew him the cat, sirrah. 

Not. So, sir. 

Punt. Then, that the intended bonnd is the Turk’s court in 
Constantinople; the time limited for our return, a year; and that 
if either of us miscarry, the whole venture is lost. These are 
general, conceiv’st thou? or if either of us turn Turk. 

Not. Ay, sir. 

Punt. Now, for particulars: that I may make my travels by sea 
or land, to my best liking; and that hiring a coach for mysdf, it 
shall be lawful for my dog or cat, or both, to ride with me in the 
said coach. 

Not. Very good, sir. 

Punt. That I may choose to give my dog or cat, fish, for fear of 
bones; or any other nutriment that, by the judgment of the most 
authentmal physicians where I travel, shaU be thought dangerous 

Not. Well, sir. ® 


Punt. That, after the receipt of his money, he shall neither, in his 
own pereon, nor any other, either by direct or indirect means as 
magic, witchcraft, or other such exotic arts, attempt, practise! or 
oomplot any thing to the prejudice of me, my dog, or my cat- 
neither shall I use the help of any such sorceries or enchantments 
os unctions to make our skins impenetrable, or to travel invisible 

three-forked charm 

about mv dog*8 neck, secretly convoyed into his collar; funderatand 

** “““rely, ■■rithout fraud or 

Not. So, air. 


Pun*. That, for testimony of the performance, myself am to 
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bring thence a Turk’s mustachio, my dog a Grecian hare’s lips, and 
my cat the train or tail of a Thracian rat. 

Not. [uTiVes.] ’Tis done, sir. 

Punt. ’Tis said, sir; not done, sir. But forward; that, upon 
my return, and landing on the Tower • wharf, with the aforesaid 
testimony, I am to receive five for one, according to the proportion 
of the sums put forth. 

Not. Well, sir. 

Punt. Provided, that if before our departure, or setting forth, 
either myself or these be visited with sickness, or any other casual 
event, so that the whole course of the adventure be hindered 
thereby, that then he is to return, and I am to receive the pre- 
nominated proportion upon fair and equal terms. 

Not. Very good, sir; is this all? 

Punt. It is all, sir; and dispatch them, good notary. 

Not. As fast as is possible, sir. [Exu. 


Enter Caklo. 

Punt. 0 Carlo! welcome: saw you monsieur Brisk ? 

Car. Not I: did he appoint you to meet here? 

Punt Ay, and I muse he should be so tardy; he is to take an 
hundred pounds of me in venture, if he maintain his promise. 

Car. Is his hour past ? 

Punt. Not yet, but it comes on apace. 

Car Tut, be not jealous of him; he will sooner break all tue 
commandments, than his hour; upon my life, in such a case trust 

^“un/. Mcthinks. Carlo, you look very smooth, ha! 

Car. Why, I came but now from a hot-house; I must needs looK 

smooth. 

Punt. From a hot-house! , . . 

Car. Ay, do you make a wonder on’t? why, it is yoiw <^.v 
nhvsic Let a man sweat once a week in a hot-house, and b®. ^ 
rabb’d, and froted. with a good plump juicy wench, and sweet hnen, 

he shall ne’er have the pox. 

^r-Z^F^eich then, in aa good a fonn 

“S: SoT^pe^rLh, but thou art a aalt cnoi was your new- 

yj £ J?;Sraiire 

“f wS -rtLS Te .igV .ee sogiiatdu 
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sit in a chair, holding his snout up like a sow under an apple-tree, 
while the other open’d bis nostrils with a poking-stick, to give the 
smoke a more free delivery. They had spit some three or four- 
score ounces between ’em, afore we came away. 

Punt. How! spit three or fourscore ounces? 

Car. Ay, and preserv’d it in porrengers, as a barber does bis 
blood, when he opens a vein. 

Punt. Out, pagan! how dost thou open the vein of thy friend? 

Car. Friend! is there any such foolish thing in the world, ha? 
’slid, 1 never relished it yet. 

Punt. Thy humour is the more dangerous. 

Car. No, not a whit, signior. Tut, a man must keep time in all; 
1 can oil my tongue when I meet him next, and look vrith a good 
sleek forehead; ’twill take away all soil of suspicion, and that’s 
enough: what Lynceus can see my heart? Pish, the title of a 
friend! it’s a vain, idle thing, only venerable among fools; you 
shall not have one that has any opinion of wit affect it. 

Enter Delibo and Maczlemte. 


Deli. Save you, good sir Puntarvolo. 

Punt. Signior Deliro! welcome. 

Ddi. Pray you, air, did you see master Fastidious Brisk T 
I heard he was to meet your worship here. 

Punt. You heard no figment, sir; I do expect him at every pulse 
of my watch. 

Deli. In good time, sir. 

Car. There’s a fellow now looks like one of the patricians of 
Sparta; marry, his wit’s after ten i’ the hundred: a good blood- 
hound, a close-mouthed dog, he follows the scent well; marrv he’s 
at a fault now, methinks. ' 

Punt. I should wonder at that creature is free from the danuer 
of thy tongue. ® 

9u I ^®®® ®*tin, or rather Satan 

md^ that will walk, like the children of darkness, all day in a 

melancholy shop, with their pockets full of blanks, ready to swaUow 
up M many poor unthrifts as come within the verge. 

PttrU. So! and what hast thou for him that is with him. now ? 

*““ortality! I’U not meddle with him; 
the pure element of fire, all spirit, extraction. 

Pun/. How, Carlo! ha, what is he, man? 

Car. A scholar, MacUente; do you not know him? a rank raw- 
boned anatomy, he walks up and down like a charged musket, no 
man dares encounter him: iat’s his rest there. * 

Pun/. His rest! why, has he a forked head? 

ippreheS" too q'-iok, too 

^ o‘>>er tame. 
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Ddi. Yes, faith, Macilente, ’tis best. For, look you, sir, I shall 
90 exceedingly offend my wife iu’t, that— 

Mad. Your wife! now for shame lose these thoughts, and become 
the master of your own spirits. Should I, if I had a wife, suffer 
myself to be thus passionately carried to and fro with the stream of 
her humour, and neglect my deepest affairs, to serve her affections? 
'Slight, I would geld myself first. 

Ddi. 0, but signior, had you such a udfe as mine is, you would — 
Mad. Such a wife! Now hate me, sir, if ever I discern’d any 
wonder in your wife yet, with all the speculation I have: I have 
seen some that have been thought fairer than she, in my time; and 
I have seen those, have not been altogether so tall, esteem’d properer 
women; end I have seen less noses grow upon sweeter faces, that 
have done very well too, in my judgment. But, in good faith, 
signior, for all this, the gentlewoman is a good, pretty, proud, 
hard-favour’d tiling, marry not so peerlessly to be doted upon, I 
must confess; nay, be not angry, 

Ddi. Well, sir, however you please to forget yourself, I have not 
deserv’d to be thus playerl upon; but henceforth, pray you forbear 
my bouse, for I can but faintly endure the savour of his breath, at 
my table, that shall thus jade me for my courtesies. 

Mad. Nay, then, signior, let me tell you, your wife is no proper 
woman, and by my life, I suspect her honesty, that’s rnore, which 
you may likewise suspect, if you please, do you see ? I II urge you 
to notliing against your appetite, but if you please, you may 
suspect it. . 

Ddi. Good. sir. 

Mad. Good, sir! now horn upon horn pursue thee, thou blind, 

egregious dotajd ! ,, i 

Car. 0, you shall hear him speak like envy. — Signior Macilente, 
you saw monsieur Brisk lately: I heard you were with him at court 
Mad. Ay, Buffone, I was with him. ■ j i • 

Car. And how is be respected there? I know you II deal in- 
genuously with us; is he made much of amongst the sweeter eort 

of gallants? 

Mad. Faith, ay; his civet and his casting-glass 
Have helpt him to a place amongst the rest: 

And there, his seniors give him good slight looks. 

After their garb, smile, and salute in trench 
With some new compliment. 

Car. What, is this all ? , ^ xl / i 

Mad. Why say, that they should shew the frothy fool 

Such grace as they protend cornea from the heart. 

He had a mighty windfall out of doubt! 

Why, all their graces are not to do grace 

To virtu© or desert; but to ride both 

With their gilt spurs quite breathle.<«s, from themselves. 

’Tis now esteem’d precisianism in wit. 

And a disease in nature, to be kind 
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Toward desert, to love or seek good names. 

Who feeds with a good name? who thrives with loving? 

Who can provide feast for his own desires, 

With serving others? — ha, ha, ha! 

’Tis folly, by our wisest worldlings proved. 

If not to gain by love, to be beloved. 

Car. How like you him? is’t not a good spiteful slave, ha? 

Punt. Shrewd, shrewd. 

Car. D — n me! I could eat his flesh now; divine sweet villain! 
Maci. Nay, prithee leave: What’s he there ? 

Car. Who? this in the starched beard? it’s the dull stiff knight 
Puntarvolo, man; he’s to travel now presently: he has a good 
knotty wit; marry, he carries little on’t out of the land with mm. 
Maei. How then ? 

Car. He pats it forth in venture, as he does his money upon the 
return of a dog and cat. 

Maci. Is this he? 

Car. Ay, this is he; a good tongh gentleman: he looks like a 
shield of brawn at Shrove-tide, out of date, and ready to take lus 
leave; or a dry pole of ling upon Easter-eve, that has furnish’d the 
table all Lent, as he has done the city this last vacation. 

Maci. Come, you’ll never leave your stabbing similes: I shall 
have you aiming at me with *em by and by; but— 

Car. 0, renounce me then! pure, honest, good devil, I love the© 
above the love of women: I could e’en melt in admiration of thee 
now. Ods so, look here, man; Sir Dagonet and his squire! ' 


Enter SooLiARDo and Shut. 

y®"* “y gallantos: nay, come, approach, good 
cavaher: pnthee, sweet knight, know this gentlemanf Ws one that 
It pl^M me to use as my good friend and companion; and there- 
aS ov”r^°*^ ^ beseech you, gentles; know him, 1 know 

Sogliardo’s wke. let it suffice. I know you. 
5oy. \^y, as I am a gentleman, I thank you, knight, and it shall 
wffica H^k you, su Puntarvolo, you’d little thintr it; he’s as 
resolute a piece of flesh as any in the world. 

PmiL Indeed, eir! 

you 

Cor. What, cavalier Shift? 

yo» sa,, 

saw a man do it more resolute. were— I never 
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Car. Nay, indeed, swaggering is a good argument of resolution. 
Do you hear this, signior ? 

Macx. Ay, to my grief. 0, that such muddy flags, 

For every drunken flourish should achieve 
The name of manhood, whilst true perfect valour. 

Hating to shew itself, goes by despised! 

Heart! I do know now, in a fair just cause, 

I dare do more than he, a thousand times: 

Why should not they t^e knowledge of this, ha! 

And give my worth allowance before his ? 

Because I cannot swagger. — Now, the pox 
Light on your Pickt-hatch prowess! 

Sog. Why, I tell you, sir; he has been the only Bid-stand that 
ever kept New-market, Salisbury-plain, Hockley i’ the Hole, Gads- 
hill, and all the high places of any request: he has bad his naarw 
and his geldings, he, have been worth forty, threescore, a hundred 
pound a horse, would ha’ sprung you over hedge and ditch like your 
greyhound: he has done five hundred robberies in his time, more 
or leas, I assure you. 

Purii. What, and scaped? u 

Sog. Scaped! i’ faith, ay: he has broken the gaol when he hM 

been in irons and irons; and been out and in again; and out, ana 

in; forty times, and not so few, he. 

Maci. A fit trumpet, to proclaim such a person. 

Car. But can this be possible ? , . « *4 if 

Shift. Why. ’tis nothing, sir. when a man gives his a«echo“a to lu 
Sog. Good Pylades. discourse a robbery or two, to satisty tneso 

^^Shl^.^P&!donme,^my dear Orestes; causes have their quiddita, 

and 'tis ill jesting with bell-ropes. 

Car. How! Pylades and Orestes ? i 

Sog. Ay. he is my Pylades, and I am his Orestes: how like you 

the concdt^ an old stale interlude device: no, HI give you nanj« 
myself, look you; he shaU be your Judas, and you shaU be ms 

'"'l?u^rN‘^y:rth°er-let him be oaphtin Pod, and this hia motion: 

Cn: "Eae e“eni: *or“tl t "yo^u'^haU be Holden, and he your camel 

S. |:ith‘!“leT‘mnnd‘?ttr-;ot'Xte: you shall be his 

Uiat^s^ pretty: how say you, cavalier, shall it be so? 

iTm STyielding to any good impressions. 

- properly, to 

him again. 

Punt. Yes, by an irony. 
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Mari. 0, sir, the counteoance of Resolution shouJc], as he is, be 
altogether grim and unpleasant. 

Enter Fastidious Bbise. 

Faei. Good hours make music with your mirth, gentlemen, and 
keep time to your humours! — How now, Carlo! 

Punt. Monsieur Brisk? many a long look have I extended for 
you, sir. 

Fast. Good faith, I must crave pardon: I was invited this morn- 
ing, ere I was out of my bed, by a bevy of ladies, to a banquet: 
whence it was almost one of Hercules’s labours for me to come away, 
but that the respect of my promise did so prev^ with me. I know 
they’ll take it very ill, especially one, that gave me this bracelet of 
her hair but over night, and this pearl another gave me from her 
forehead, ma^ she— what! are the writings ready ? 

PutU. I will send my man to know. Sirrah, go you to the 
nosy’s, and leam if he be ready: leave the dog, sir. [Exit Servant 
Fast. And how does my rare qualified friend, Sogliardo? Oh 
sigmor Macilente! by these eyes, I saw you not; I had saluted you 
sooner else, o my troth. I hope, sir, I may presume upon you, that 
you will not divulge my late check, or disgrace, indeed, air. 

Maci. You may, sir. 

Car. He knows some notorious jest by this gull, that he hath him 
60 obsequious. 

Sog. MoMieur Fastidious, do you see this fellow there ? does he 
® clown ? would you think there were any thing in 

_ Fa^ Any thing in him! beahrew me, ay ; the feUow hath a cood 
mgemous face. *5®®“ 

element he is as ingenioua a tall man as ever swac - 

ger d about London: he, and 1, call Countenance and Resolution* 
but his name is cavalier Shift x^esomtion, 

. «g“or Clog, that was bang’d for the 

robbery at Harrow on the hill ? 

ao& <iirectioM for the 

Punt. Howl was it your project sir? 

Shift. Pardon me, (imntenance, you do me somp w?Y\n» 

none but friends, Resolution. 

true Clog in the coherence of that affair, sir* for if ha * 

matt^ as they were corroborated to hi, ii 

by a forty or fifty score of pounds. sSTiid he hSiif 

LtH m dapight of fatee. to have fed on 

but It was his heavy fortune to sink doop 

no more of him. ’ therefore talk 

Punt. Why, had he more aiders then ? 
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Sog. 0 lord, sir! ay, there were some preseat there, that were 
the Nine Worthies to him, i’faith. 

Shift. Ay, sir, I can satisfy you at more convenient conference: 
but, for mine own part, I have now reconciled myself to other 
courses, and profess a living out of my other qualities. 

Sog. Nay, he has left all now, I assure you, and is able to live 
like a gentleman, by liis qualities. By this dog, ho has the most 
rare gift in tobacco that ever you knew. 

Car. He keeps more ado with this monster, than ever Banks did 
with his horse, or the fellow with the elephant. 

Mad. He will hang out his picture shortly, in a cloth, you shall 


see. 


Sog. 0, he does manage a quarrel the best that ever you saw, for 
terms and circumsUances. 

Fast. Good faith, signior, now you speak of a quarrel. I’ll acquaint 
you with a difference that happened between a gallant and myself; 
sir Puntarvolo, you know him if 1 should name him, signior Lucu* 
lento. 

Puni. Luculento! what inauspicious chance interposed itself to 
your two loves? 

Fast. Faith, sir, the same that sundered Agamemnon and great 
Thetis’ eon; but let the cause escape, sir: he sent me a challenge, 
mixt with some few braves, which I restored, and in fine we met. 
Now, indeed, sir. I must tell you, he did offer at first very desperately, 
but without judgment: for, look you, sir, I cast myself into tms 
figure; now he comes violently on, and withal advancing ms 
to strike, I thought to have took his arm, for he had left 
body to my election, and I was sure he could not recover his guart. 
Sir, I mist mv purpose in his arm, rash’d his doublet-sleeve ran bim 
close bv the 'left cheek, and through his hair. He again lignU me 
Ijere,— I had on a gold cable hatband, then new come up, wtuen i 
wore about a murev French hat I had, — cuts my 
it was massy gol^mith’s work, cuts my brims, which by 
fortune, being thick embroidered with gold twist and spangles, 
disappointed the force of the blow: nevertheless, it 
shoulder, takes me away six purls of an Itahan 
wore, cost me three pound in the Exchange but three days 

before. 

Punt. This was a strange encounter . 

Fast Nav you shall hear, sir: with this we both fell out, ana 
breath’d Now, upon the second sign of his assault, I *>etook 
.e Jo the former "manner of my defence; ho on the other 
abandon’d his body to the same danger as before, and ^oHows m 
still with blows: but I being loth to take the deadly advantage 
lay bXre me of his left side, made a kind of strama^on. ran him 
up to the hilts through the doublet, tfoough ‘Je ^ y 

mias’d the akin. He, making a reverse X^trikes 

boss’d girdle. I had thrown off the hangers « 

off a skirt of a thick-laced satin doublet I had. lined with f 
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taffatas, cuts off two panes embroidered with pearl, rends through 
the dramnge-out of tissue, enters the linings, and skips the 6esh. 

Car. 1 wonder he speaks not of his WTought shirt. 

Fast. Here, in the opinion of mutual damage, we paused; but, 
ere I proceed, I must tell you, signior, that, in this lost encounter, 
not having leisure to put off my silver spurs, one of the rowels 
catch’d hold of the ruffle of my boot, and, being Spanish leather, 
and subject to tear, overthrows me, rends me two pair of silk 
stockings, that I put on, being somewhat a raw morning, a peach 
colour and another, and strikes me some half inch deep into the side 
of the calf: he, seeing the blood come, presently takes horse, and 
away: I, having bound up my wound with a piece of my wrought 
shirt 

Car. O! comes it in there? 

Feut. Rid after him, and, lighting at the court gate both together, 
embraced, and march’d hand in hand up into the presence. Was 
not this business well carried ? 

Maci. Well! yes, and by this we can guess what apparel the 
gentleman wore. 

Puni. ’Fore valour, it was a designment begun with much 
resolution, maintain’d with as much prowess, and ended with more 
humanity.— '■ ■ 


Re-trUer Servant. 

How now, what says the notary ? 

Punt. Come, we will go to him, monsieur. Gentlemen, shall we 
entreat you to be witnesses? 

S(^. You shall entreat me, sir.— Come, Resolution 
Shift. I follow you, good Countenance. 

u signor, come, come. [ExcutU ail but MacUenie. 

Macu 0, that there should be fortune 
To clothe these men, so naked in de.scrt! 

And that the just storm of a wretched life 
Beats them not ragged for their wretched souls. 

And, since as fruitless, even as black, as coals! ^ExU 

Fungoso appeared ml 

wtih Am SMter’s xntelhgence to Brisk f ypearea not 

• 5^!; gave him who h/i,^ 

tnd^ (ht good sxmple youth to follow the tail of the fashion 

and neglect the tmpostlion of his friends. Behold here he erJ.. 
worskipfuUy attend^, and iiih good variety. 
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SCENE V.— 4 Room in Deliro’s House, 

Enter Fitnqoso tn a new suit, followed by his Tailor, Shoemaker, 

and Haberdasher. 

Fung. Gramercy, good shoemaker. I’ll put to strings myself. 
[Ezit Shoemaker.] — Now, sir, let me see, what must you have for 
this hat ? 

Habe. Here’s the bill, sir. 

Fung. How does it become me, well ? 

Tai. Excellent, sir, as ever you had any hat in your life. 

Fung. Nay, you’ll say so all. 

BcU>e. In faith, sir, the hat’s as good as any man in this town can 
serve you, and v^l maintain fashion as long; never trust me for a 
groat else. 

Fung. Does it apply well to my suit? 

Tai. Exce«iing well, sir. 

Fung. How lik’st thou my suit, haberdasher? 

Habe. By my troth, sir, ’tis very rarely well made; I never saw 

a suit sit better, I can tell on. 

Tai. Nay, we have no art to please our friends, we! 

FuTtg. Here, haberdasher, tell this same. [Gives Wm money. 

Habe. Good faith, sir, it makea you have an excellent body. 
Fung. Nay, believe me, I think I have as good a body m clotnes 

as another. 

Tai. You lack points to bring your apparel together, sir. 

Fung. I’ll have points anon. How now! Is’t right? 

Habe. Faith, sir, ’tis too Uttle; but upon farther hopes 

morrow to you, sir. ^ ^ u* 

Furig. Farewell, good haberdasher. Well, now, master Snip, 

me see your bill. 

Mit. Me thinks he discharges his followers too thick. 

Cor. O. therein he saucily imitates some great man Ir^rra^j^ 
though he turns off them, he keeps this taxlor, tn plau of a page, 
follow him still. 

Fung. This bill is very reasonable, in faith: hark yM, mas^ 
Cnin— Troth sir, I am not altogether so well furnished at 

preH^t, as I could wish I were; hut— ‘I? 
to take part in hand, you shall have ell I have, by this hand. 

And but give me credit for the rest, till the beginning of 
the next term. 

oX^nd by this light, I'llpay S'™, 
and acknowledge myself very deeply engag^ to you by the c 7 
Tai. Why, how much have you there, SIT? Bhillings of 

Fung. Marry, I have here four angels, and fifteen smuinga 
white money: it’a all I have, as I hope to be blest. 
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Tai. You will not fail me at the next term with the rest? 

Fung. No, an I do, pray heaven I be bang’d. Let me never 
breathe again upon this mortal stage, as the philosopher calls it! 
By this air, and as I am a gentleman, I’ll hold. 

Cor. He were an iron-hearted fellow, in my judgment, that would 
not credit him upon thi3 volley of oathe. 

Tai. Well, sir, I’ll not stick with any gentleman for a trifle; you 
know what ’tis remains? 

Fung. Ay, sir, and I pve you thanks in good faith. 0 fate, how 
happy I am made in this good fortune! Well, now I’ll go seek out 
monsieur Brisk. ’Ods so, I have forgot riband for my shoes, and 
points. ’Slid, what luck’s this! how shall I do? Master Snip, 
pray let me reduct some two or three shillings for points and 
ribands: as I am an honest man, 1 have utterly disfumished myself, 
in the default of memory; pray let me be beholding to you; it shall 
come home in the bill, believe me. 

Tai. Faith, sir, I can hardly depart with ready money; but I’ll 
take up, and send you some by my boy presently. What coloured 
riband would you have ? 

Fung. What you shall think meet in your judgment, sir, to my 
suit. ^ 

Tai. Well, I’ll send you some presently. 

Fui^. And points too, sir? 

Tai. And points too, sir. 

Fung. Good lord, how shall I study to deserve this kindness of 
you, sir! Pray let your youth make haste, for I should have done 
a business an hour since, that I doubt I shall come too late. [Exit 
Tailor.'] Now, in good faith, I am exceeding proud of my suit. 

^ Cor. Do you observe the plunges that (his poor gallant is put to 
8%gni^, to purchase the fashion ? ’ 

Mit. Ay, and to he still a fashion behind with the world, that's the 
sport. 

Cor. jSlay ; 0, here they come from seal’d and deliver’d. 


SCENE VI. — PuOTABVOLO’s Lodgings. 

EnUr PUNTASVOLO, Fasttdious Brisk m a new suit, and 

Servants with the dog, 

™ ““t- “d take iMve of 

fIS!' ''' aftetnooo-o labour. Wh^o ia Carlo r 
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Enter Carlo, Soolurdo, Shut, and Macilente. 

Car. Faith, gallants, I am persuading this gentleman {foinis to 
Sogliardo] to turn courtier. He is a man of fair revenue, and his 
estate w-ill bear the charge well. Besides, for his other gifts of the 
mind, or so, why they are as nature lent him them, pure, simple, 
without any artificial drug or mixture of these two threadbare 
beggarly qualities, learning and knowledge, and therefore the more 
accommodate and genuine. Now, for the life itself—— 

Fast. 0, the most celestial, and full of wonder and delight, that 
can be imagined, signior, beyond thought and apprehension of 
pleasure! A man lives there in that divine rapture, that be will 
think himself i’ the ninth heaven for the time, and lose all sense 
of mortality whatsoever, when he shall behold such glorious, and 
almost immortal beauties; hear such angelical and harmomous 
voices, discourse with such flowing and ambrosial spirits, whose 
wits are as sudden as lightning, and humorous as nectar; oh, H 
makes a man all quintessence and flame, and lifts him up, m a 
moment, to the very crystal crown of the sky, where, hovering m 
the strength of his imagination, he shall behold all the delights or 
the Hesperides, the Insul® Fortunat®, Adonis’ Gardens, Tempe, or 
what else, confined within the amplest verge of poesy, to be mere 
umbra;, and imperfect figures, conferred with the most essential 

felicity of your court. . 

Mad. Well, this ecomium was not extemporal, it came ww 

DGrfcctlv ofT. 

^ Car. ‘Besides, air, you shall never need to go to a hot-house, you 
shall sweat there with courting your mistress, or losmg your money 
at primero, as well as in all the stoves in Sweden. Marry, this, sir. 
you must ever be sure to carry a good strong perfume about you. 
that your mistress’s dog may smell you out amongst the rest. • 
in making love to her, never fear to be out; for you “jy 
pipe of tobacco, or a bass viol shall hang o the wall, of . 

put you in presently. The tricks your Resoluuon has taught 
you hi tobacco, the whiffe, and those sleights, will sUnd you m ry 

to tome, perhaps; but, »n he ehouM come to my 
miftress udfh tobacco (t^iis gentleman knows) she’d reply upon 
i’faith. 0. by this bright sun. she has the most ’■e y. 

facetious wit that tut, there’s no spirit able to stand her. 

can report it, signior, you have seen her. _ I assure 

Punt. Tlien can he report no less, out of his judgment, 1 

Troth, I like her well enough, but she’s too self-couceited, 

” /"aS^Ay, indeetl, she’s a little too the 

for that humour, she were the most-to-be-admired lady m ttie 

Indeed, it is a humour that takes from her other excellences. 
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Mact. Why, it may easily be made to forsake her, ia my thought. 

Fast. Easily, sir! then are all impossibilities easy. 

Had. You conclude too quick upon me, signior. What will you 
say, if I make it so perspicuously appear now, that yourself shall 
confess nothing more possible? 

Marry, I will say, I will both applaud and admire you for it. 

PurU. And I will second him in the admiration. 

Maci. Why, I’ll show you, gentlemen. — Carlo, come hither. 

\_Maci.y Car., Pvnt., and Fast, tckisper together. 

Sog. Good faith, I have a great humour to the court. What 
thinks my Resolution ? shall I adventure? 

Shift. Troth, Countenance, as you please; the place is a place of 
good reputation and capacity. 

Sog. 0, my tricks in tobacco, as Carlo says, will show excellent 
there. 

Shift. Why, you may go with these gentlemen now, and see 
fashions; and after, as you shall see correspondence. 

Sog. You say true. You will go with me, Resolution? 

Shift. I wiD meet you, Countenance, about three or four o’clock ; 
but, to say to go with you, I cannot; for, as I am Apple-John, I 
am to go before the cockatrice you saw this morning, and therefore 
pray, present me excused, good Countenance. 

Sog. Farewell, good Resolution, but fail not to meet. 

Shift. As I live. [Exit. 

Punt. Admirably excellent! 

Maci. If you can but persuade Sogliardo to court, there’s all now. 

Car. 0, let me alone, that’s my task. [Com to Sogliardo. 

Now, by wit, Macilente, it’s above measure excellent; ’twill 

be the only court-exploit that ever proved courtier ingenious. 

Punt. Upon my soul, it puts the lady quite out of her humour 
and we shall laogb with judgment. * 

Car. Come, the gentleman was of himself resolved to go \»ith vou 
afore I moved it. o j . 

ifacf. ^y, then, gallants, you two and Carlo go afore to prepare 
the jest; Sogliardo and I will come some while after you. 

Car. Pardon me, I am not for the court. 

That’s true; Carlo comes not at court, indeed. Well, vou 
shaU leave it to the faculty of monsieur Brisk, and myself* uoon 

happily. Carlo shaU bespeak sop^ 

Tr co“® back; where we wiU meet and di£^ 
our cheeks with laughter at the success. ^ 

Car. Ay, but will you promise to come ? 

Punt. Myself shall undertake for them; 
re^tation lie under the lash of thy tongue. 

Car. Ods so, look who comes here! 

Enter Funooso. 

Sog. What, nephew! 

Fung. Uncle, God save you; did vou see e 
monsieur Brisk, o courtier T L goes in rack a suit m®I di ' 


he that fails. let his 
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Sog. Here is the gentleman, nephew, but not in such a suit 
Fung. Another suit! 

Sog. How now, nephew ? 

Fast. Would you speak with me, sir ? 

Car. Ay, when he has recovered himself, poor Poll! 

Puni. ^me rosa-solis. 

Maci. How now, signior? 

Fung. I am not well, sir. 

Maci. Why, this it is to dog the fashion. 

Car. Nay, come, gentlemen, remember your affairs; his disease 
is nothing but the flux of apparel. 

Punt. Sirs, return to the lodging, keep the cat safe; I’ll be the 
dog's guardian myself. {Exeunt Servants. 

Sog. Nephew, will you go to court with us? these gentlemen and 
I are for the court; nay, be not so melancholy. 

Fung. ’Slid, I think no man in Christendom has that rascally 

fortune that I have. 

Maci. Faith, you suit is well enough, signior. 

Fung. Nay, not for that, I protest; but I had an errand to 

monsieur Fastidious, and I have forgot it. . 

Maci. Why, go along to court with us, and remember it; come, 
gentlemen, you three take one boat, and Sogliardo and I will taxe 

another; we shall be there instantly. 

Fast. Content: good sir, vouchsafe us your pleasance. 

Punt. Farewell, Carlo: remember. . 

Car. 1 warrant you: would I had one of Kemp s shoes to thro 

^^ul^Good fortune wiU close the eyes of our jest, fear 
we shall froiick. ^ 

Mit. This Macilente, signior, begins to be more actable on a 
methinks, than he. xxas before : there's some portent tn xt I 
Cor. 0, he's a fellov} of a strange nature. N ow does he, tn th 

of his humour, plot, and store up a world 0 / 

Lin, till he is so Ml xcith them, that you shaU 

his envy break forth like a land-flood : and, against 

their affections, oppose itself ^ vwlenUy, f ^ ^ sAoZi 

thornier to think, how 'lis possible the current of their dispositio 

receive so guk^ 8tr(mg an alteration. t^nectation has 

Mit. Ay, marry, sir, this is that, on which i^th to 

dwelt all Ls whiU ; for I must teU dis- 

interrupt the scene, yet I ma^ n^t orhrHumour. 

eouTBt^ luav he sho'uld properly call it Every Man 

when I saw aU his actors so strongly pursue, and comi 

Ay. therein his art app^rs 

humours, they art laid flat, xt JUs exaUed tree 

tentment. Bow tedious a sight were xt to behold a proua 
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lojilf and cut doien by degrees, when it might be/elTd in a moment ! 
and to set the axe to it before it came to that pride and fulness, were, 
as 7U3l to have U grow. 

Mit. Well, I shall long tUl I see this fall, yon talk of. 

Cor. To help your longing, ei^ntor, let your imagination be swifter 
than a pair of oars : and by this, suppose PuTitarvolo, Brisk, Fungoso, 
and the dog, arrived at the court-gate, and going up to the great chamber. 
Macilente and Sogliardo, we'll leave them on the water, till possibility 
and natural means may land them. Here come the gallants, now 
prepare your expectation. 


ACT V 

SCENE I.— TAe Palace Stairs. 

Enter Puntasvolo, with his dog, followed by Fastidious 

Brisk and Funooso. 

Punt. Come, gentles, Signior, you are sufiBciently instructed. 

Fast. Who, I, sir ? 

Punt. No, this gentleman. But stay, I take thought how to 
bestow my dog; he is no competent attendant for the presence. 

Fast. Mass, that’s true, indeed, knight; you must not carry him 
into the presence. 

Punt. I know it, and I, like a dull beast, forgot to bring one of 
my cormorants to attend me. 

Fast. Why, you were best leave him at the porter’s lodge. 

Punt. Not so; his worth is too well known amongst them, to be 
forth-coming. 

Fast. ’Slight, how will you do then ? 

PutU. 1 must leave him with one that is ignorant of his quality, 
if I will have him to be safe. And see! here comes one that will 
carry coals, ergo, will hold my dog. 

Enter a Groom, with a basket. 

My honest friend, may I commit the tuition of thia dog to thy 
prudent care? 

Oroom. You may, if you please, sir. 

Punt. Pray thee let me find thee here at my return; it shall not 
be long, till I will ease thee of thy employment, and please thee. 
Forth, gentles. 

Fast. Why, but will you leave him with so slight command, and 
infuse no more charge upon the fellow? 

Punt. Charge! no; there were no policy in that; that were to 
let him know the value of the gem he holds, and so to tempt frail 
nature against her disposition. No, pray thee let thv hon^tv be 
sweet, as it shaU be short ^ ^ 

Oroom, Yes, sir. 

Punt. But hark you, gallants, and chiefiy monsieur Brisk* wbea 
we come in eye-shot or presence of this lady, let not other matters 
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carry aa from onr project; bat, if we can, single her forth to some 
place 

Fast. I warrant you. 

Puni. And be not too sudden, but let the device induce itself 
with good circumstance. On. 

Fun^. Is this the way ? good truth, here be fine hangings. 

[Exeunt Punt., Fast., and Fungoso. 

Groom. Honesty / sweet, and short / Marry, it shall, sir, doubt 
you not; for even at this instant if one would give me twenty 
pounds. I would not deliver him; there’s for the sweet : but now, 
if any man come offer me but two-pence, he shall have him; there’s 
for the short now. ’Slid, what a mad humorous gentleman is this 
to leave his dog with me! I could run away with him now, an he 
were worth any thing. 

Enter Macilentz and Soqliabdo. 


Maei. Come on, signior, now prepare to court this all-witted lady, 

mo.st naturally, and like yourself. ... 

Sog. Faith, an you say the w'ord. I’ll begin to her m tobacco. 
Maei. 0, fie on’t! no; you shall begin with, IIow does my sweet 
lady, or, Why are you so melancholy, madam? though she be very 
merry, it’s all one. Be sure to kiss your hand often enough; pray 
for her health, and tell her, how more than most fa\r she ts. 
your face at one side thus, and protest: let her 
askance, and hide her teeth with her fan, when she laugl^ a ht, to 
bring her into more matter, that’s nothing: you must 
{though it be without sense, so it be without blushing,) txs mos 

court-like and well. 

Sog. But shall I not use tobacco at all ? «.,«npnfed 

31aci. 0. by no means; ’twill but miike your breath suspected, 

and that you use it only to confound the rankness of that. 

Sog. Nay. I’ll be advised, sir. by my fnends. ^ 

Maei. Od’s my life, see where sir PunUrvoIos ^<>8 

Groom. I would the gentleman would return for his follower her , 

ril leave him to his fortunes else. , , . - „ kSm new- 

Mad. ’Twere the only true jest in the world t? ’ 

ha! by this hand I’ll do it. if I could but get him of the ^ 
[Aside.] Signior Sogliardo. walk aside, and think upon some 

^ do [fruiiS:s off in a meditating podure^ 

^ad. How now, mine honest friend! whose dog-k^per art ou. 

Groom. Dog-keeper, sir! I hope I scorn that, 1 faith. 

J/oc*. Why. dost thou not keep a dog ? 1 

6Voom. Sir. now I do, and now I do nod [throeos off the 

think this be .m-ec/ and Make me his dog-keeper. J- 

Maei. Tliis is eiccllent, above u /dram 

[seizing the dog.] you’d be trave ling; ^ “ir j’ji be 

ihall shorten your voyage, here. [Gives the 

bold to take my leave of you. Now to the Turk s oouir 
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devil’s name, for you shall never go o’ God’s name. [Kicka him 
out. ] — Sogliardo, come. 

Sog. I liave it i’faith now, will sting it. 

Maci. Take heed you leese it not, signior, ere you come there; 
preserve it. [Exeunt. 

Cor. How like you this first exploit of his f 

Rlit. 0, a piece of true envy ; but I expect the issue of the other 
device. 

Cor. Here they come will make it appear. 


SCENE II .— Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Saviolina, Puntabvolo, Fastidious Brisk, and Fdnooso. 

Sav. Why, I thought, sir Puntarvolo, you had been gone your 
voyage ? 

Punt. Dear and most amiable lady, your divine beauties do bind 
me to those offices, that I cannot depart when I would. 

Sav. ’Tia most court-like spoken, sir; but how might we do to 
have a sight of your dog and cat? 

Fast. His dog is in the court, lady. 

Sav. And not your cat? how dare you trust her behind you, air. 
Punt. Troth, madam, she hath sore eyes, and she doth keep* her 
chamber; marry, I have left her under sufficient guard, there are 
two of my followers to attend her. 

Sav. I’ll give you some water for her eyes. When do you go, sir ? 
Punt. Certes, sweet lady, I know not. 

Fast. He doth stay the rather, madam, to present your acute 
judgment with so courtly and well parted a gentleman as yet youi 
ladyship hath never seen. ^ 

Sav. What is he, gentle monsieur Brisk? not that gentleman? 

. XT 1 j ,.u- • t • [Points to Fungoso. 

Jfost. No, lady, this is a kinsman to justice Silence. 

1 *®*^® ^ Ho’a a gentleman, 

^y, of th^ rare and admirable faculty, as, I protest, I know not 

^ like in ^ope; he is exceedingly vaUant, an exceUent scholar, 
and so exactly traveUed, that he is able, in discourse, to deliver voil 

pnoce’s court in the world; speaks the languid 
with that punty of phrase, and facility of accent, that it bre^s 
astonishment; ^ wit, the most exuberant, and. above woE^r 
of ^ that ever entered the concave of this ear * 

’Tis most true, lady; marry, he is no such eiceUent proper 

PttfU. His travels have changed his complexion, madam 

Sav. 0, BIT Puntarvolo, you must think eveiy man was not hom 
to have my servant Brisk’s feature. ^ 

transcends all, Indy; he doth so oeerlesalv 
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Fast. Ay, especially a rustic or a clown, madam, that it is not 
possible for the sharpest-sighted wit in the world to discern any 
sparks of the gentleman in him, when he does it. 

Sav. O, monsieur Brisk, be not so tyrannous to confine all wits 
within the compass of your own; not find the sparks of a gentleman 
in him, if he be a gentleman! 

Fung. No, in truth, sweet lady, I believe you cannot. 

Sav. Do you believe so f why, I can find sparks of a gentleman in 
you, sir. 

Punt. Ay, he is a gentleman, madam, and a reveller. 

Fung. Indeed, I think I have seen your ladyship at our revels. 

Sav. Like enough, sir; but would I might see this wonder you 
talk of; may one have a sight of him for any reasonable sum? 

Punt. Yes. madam, he will arrive presently. 

Sav. What, and shall we see him clown it? 

Fast, rfaith, sweet lady, that you shall; see, here he comes. 


Enter Macilentb and Sooliabdo. 

Punt. This is he! pray observe him, lady. 

Sav. Beshrew me, he clowns it properly indeed. 

Punt. Nay, mark his courtship. r 1 a 

Sog. How does my sweet lady? hot and moist f Oeautijul ana 

lustij ? ha ! 

Sav. Beautiful, an it please you, sir, but not lusty. 

Sog. 0 ho, lady, it pleases you to say so, in truth: And how does 
my sweet lady t in health ? Bona roba, quaeso, gut novelles * que 

Sav. 0 excellent! why, gallants, is this he that cannot be de- 
ciphered? they were very blear-witted, i faith, that could no 

discern the gentleman in him. 

Punt. But you do, in earnest, lady ? . 

Sav. Do I, sir! why, if you had any true court-judgment in m 

carriage of his eye. and that inward power that forms 
tenance, you might perceive his counterfeiting as clear ^ 
day; ala^ nay, if you would have tried my vnU mde^ you 

should never have told me he wm de- 

fer a true clown indeed; and then have seen if I could have oe 

ciph^ed h^im^ ladyship says true, knight: but does he not 

of a.e bounty of ber 

'“to “Nay, out of doubt be does well, for a gentleman ^ 

but I warrant you, he becomes his natural carnage of the gentle 

man. much better than his clownery. 

F^t. ’Tis strange, in truth, her ladyship should see so far into him 

Sa^'p^itCas easily as may be; not decipher him, quoth you! 
Fung. Good sadness. I wonder at it. 
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Maci. \Vby, has she deciphered him, gentlemen ? 

Puni. 0, most miraculously, aud beyond admiration. 

Maci. Is it possible? 

Fast. She hath gather’d most infallible signs of the gentleman in 
him, that’s certain. 

Sav. Why, gallants, lot me laugh at you a little: was tliis your 
device, to try my judgment in a gcoticman? 

Maci. Nay, lady, do not scorn us, though you have this gift of 
perspicacy above others. What if be should be no gentleman now, 
but a clown indeed, lady ? 

Punt. How t hink you of that ? would not your ladyship be Out 
of your Humour ? 

Fast. 0, but she knows it is not so. 

Sav. What if he were not a man, ye may as well say? Nay, if 
your worships could gull me so, indeed, you were wiser than you 
are taken for. 

Maci. In good faith, lady, he is a very perfect clown, both by 
father and mother; that I’ll assure you. 

Sav. 0, sir, you are very pleasurable. 

MacL Nay, do but look on his hand, and that shall resolve you ; 
look you, lady, what a i)alm here is. 

Sog. iSit, ^at was with holding the plough. 

Maci. The plough! did you discern any such thing in him, 
madam? 


Fast. Faith, no, she saw the gentleman as bright as noon-day, 
she; she deciphered him at first. 

ifoct. Troths I am sorry your ladyship’s sight should be so 
suddenly struck. 

Sav. 0, you are goodly beagles! 

Fast. What, is she gone ? 

Sog. Nay, stay, sweet lady: gtts novtilts? gut novdUsf 

^v. Guti, you fool, you! [Exit in on^cr. 

Fung. She’s Out of her Humour, i’faith. 

Fast. Nay, let’s follow it while *tis hot, gentlemen. 

Puni. Come, on mine honour we shall make her blush in the 
presence; my spleen is great with laughter. 

Maci. Your laughter will be a child of a feeble life, I believe, sir. 
[w4«Kle.] — Come, signior, your looks are too dejected, methinks- 
why mix you not mirth with the rest ? ’ 

Fun^. Od’s will, this suit frets me at the soul I’ll have it 
alter’d to-morrow, sure. 


SCCNE III.-— rAe Palace Stairs. 

Enter Shift. 

ShifL 1 am come to the court, to meet with my Countenance. 
Sogliardo; ^or men must be glad of such countenance, when thev 
can get no better. Well, need may insult upon a man/but it shaU 
never make him despair of coosequence^ The worid will say, ’tia 

F 489 
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base: tush, base! ’tis base to live under the earth, uot base to live 
above it by any means. 

EiUtr Fastidious, 1»untabvolo. Sooliabdo, Fungoso, 

and aIacilente. 

Fast. The poor lady is most miserably out of her humour, i’laith. 
Punt. There was never so witty a jest broken, at the tilt of all 
the court wits christen’d. 

Maci. 0, this applause taints it foully. 

Sog. I tliink I did my part in courting.— 0, Resolution! 

Punt. Ay me, my dog! 

Maci. Where is be? ... 

Fast ’Sprecious, go seek for the fellow, good sigmor. 

^ {Exit Fungoso. 

Punt. Here, here I left him. 

3/acj. Why, none was here when we came m now, but cavalier 
Shift! enquire of him. 

Fast. Did you see sir Puntarvolo’s dog here, cavaUer, since you 

His dog, sir! he may look Lis dog, sir; I saw none of his 

Upon mv life, he has stolen your dog, sir, and been hired 
to it by some that have ventured with you; you may guess by his 

*’^F^?.^5ot^unlik?; for he hath been a notorious thief by Ms own 

ronfession. Sirr<ih, wher© is my dog ? , 

Shift. Charge me with your dog, sir! I have none of your dog. 

sir. 

Punt. Villain, thou liest. 

Shijft. Ue, sir! s’blood,— you are but a man, sn. 

Punt. Rogue and thief, restore him. . 

Sog. Takhieed. sir Puntarvolo, what you do; he II bear no coals, 

X can tell you, o’ my word. 

So^^’it^tarirhe stabs you not: By this light, he hath sobbed 
fort^ for forty times less m.atter, I can tell you of my kn g 

Punt. I ^tJI make thee stoop, thou abject. ^ 

Sog. Make him stoop, sir! Gentlemen, pacify him, 

kill'd 

f “Tan tTao*?'! “v^bva his life, stand bsUvizt them. Make 
tenance 

&,'iriK'mr<log. I ^ hang thee, for ^ 


Sog. What! kneel to thine enemies! 
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Shift. Pardon me, good sir; God is my witness, 1 never did 
robbery in all my life. 

Rt’Cnler Ponooso. 

Fung. 0, sir Puntarvolo, your dog lies giving up the ghost in 
the wood-yard. 

Mad. Heart, is he not dead yet! [Aside. 

Punt. 0, my dog, born to disastrous fortune! pray you conduct 
me, air. [Exit with Fungoso. 

Sog. How! did you never do any robbery in your life? 

Mad. 0, this is good! so he swore, sir. 

Sog. Ay, I heard him: and did you swear true, sir? 

Shift. Ay, as I hope to be forgiven, sir, I never robbed any man; 
I never stood by the highwayside, sir, but only said so, because I 
would get myself a name, and be counted a tall man. 

Sog. Now out, base vilioco! thou my Resolution! I thy Coun- 
tenance! By this light, gentlemen, ho hath confest to me the 
most inexorable company of robberies, and damn’d himself that he 
did ’em: you never heard the like. Out, scoundrel, out! follow 
me no more, I command thee; out of my sight, go, hence, apeak 
not; I will not hear thee: away, camouccio! [Exit Shift. 

Mad. 0, how I do feed upon this now, and fat myself! here were 
a couple unexpectedly dishumour’d. Well, by this time, I hope, 
air Puntarvolo and his dog are both out of humour to travel. 
[4«y€.] — Nay, gentlemen, why do you not seek out the knight, and 
comfort him? our supper at the Mitre must of necessity hold 
to-night, if you love your reputations. 

Fast. ’Pore God, I am so melancholy for his dog’s disaster — but 
I’ll go. 

Sog. Faith, and I may go too, but 1 know I shall be so melancholy. 

Mad. Tush, melancholy! you must forget that now, and remem- 
ber you lie at the mercy of a fury: Carlo will rock your sinews 
asunder, and rail you to dust, if you come not. [Exeunt. 

Mit. 0, then thdr fear of Carlo, belike, makes them hold their 
meeting. 

Cor. Ay, here he comes ; conceive him but to be enter'd the Mitre 
and 'tis enough. ' 


SCENE IV. — A Room at the Mitre, 

Enter Cablo. 

Car, Holla! where be these shot-sharks ? 

Enter Drawer. 

^au». By and by; you are welcome, good master BufTone. 

Oar. Where’s George? call me George hither, quickly 

Draw. Wh^ ^0 please you have, sir? I’ll draw you that’s 
neat, master Buffone. ^ 
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Cor. Away, neophite, do as 1 bid thee, bring my dear George to 

me: — ^ 

EjiUr Georqb* 

Metss, here ho comes, 

Qecrrge. Welcome, master Carlo* 

Car What, is supper rea'lv. George? . . , . , . 

George. Ay. sir, almost: Will you have the cloth laid, master 

"^Car. O, what else ? Are none of the gallants come yet ! 

Crr^St^?"tlkrmT*witli you, George; let me have a good fat 
loin of pork laid to the fire, pr^ently. 

S^'r^And Sal!‘hear you. draw me the 
out of the butt you wot of; away, you know my meanmg, George, 

quick! [Exit. 

Gcjyrat. Done, sir. ..1 • i;f« ds I do 

Car. I never hungered so much for anything 

to know our gallants’ success at court; find 

Macilente. that salt vUlain. plotting bos 

lies a soalung in their frothy humours like a 
drunk ’em all up: Could the pummice but hold 

Sher men’s happiness, in any 

were to be loved next heaven, abov^e what- 

apparel, wenches, all the delights of the belly and the groin, wn 

Re-enter Geoboe tvith tioo jugs of wine. 

George, nere. master Carlo. 

Car. I.s it right, boy? 

George. Ay, sir, I assure you tis QMrge.y-Coine, 

Car. Well said, my dear George, depart. [j^ts forth 

my small gimblet, you m the /rngomaster, let’s 

tho Draxver, and shuts the door.] Now to you, sir twg 

taste of your bounty. . 

Mit. ll-Aat, unit he deal upon such quaiUxUes of wine, alone 

Cor. Jou wUl perceive tkai, sir. 

Car. [driub..] Ay. marry, sir. Zero’s 

bite olT his nose for this now. ^ gome on't 

very soul of the grape! ‘hta; ’twill heat the 

pre.iL-ntly. and drink some ^ ^"iknotMng crackers and 

brain, kindle my imagination. I kere sir, and I here: so 

tire-works to-nigbt. So, the one. and pledges mih 

[Gels lU two cupaa.mnder, ^ anddrinkingalUrmtely- 

the other, spe^ilcing for each of the cups, ana a 

Cor. This is xcorth the abeervalion. signior ^ 

Car. 1 Cup. Now. sir. here’s to you; and I presen y 
much of my love. 
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2 Cup. I take it kindly from you, sir [drinl-«], and will roturn 
you the like proportion; but withal, sir, rememhoring tlio merry 
ni'.'ht wo bod at the countess’s, you know where, sir. 

1 Cup. By heaven, you put me in mind now of a very necessary 
office, which 1 will propose in your pledge, sir; the health of that 
honourable countess, and the sw’eet lady that sat by her. sir. 

2 Cup. I do vail to it with reverence [drinfcs). And now, sicnior, 
>vith these ladies, I’ll be bold to mix the health of your divine 
mistress. 

1 Cup. Do you know her, sir? 

2 Gup. 0 lord, sir, ay; and in the respectful memory and menUon 
of her, I could wish th^ wine were the most precious drug in the 
world. 

1 Cup. Good faith, sir, you do honour me in’t exoeodiDgly. 
[Drinlra.] 

Mit Whom should he personate in this, signior t 

Cor. Faith, I know not, sir ; observe, observe him. 

2 Cup. If it were the basest filth, or mud that runs in the channel, 
I am bound to pledge it respectively, sir. [Drinks.] And now, sir, 
here is a replenish’d bowl, which I will reciprocally turn upon you, to 
the health of the count ITrugale. 

1 Cup. The count Frugale’s health, sir? I’ll pledge it on my 

knees, by tliis light. [Kneels. 

2 Cup. Will you, sir? I’ll drink it on my knees, then, by the light. 

Mit. Why this is strange. 

Cor. Have you heard a belter drunken dialogue f 

2 Cup. Nay, do me right, sir. 

1 Cup. So I do, in faith. 

2 Cup. Good faith you do not; mine was fuller. 

1 Cup. Why, believe me, it was not. 

2 Cup. Believe me it was; and you do lie. 

1 Cup. Lie, sir! 

2 Cup, Ay, sir. 

1 Cup. ’Swounds! you rascal! 

2 Cup. 0, come, stab if 3’ou have a mind to It. 

1 Cup. Stab! dost thou think I dare not? 

Car. [speaks in his own person.] Nay, I beseech yon, gentlemen, 
what means this? nay, look, for shame respect your reputations. 

[Overturns wine, pot, cups, and all. 

Enter Macilsnts. 

ifaet. Why, how now. Carlo! what humour’s this? 

Car. O, my good mischief! art thou come? where are the rest 
where are the rest ? 

ilact. Faith, three of our ordnance are burnt. 

Cor. Burst! how comes that? 

ifaci. Faith, overcharged, overcharged. 
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Car. Bat did not the train hold ? 

Alaci. O. yes, and the poor lady is irrecoverably blown up. 

Car. Why, but which of the munition is miscarried, ha? 

Maci. Imprimis, sir Puntarvolo; next, the Countenance and 

Resolution. 

Car. How, how, for the love of wit? 

Maci. Troth, the Resolution is proved recreant; the Countenance 

hath changed his copy; and the passionate knight is shedding 
funeral tears over his departed dog. 

Car. What! is his dog dead? 

Maci. Poison’d, ’tis thought; marry, how, or by whom, tbats 
left for some cunning woman here o’ the Bank-side to resolve, b 
my part, I know nothing more than that we are like to have an 

exceeding melancholy supper of it i 

Car. ’Slife, and I had purposed to be extraordinanly menr. 
had drunk off a good prejiarative of old sack here; but will tb y 

come, will they come? tAr’ct 

Maci. They wUl assuredly come; mar^, ^^1°' ^nktht- 
me, run over ’em all freely to-niglit, and esp^ially the knight, 

spare no sulphurous jest that may come out of that ^ 

thine; but ply them with aU manner of shot, mimon. saker, culvenn, 

or anything, what thou wilt of«nd not in 

Car. I w-arrant thee, my dear case of petnonels; so I stand not in 

dread of thee, but that thou’lt second me. 

Maci. Why, my good German tapster, I will. 

Carwhat oJrge.! Lomiero, Lomlero. etc. aai 

Re-enter Geobob. 

George. Did you call, master Carlo? 

Car. More nectar, George: Lomlcro, etc. 

George. Your meat’s ready, sir, an your company were com 

Car. Is the loin of pork enough? 

3doat .hoc with such a peasy dish^ > 
thilTioa dost varoi^h thy face with the fat on't, .t looke so hke 

*‘cr‘'i>ue, my raw-boned ro^e, “ >"l^\roufs'o 
lean riba with it too. they not, hke ragg^ laU^^ 

many doublets as they do; Vto^marvel though 

O. it's the only nourishing meat it; for 

that saucy, stubborn generation, the Jews, w 

uhat would they have done well 

durst murniur at their Maker out o 6 coccled-eyed grumble- 
fed with it. the whoreson strummel-patcb d, goggiea eyeu gi 

dories, would have gigantomaclused— 

Re-enter Georos vnth trine. 

Well said, my sweet George, fill, GU. 

Mit. Thia savoura too much of p/rofanaUon. 
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Cor. 0 Servetur ad imum. 

Quails ab incu>pto proceascrit. et sibi constot. 

The nectssily of his tern compds a ioleralion, for ; bar this, and dadt 
him out of humour before his lime. 

Car. 'Tis an axiom in natural philosophy, tohal tomes nearest the 
nature of that it feeds, com-eris quicker to nourishmenl, and doth sooner 
essentiaie. Now nothing in iicsh and entrails assimilates or resembles 
man more than a hog or swine. [Drinks. 

Mad. True; and he, to requite their courtesy, oftentimes dolTeth 
his own, nature, and puts on tbeirs; as when he becomes as churlish 
as a hog, or as drunk as a sow; but to your conclusion. [Drinks. 

Car. Many, I say, nothing resembling man more than a swine, 
it follows, nothing can be more nourishii:;r; for indc<Ml (but that it 
abhors from our nice nature) if wo fed upon one another, wo should 
shoot up a great deal faster, and thrive much better; 1 refer me 
to your usurous cannibals, or such like; but since it is so contrary, 
pork, pork, is your only feed. 

Mad. I take it, your devil be of the same diet; ho would never 
have desired to have been incorporated into swine else. — 0, here 
comes the melancholy mess; upon *em. Carlo, charge, charge! 

Enter Puntarvolo, Fastidious Brisk, Sooliardo, and 

Fukooso. 

Car. ’Fore God, sir Puntarvolo, I am sorry for your heaviness: 
body o’ me, a shrew’d mischance! why, had you no unicorn’s horn, 
nor bezoar’s stone about you, ha? 

Punt. Sir, I would request you be silent. 

JIfact. Nay, to him again. 

Cor. Take comfort, good knight, if your cat have recovered her 
catarrh, fear nothing; your do^s miscbunce may be holpen. 

Fast. Say how, sweet Carlo; for, so God mend me, the poor 
ktkight’s moans draw me into fellowship of his misfortunes. But 
be not discouraged, good sir Puntarvolo, I am content your ndven* 
tiire shall be performed upon your cat. 

Mad. I believe you, musk-cod, I believe you; for rather than 
thou would’st make present repayment, thou would’st take it upon 
his own bare return from Calais. [Aside. 

Car. Nay, ’slife, he’d be content, so he were well rid out of his 
Mmpany, to pay him five for one, at his next meeting him in Paul’s. 
[Aside to Madlente,}-~'B\xi for your dog, sir Puntarvolo, if ho be not 
out-right dead, there is a friend of mine, a quack-salver, shall put 
life in him again, that’s certain. ^ 

Fun^. 0, no, that comes too late. 

Jfaci. ‘Sprecious! knight, will you suffer this ? 

Punt. Drawer, get me a candle and hard wax presently. 

Ay, and bring up supper; for I am so melancholy'^'* 

Car. O, Bigmor, where’s your Resolution? 
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Sog. Resolution! hang him, rascal: O, Carlo, if you love me. do 
not mention him. 

Car. Why. how aoT . 

Sog. 0, the arrantest crocodile that ever Christian was acquainted 
witli. Bv my gentry, I shall think the worse of tobacco while I 

live, for his sake: I id think him to be as tall a man 

Mad. Nay, Bullone, the knight, the knight. [Aside to Carlo. 
Car. ’Slod, ho looks like an image carved out of box. full of knots; 
his face is, for all the world, like a Dutch purse, with the mouth 
downward, hi.s beard the tassels; and be walks— lot me see— as 
melancholy as one o’ the master’s side in the Counter.— Do you 

hear, sir Puntarvolo? , 

Funt. Sir, I do entreat you, no more, but enjoin you to silence, 

as vou affect your peace. , 

Car. Nay. but dear knight, understand here are none but trienos, 

and such as wish you well, I would have you do this now; flay me 
your dog presently (but in any case keep the head) and stuff his 
skin well with straw, as you see these dead monsters at Bartholomew 


fair. 

Punt. I shall be sudden, I tell you. , , , j 

Car. 0, if you like not that, sir, get me somewhat a less dog. and 

clap into the skin; here’s a slave about the to^ here, “ J®"; 
Yolmn: or a fellow that makes perukes will glue it on artitici^ly. 
it shall never be discern’d; besides, ’twill be so much the warmer 

for the hound to travel in, you know. 

Mad. Sir Puntarvolo, death, can you be so pat>ent 
Cur. Or thus, sir; you “.ay have, w you come through 
a familiar for Uttle or nothing, shall turn 
your dog, or any thing, what you uill for cwtam 
wlo strikes him] Ods my life, knight, what do you mean? you U 

offer no violence, will you? hold, hold! 

Re-enter Gborqe, tciih toax, and a lighted candle. 

Punt. ’Sdeath. you slave, you ban-dog, you! 

Car As vou love wit, stay the enrage<l ^"‘eht, gentlem^. 

By my knishthood. ho that sta m hts roao^m, 

Drawer, begone! 

woUt-Gontlomon. aa yoa tendet 

;; r„ ho.o,.t 

thee more than the Turk <locs Mahomet. 

Punt. Down. I say! [Carlo Ues within. 

Cans, [fcilhin.] Hero’s the constable, open the doors. 

nfd^trr th, Adalaotado of Spain wore hero he 
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should not enter: one help me with the light, gentlemen; you 
knock in vain, sir officer. 

Car. Et tu. Brute / 

Bunt. Sirrah, close your lips, or I will drop it in thine eyes, by 
heaven. 

Car. 0! 0! 

CcTM. [laiiAin.] Open the door, or I will break it open. 

Mad. Nay, good constable, have patience a little; you shall 
come in presently; we Imve almost done. 

[Puntarvolo scale up Carlo's lips. 
Pu 7 U. So, now, are you Out of your Humour, sir? Shift, gentle- 
men. 

[They all draw, and run out, except Fungoso, who conceals himselj 
beneath the table. 

Enter Constable and Ofjieer.s, and seize Fastidious as he is 

ruskiny by. 

Cons. Lay hold upon this gallant, and pursue the rest. 

Fast. L.ay hold on me, sir, for what? 

Cons. Marry, for your riot here, air, tvith the rest of your com- 
panions. 

Fast. My riot! master constable, take heed what you do. Carlo, 
did I offer any violence? 

Oo7is. 0, sir, you see he is not in case to answer you, and that 
makes you so peremptory. 

Re-enter Gboeoe and Drawer. 

Fast. Peremptory! ’Slife, I appeal to the drawers, if I dkl him 
any hard measure. 

George. They are all gone, there’s none of them will be laid any 
bold on. 

Cons. Well, sir, you are like to answer till the rest can be found 
out. 

Fast. ’Slid, I a})peal to George hero. 

Cons. Tut, George waa not here: away with him to the Counter, 
sirs. — Come, air, you were best get yourself drest somewhere. 

[Exeunt Coyist. and Officers, with Fast, and Car. 
George. Good lord, that master Carlo cotdd not taka heed, and 
knowing what a gentleman the knight is, if he be angrv. 

Dratver. A pox on ’em, they have left all the meat on our hands; 
would they were choakod with it for mo ! ’ 

Re-enter AlACiLEirrB. 

if act. What, are they gone, sirs? 

George. 0, here’s master Macilente. 

ifact. [pointiMj to Fu»u?o5o.] Sirrah, George, do you see that 
concealment there, that napkin under the table ? 

George. ’Ods so, signior i\ingosol 

ifaci. He’s good pawn for the reckoning; be sure you keep him 
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here, nnd let him not go away till I come again, though he otfer to 

discharge all; I’ll return presently. 

Gforgt. Sirrah, we have a pawn for the reckoning. 

Draw. What, of Macilento? 

George. No; look under the table. 

Fung, [creeping out] I hope all be qmet now; if I can get h\u 
forth of this street, I care not: masters, I pray you tell me, is the 

constable gone? 

George. What, master Fungoso! . 

Fung. Was’t not a good device this same of me, s;ra7 
George. Yes, faith; have you been here all this while? 

Fung. O lord, ay; good sir, look an the coast be cle;ir, Id fain 

^^GwTgi All’s clear, sir, but the reckoning: and that you must 

oloar and pay boforo vou go, I assure you, * 

Fn^. I pay! ’Slight, I Mt not a bit siaco I came into the 

‘‘“fl mZ'W, you may when you pleaae, ’tie all ready below that 
was bespoken. 

Grye.'^BTyou? Vo? ‘"hat; but ’twaa for you and 

‘'“f „??Tv JompTny ' "'Slid. I was an invited gnest. so I was. 

“‘’ft^^'what, and have sneh apparel! do not say so, signior; 

t"aV\‘roS’Vat:;v taUor bad all 

no stomaeb in the 

world to eat any thing. 

Draw. That’s no matter, so you P“y* 

Fung. ’Slight, with what conscience can you ask me lo i y 
I never drank for? 

Well. sir. if you eau satisfy our master, it shall be all one 

to US. 

Within. George! [Exeunt. 

George. By and by. 

Cor. Lose not yourself now, signtor. 
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SCENE V . — A Room in Delibo’s Home. 

Enter Macilekte and Deliro. 

Mad. Tut, sir, you did bear too bard a conceit of me in that: 
but I will now make iny lovo to you most transparent, in spite of 
any dust of suspicion that may be raised to cloud it; and hence* 
forth, since I see it is so against your humour, I will never labour 
to persuade you. 

Deli. Why, I thank you, signior; but what is that you tell me may 
ooncero my peace so much 7 

Mad. Faith, sir, ’tiat hus. Your wife’s brother, signior Fungoso, 
being at supper to-night at a tavern, with a sort of gallante, there 
happened some division amongst them, and he is left in pawn for 
the reckoning. Now, if ever you look that time shall present you 
with an happy occasion to do your wife some gracious and accept- 
able service, take hold of this opportunity, and presently go and 
redeem him ; for, being her brother, and his credit so amply engaged 
as now it is, when she shall hear, (os he cannot himself, but ho must 
out of e.xtretcity report it,) that you came, and offer^ yourself so 
kindly, and with that respect of his reputation; why, the benefit 
cannot but make her dote, and grow m^ of your affections. 

Ddi. Now, by heaven, JIacilente, I acknowledge myself exceed- 
ingly indebted to you, by this kind tender of your love; and I am 
sorry to remember that I was ever so rude, to neglect a friend of 
your importance. — Bring me shoes and a cloak here.»I was going 
to bed, if you had not come. What tavern is it? 

Mad. The Mitre, sir. 

Ddi. O! Why, Fidol my shoes. — Good faith, it cannot but 
please her exceedingly. 


Enter Pallack. 

Fal. Come, I marie what piece of night-work you have in hand 
now, that you call for a cloak, and your shoes: What, is this your 
pander ? 

Deli. 0, sweet wife, speak lower, I would not ho should hear 
thee for a world 

Fal. Hang him, rascal, I cannot abide him for his treachery 
with his wild quick-set beard there. Whither go you now with him ? 

Ddi. No, whither with him, dear wife; I go alone to a place 
from whence I will return instontly.— Good Macilontc, acquaint not 
her with it by any means, it may come so much the mote accepted- 
frame some other answer. — I’ll come back immediately, {ExU 

Pol. Nay, an I be not worthy to know whither you eo. stov tui 
I take knowledge of your coming back. ^ 

Mad. Hear you, mistress Deliro. 

F al. So, sir, and what say you ? 

Mad. Faith, lady, my intents will not deserve this slight reeneck 
when you shall know them. ^ P w 
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Fal. Your intents ! why, what may your intents be, for Gods 

}Iaci. Troth, the time allows no circumstance, therefore 

know this was but a device to remove your husband hence, and 
bestow lum securely, whilst, with more convoniency. 1 might re^rt 
to vou a misfortune that hath happened to monsieur BrL^k— — Nay, 
comfort, sweet lady. This night, being at supper, a sort of young 

gaUantT committed » riot, for the which ha only is 

^ried to the Counter, where, if your husband, and other creditor^ 

ahouS but have knowledge of him, the poor genUeman were undone 

for ever. 

Fal. Ah me! that he were. * 

Mad Now, therefore, if vou can think upon any present 
for iS deUvery. do not foreslow it. A bribe to the ofheer that 

}olS?auf hthtll not want for a bribe; pray you. will you 

commend me to him, and say I'll visit him 

Mad. No. lady, I shall do you better service, in protracting >0 

husband’s return, that you may go wth j/qci h- 

Fal. Good truth, so you may; farewel . good sir JJa f- 

Rriftlf Brina me my keys there. maicL Aiaa, gouu ^ 

Tu I have In^his ear^thly world wiU pleasure him. it shall be a^h^ 

service. , ,. , 

Mit How Madlente sweats in this business, xfyon mnrkhm . 

the pawn and his redeemer. 

SCKXE VI.— A Boom al the Mithe. 

EnUr Delibo, Fu>'OOSO. and George. 

Dd. Come, bmther. be not for to. mnn^^wUt^^^ 

money, fell it: end, brother, I am glad I met 

“ .«ut;^t£ve U 'Ho^aUh an I live, 

Ffeii. NVhat, is it right ? 

Ce^^t^e™.“--ed. now the reckoning 
George. You shall, sir. 

Enter MAcnJtNTB. 

Mad. Where’s signior Delbo 7 
Deli. Here, Macilente. 
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Mad. Hark you, sir, have you dispatch’d this same ? 

Deli. Ay, nmny have I. 

Mad. Well then, I can tell yon news; Brisk is in the Counter. 

Deli. In the Counter! 

Mad. ’Tis true, air, committed for the stir here to-night. Now 
would I have you send your brother home afore him, with the 
report of this your kindness done him, to his sister, which will so 
pleasingly possess her, and out of his mouth too, that in the mean- 
time vou may clap your action on Bri.sk, and your wife, being in so 
happy a mood, cannot entertain it ill, by any means. 

Deli. ’Tis very true, she cannot, indeed, I think. 

Man. Think! wliy ’tis past thought; you shall never meet the 
like opportunity, I assure you. 

Dili. I will do it. — Brother, pray you go home afore fthis gentle- 
man and I have some private business), and tell my sweet wife I’ll 
come presently. 

Fung. I will, brother. 

Mad. And, signior, acquaint your .sister, how liberally, and out 
of hia bounty, your brother has used you (do you see?), made you a 
man of good reckoning; redeem’d that you never were [•oiscst of, 
credit; gave you as gentlemanlike terms os might be; found no 
fault vith your coming behind the fashion; nor nothing. 

Fung. Nay, I am out of those humours now. 

5/act. Well, if you be out, keep your distance, and be not made 
a shot-clog any more. — Come, signior, let’s moke haste. [ExenjU. 


SCENE VII.— T/iC Counter. 

Enter Fallaoi and Fastidious Brisk. 

Fal. 0, master Fastidious, what pity is it to see so sweet a man 
as you are, in so sour a place! ' him. 

Cor. As upewt her lips, does she mean t 

Mit. 0, this is to he imagined the Counletf belike. 


Fast. Troth, fair lady, ’tis Srstthe pleasure of the fates, and next 
of the constable, to have it so: but I am patient, and indeed com- 
forted the more in your kind visit. 

Fal Nay, you shall be comforted in me more than this, if you 

please, sir. I sent you word by my brother, sir. that my husband 

laid to rest you this morning; 1 know not whether you received it 
or no, 

Farf. No, believe it, sweet creature, your brother gave me no 
such loteiligcncc. 

Fal. 0, the lordl 


FaH. But has your husband any such purpo.sc . 

FaZ. 0. swwt master Brisk, yes; and therefore be presently dis- 
oharged,^ for if he come with his actions upon you, Lord deliver^vou I 
you are in for one half-a-score year; bo kept a poor man in Lndgate 
once twelve year for sixteen shillings. Where’s your keeper T^for 
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love's sake call him, let him take a bribe, and despatch you. Lord, 
how my heart trembles! here are no spies, are there ? 

Fast No, sweet mistress. Why are you in this passion . 

Fal 0 lord, master Fastidious, if you knew how I took up my 
husband to-day. when he said he would arrest you; and how I 
railed at him that persuaded him to it, the scholar there (who, on 
my conscience, loves you now), and what c^e I took to se/id you 
in^IImence by my brother; and how I gave him four sovereigns for 
hifl pains: and now, how I came runmng out hither without man or 
W ^th me. so soon as I heard on’t; you’d say I were m a p^sioo 

in/eed. Your keeper, for God’s sake! O, ^ 

Euphiu 4 , Hard is llie choice, ichen one ts compeUed either by silence to 

di£ wifh or io live tcilk shame. 

Fast. Vd'l.d7, ^conceive you, and may t m kiss you 

that where adversity hath, as it were, contracted, prospenty shall 
.Od’smel your husband. 


noi 


Enter Delibo and Macilentb. 

Fal. O me ! 

MMi.^VVhy.^how now, eignior Deliro! has the wolf seen you, ha? 
Hath Gorgon’s head made marble of you T 

fdmSnnp^and^ 

rA:f x.i a.. 

impossible. 

F(if. Sweet husband I rExit. 

Deli. Out. lasci^ous strumpet! 

forlorn hope. [Exit > g*. yom- pulpnmcnta, your 

Z .flecLa of ladio. and gaotle- 

"p«ou wUe-oeve^n f ,„„M not 

bavroo^^e ':’.Snr^n^his toHd .0 have diftraoted n>o more, than 

the rrrinkled ^Tthing wUl distract you much 

hc^Si/ve ' vLrZ eote?«. three aetioos agams. 
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you; three actioos, monsieur! many, one of them (I’ll put you in 
comfort) is but three thousand, and the other two, some five tiiou- 
sand pound together: trifles, trifles. 

Fast. 0, I am undone. 

Mad. Nay, not altogether so, sir; the knight must have his 
hundred pound repaid, that will help too; and then six score pounds 
for a diamond, you know where. These be things will weigh, 
monsieur, they will weigh. 

Fast. 0 heaven 1 

Mad. What! do you sigh? this is to kiss the hand of a countess, 
to have her coach sent for you, to luing •poniards in ladies' garters, to 
tcear bracelets ofthdr hair, aud for every one of these great favours 
to give some slight jewel of jive hundred crowns, or so ; why, ’tis 
nothing. Now, monsiciu-, you see the plague that treads on the 
heels o’ your foppery; well, go your ways in, remove yourself to 
the two-penny ward quickly, to save charges, and there set up your 
rest to spend sir Puntarvolo’s hundred pound for him. Away, 
good pomander, go! [Exit Fastidious. 

Why, here's a change ! now is my soul at peace; 

1 am as empty of all envy now. 

As they of merit to be envied at. 

My humour, like a flame, no longer lasts 
Than ifhath stuff to feed it; and their folly 
Being now raked up in their repentant ashes, 

Affords no ampler subject to my spleen. 

1 am so far from malioing their states, 

That I begin to pity them. It grieves me 
To think they have a being. I could wish 
They might turn wise upon it, and be saved now, 

So heaven were pleased; but let them vanish, vapours! 

Gentlemen, how like you it? has’t not been tedious? 

Cor. Nay, ice have done censuring now. 

Mit. Yes, faith. 

Mad. How so ? 

Cor. Marry, because we'U imitate your actors, and be oui of our 
humours. Besides, here are those round about you of more ability in 
censure than we, whose judgments can give it a more satisfying allow- 
ance ; we'U refer you to them. [Exeunt Cordatus and Mitis. 

Mad. [coming forward.] Ay, is it even so?— Well, gentlemen, I 
should have gone in, and return’d to you as I was Asper at the 
first; but by reason the shift would have been somewhat long and 
we are loth to draw your patience farther, we’ll entreat you to 
imagine it And now, that you may see I will be out of humour for 
coinpsny, I stand wholly to your kind approbation, and indeed am 
nothing so peremptory as I was in the beginning: marry, I will not 
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do as Plantus in his Am'phytrio, for all tliis, sitmmi Jovia cauaa 
plaudits; beg a plaudite for God’s sake; but if you, out of the 
bounty of your good-liking, will bestow it, why, you may in time 
make lean Macileute as fat as sir John Falstaff. [Exit. 


THE EPILOGUE 

AT THE 

PRESENTATION BEFORE QUEEN ELIZABETH 

BY MACILBKTE. 

Never till now did object greet mine eyes 
With any light coutont: but in her graces 
AJI my malicious powers have lost their stings. 

Envy is ded from my soul at sight of her, 

And she hath chased all black thouglits from my bosom. 
Like os the sun doth darkness from the world. 

My stream of humour is run out of 
And as our city’s torrent, bent t’iufect 
The hallow’d bowels of the silver Tliamos, 

Is check’d by strengtli and clearness of the river. 

Till it hath spent itself even at the shore; 

So in the ample and unmeasured Hood 
Of her peifootions, are my passions drown’d; 

And I have now a spirit as sweet and clear 
As the more rarefied and subtle air: — 

With which, and with a heart ^ pure as fire. 

Yet humble as the earth, do I implore, 

0 heaven, that She, whoso presence hath effected 
This change in me, may suffer most late chaugo 
In her a<lmired and happy government: 

May stffl this Island be call’d Fortunate, 

And rugged Treason tremble at the sound. 

When Fame shall speak it with an emphasis. 

Let foreign polity be dull as lead. 

And pale Invasion come uith half a heart, 

Wlien he but looks upon her blessed soil. 

The throat of War be stopt witliin her land. 

And turtle-footed Peace dance fairy rings 
About her court; where never may there come 
Suspect or danger, but nil trust and safety. 

Let Flattery be dumb, and Envy bimd ^ 

In her dread presence; Death hm»self admire her, 

Aud may her virtues make him to forget 

The use of his inevitable hand. 

Fly from her, Age; sleep. Time, before her throne, 

Our strongest wall falls down, when slie is gone. 


[Kneeh 


CYNTHIA’S REVELS : 

OR, THE FOUNTAIN OF SELF-LOVE 


TO TUB SPECIAL FOUNTAIN OP MANNERS 

THE COURT 

Thou art a bountiful and brave spring, and waterest all the noble plants 
of this island. In thee the whole kingdom dresseth itself, and is ambitioiis 
to use thee as her glass. Beware then thou render men's figures truly, 
and teach them no less to bate tlicir defornaities, than to love their forms: 
for, to grace, there should come reverence; and no mao can call that lovely, 
which is not also venerable. It is not powdering, pcrfuminc, and every 
day smelling of the tailor, that converteth to a beautiful object: but a 
mind shining through any suit, which needs no false light, either of riches 
or honours, to help it. Such shalt thou find some here, even in the reign 
of Cynthia, — a Crites and an Arete. Now, under thy Phoebus, it will be 
thy province to make more; except thou desirest to have thy source mix 
with the spring of self>love, and so wilt draw upon thee as welcome a 
discovery of thy days, as was then made of her nights. 

Thy servant, but not slave, Bbk Jonson. 


DRAMATIS PERSON/E 


Cynthia. 

Mercury. 

Hesperus. 

Crites. 

Ahorphus. 

ASOTUS. 

Hsdon. 

Akaidcs. 

MoRpmoBS. 

Prosaites. 

Morus. 

Cupid. 


Echo. 

Arete. 

Phantastb. 

Arcurion. 

PlULAUTlA. 

Mori A. 

Cos. 

Gslaia. 

Phronbsis,^ 
Thauma, [ ldui < s . 
Time, ) 


SCENE, — Garcaphik 


mDucrioN. 

TIIB STAGE. 

A//er the secoTid toundinQ. 

Enter three of the Children, struggling, 

1 Cluld. Pray you axoay ; why, fellows / Cods so, what do you 
mean ? 

2 Chili Marry, (hat you shall not speak the proloaue, sir, 

3 Chili Why, do you hope to speak it ^ 
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2 Child. Arj, awl 1 think I have most right to it : I am sure 1 

studied it first. . 

3 Child. That's all one, if the author think I can speak U better. 

1 Child. 1 plead possession of the cloak : gentles, your suffrages, I 


pray you. . . 

[Within.] Why, children ! are you not ashamed ? come tn itiere. 

3 Child. SHd,‘ril play nothing in the play, unless I speak it. 

1 Child. Why, will you stand to most voices of the gentlemen f lei 

that decide it. ^ f . 

3 Child. 0, no, sir gallant ; you presume to have the start oj us 

there, and that males you offer so prodigally. 

1 Child. No, would 1 were whipped if I had any such thought , try 

d by lots either. ^ ^ 

2 Child Faith, I dare tempt my fortune, m a greaUr venture than 


^a'ChUd. Well said, resolute Jack/ I am content too, so we draw 

first. Make the cuts. 9 

1 Child. Bui will you not snatch my cloak while I am stooping . 

3 Child. No, we scorn treachery. 

2 Child Which cut shall speak it ? 

1 Child '^Agreed : draw. [They draw cuts.] The shortest is come to 
the shortest. Fortune was not altogether blind m this. Note, sir. / 

h ope 1 shall go forward without your envy. ^u.rhivo at 

2 Child. A spite of all mischievous luck ! I was once plucUng 

Stan Jack : 'slid, FU do somewhat now afore I go »«. 

though it he nothing hut to revenge myself on /Jw author 

not his prologue, FU go tell all the arguv^t of his play afort-hana, 

and so stale his invention to the auditory, before it come forth. 

1 Child. O, do not so. 

ChM. By no means. Pirst the title of 

3 Child [Advancing to the front of he saved 

his play is Cynthia’s Revels, os any ve/icmcn//y 

by his book can witness ; the scene ^“7 “^ is the 
suspect for some fustian country , u , . on foot, resolved 

court of Cynthia, whither he brings that's a 

to turn page. By the loay Cupid ^JSa^pid or a 

thing to be noted) ; take these and 

Mercury in it, and bum U for an ^ throtb^er two interrupt, 
the subsequent speeches, at lume. Mercury, he 

and endeavour to stop lum.j rraj , xduvs over her love, or 

in the nature 0/ a conjur^, raises up - u'Acrem the 

daffodil. Narcissus, a . and there's an end of 

pretty foolish gentleman vielted / Cuvid and Mercury do both 

t”;; ' s,5 isr 
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mu part ; one that ke£p$ Laughter, Oeiaia, Ike daughter of Folly, a 

wench in boy's altire, to wait on him. These, in the court, meet unth 

Amorphus, or the deformed, a traveller that hath drunk of the fountain, 
and there tells the wonders of the water. They presently dispatch away 
their pages with bottles to fetch of it, and themselves go to v>«t the 
ladies. But I should have told you— Look, these emmets put me out 
here — that with this Amorphus, there comes along a citizen's heir, 
Asotua, or the Prodigal, who, in imitation of the traveller, who hath the 
Whetstone following him, entertains the Beggar, to he his attendant — — 
Fow, the nymphs who are mistresses to these gallants, are PInlautia, 
Self-love; Pkantaste, a light Wittiness; Argurion, Money; and 
their guardian, mother Maria, or mistress Folly. 

1 Child. Pray thee, no more. 

3 Child. There Cupid strikes Mon^ in love with the Prodigal, 
makes her dote upon him, give him jewels, bracelets, carcanets, etc. 
All which he most ingeniously departs withal to be made known to the 
other ladies and gallants ; and in the heat of this, increases his train 

loith the Fool to follow him, as well as the Beggar By this lirn«, your 

Beggar begins to toail close, who is returned with the rest of his fellow 

boUlemen. There they all drink, save Argurian, who isfallm into 

a sudden apoplexy — 

1 Child. Stop his mouth. 

3 Child. And then, there's a retired scholar there, you would not 
wish a thing to be better contemn'd of a society of gallants, than it is ; 
and he applies his service, good gentleman, to the lady Arete, or Virtue, 
a poor nymph of Cynthia's train, that's scarce able to buy herself a 
gown ; you shall see her play in a black robe anon : a creature that, I 
assure you, is no less scorn'd than himself. Where am I nowf at a 
stand I 

2 Cliild. Come, leave at last, yet. 

3 Child. 0, the night is come {'tivas someiohat dark, methought), and 
Cynthia intends to come forth ; that hekp% it a liule yet. All the 
courtiers must provide for revels ; they conclude upon a mastpie, the 

device of which is What, will you ravish me ? that each of these 

Vices, being to appear before Cynthia, would seem other than indeed 
they are ; and therefore assume tlte most neighbouring Virtues as their 
masldng habit I'd cry a rape, but that you are children. 

2 Child. Come, we'll have no more of this anticipation ; to give 
them the inventory of their cates aforchand, were the discipline of a 
tavern, and not fitting this presence. 

1 Child. Tut, this was but to shew us the happiness of his memory. 
1 thought at first he would have plaid the ignorant critic with everything 
along as he had gone ; 1 expected some such device. 

3 Child. 0, you shall sums do that rarely ; lend me thy doak. 

1 Child. Soft, sir, you'll speak my prologue in if. 

3 Child. No, uxnild I might never stir then. 

2 Cliild. Lend it him, lend it him. 

\ Vf' if"* tbe cJoak- 

3 Child, I have. Now, str, suppose 1 am one of your genteel 
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avditora. that am come, in, having paid my money ai Iju door, ic^h 
much ado, and here I take my place and stt down : I have my thr^ 
sorts of tobacco in my pocket, my light by me, and tkm 1 begin. [At 
the breaks ho takes his tobacco.] By this light, I wonder tha any 
man is so mad, to come to see these rascally tds p^y 

ad like so many wrens or pismrres not ike fifth pari of a 

amongst them all. And then their music ts gbominahk- ^hlc to 

slrJck a man's ears -uyyrse than ten pilhrtes and Ihnr 

most lamentable things, like the pitiful fellou^ that make ^ 

By this vapour, an 'twere not for toharco—I hod— the 
etinrk of 'em would poison me, I shnull not dare to come xn at ihetr 
man were better visit fifteen jnds-^r « ^ 

hospitals than once adventure to come near them. How is if weltr 

1 nhilfl Excellent : nice trie my cloak. , 

3 Sild' Slay ; you shall see me do another now, but a more sober 
Jb^ Onthedd gallant ; that is, as it may he thongU, e^me fnend, 
or weJl-wisher to the house : and here I enter. 

2 Slid: ■ Tdl^ttep'fn!^ L one of the children, and ask 

you. Would Xjou have a stool, sir ? 

•2 niild. give me 

Je 'sLl.iL bog inke, mefo, a piece of per^ctm, l^y 

A»r';;rrL*r7«";: s./r-^e « 

“T^ld ’‘TuJt'^'cir. you put not , ho, -f rVuTz 

aJS u 4: / -oure you. «> ^ -To' “ -f 

befriended by him, “* our properties, curee the 

VS aloud, stamp at the swMt for every vetval 

'Zffrr^mftaf'^me nuJ i^nld, if he had meek fine enghlee 
a.x xve. Well, 'tis but our 

3 Md. Nay, crack. to confer with our author, by 

2 Ohiid. Not I, Sir ; Javds for him. . ^ 

aUorney, you may, atr . ou J^ P J ^ negotiate tnth Aim. 

3 Child. Troth, I It is in ths general 

but what may very safely ^,nk. at lead the morf 

"fSHd. X'tti dictaJIimth the .u..«o.«< ood 
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obscene writing of many in their ^)lays. B(s{des, they could wish 
your poeU would leave to be promoters of other men's jeMe, and to 
way-lay aU the sUik ayAlogms, or old hooks they can hear of. in print, 
or otherwise, to farce their scenes withal. That they would not so 
penuriously glean wit from every laundress or hackney rnan, or derive 
their best grace, with servile imitation, from common stagf.i, or observa- 
tion of the company they converse with; as if their invention lit id 
wholly upon another man's trencher. Again, lIuU feeding their 
friends with nothing of their own, biU whal they have twice or thrxee 
cooked, they should not wantonly give out, how soon they had drest it ; 
nor how many coaches came to carry away the broken meat, besides 
hobby-horses and fool-cloth nags. 

2 Child. So, sir, this is all the reformation you sfck ? 

3 Child. It is ; do not you think it necessary to be practised, my 
Utile wag f 

2 Child. Yes, ivhere any such ill-habiicd exvstom is- received. 

3 Child. 0 (/ had almost forgot it too), they say, the umbrn? or 
ghosts of some thru or four plays departed a dozen years since, have 
been seen ualkimj on your stage here ; take heed, boy, if your house 
be haunted with such hobgoblins, 'twill fright away all your spectators 
quickly. 

2 Child. Good, sir ; but what will you soy now, if a poet, untouch'd 
with any breath of this disease, find the tokens upon you, that are of 
the auditory f As some one eivet-wil among you, that knows no othei 
learning, than the price of satin and velvets : nor other perfection than 
the wearing of a neat suit ; and yet will censure as desperately as the 
most profess'd critic in the house, presuming his clothes should bear 
him out in it. Another, whom it hath pleased nature to furnish with 
more beard than brain, prunes his muslaccio, lisps, and, with some 
score of affected oaths, swears down all that sit about him ; " That the 
old Hieroniirw, as it was first acted, was the only best, and fudiciottaly 
penn'd play of Europe," A third great-bellied juggler talks of twenty 
years since, and ichm Monsieur uas here, and would enforce all wits 
to be of that fashion, because his doublet is still so. A fourth misccUls 
all by the name of fustian, that his grounded capaeUu cannot aspire 
to. A fifth only shakes his bottle head, and out of his corky brain 
squeezeth out a pitiful learned face, and is silent. 

3 Child. By my faith. Jack, you have put me doton ; I would 1 
knew how to get off with any indifferent grace I here, lake your cloak, 
and promise some satisfaction in your prologue, or, I'U be sworn we 
have marr'd all. 

2 Child. Tut, fear not, child, this wiU never distaste a true sense: 
be not out, and good enough. I would thou hadsi some sugar candied 
to sweeten thy mouth. 
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Tlu Third Sounding. 

PROLOGUE. 

If gracious silence, sweet attention. 

Quick sight, and quicker apprehension, 

The lights of judgment's throne, shine any where. 
Our doubtful author hopes this is their sphere ; 

And therefore operas he himself to those. 

To other weaker beams his labours close. 

As loth to prostitute their virgin-slrain. 

To every vulgar and adulterate brain. 

In this alone, his Muse her sweetness hath. 

She shuns the print of any beaten path : 

And proves new ways to come to learned ears : 

Pied ignorance she neither loves nor fears. 

Nor hunts she after popular applause. 

Or foamy praise, that drops from comtnon jaws 
The garland that she wears, their hands must twine. 
Who can both censure, understand, define 
What merit is : then cast those piercing rays. 
Round as a crown, instead of honour d hays. 

About his poesy ; which, he knows, affor^ 

Words, above action ; matter, above words. 


ACT I 

SCENE I.— ^ Grove and Fountain 
Enter Cupid, and Medcuby wUh hU caduceus. an different side.. 

Cup. Who goes there T 
Mer. ’Tis I, blind archer. 

Cup. Who, Mercury? 

Mer. Ay. 

Cup. Farewell. 

Mer. Stay, Cupid. TT^rmca except your hands were 

Cup. Not in your company, Hermes, except y 

riveted at your back. 

Cbd Xow yrhive not a finger but is as long aa my 

quive?; cousin Mercury, when you pl^o to ostend it. 

’ Mer. Whence derive you t^s spcKtb^y’_^^_^^ 'U'* .“'t I 

r/rJ'a^'t^nlJr "aaM-ifSif a^'i^uifdore/ nag. or a iady's iac. 
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Cup. Daring! 0 Janus! what a word is there? why, my light 
fcather-heel’d coz, what are you any more than my uncle Jove’s 
pander? a lacquey that runs ou errands for him, and can whisper a 
light message to a loose wench udth some round volubility ? wait 
mannerly at a table ^vith a trenclier, warl>le upon a crowd a little, 
and fill out nectar when Ganymede’s away? one that swwps the 
gods’ drinking-room every morning, and sets the cusliions in order 
again, which they threw one nt another’s head over night; can 
brush the carpets, call the stools again to their places, play llm crier 
of the court with an audible voice, ami take stato of a presidctit U|>on 
you at wrestlings, pleadings, negociations, etc. Here’s the cata- 
logue of your employments, now! 0. no, I err; you have the 
marshalling of all the ghosts too that pass the Stygian ferry, and I 
suspect yon for a share with the old sculler there, if the truth were 
known; but let that scape. One other peculiar virtue you possess, 
in lifting, or leiger-dxi-main, which few of the liouse of heaven have 
else be.sides, I must confess. But, methinks, that should not make 
you put that extreme distance ’twixt yourself and others, that we 
should be said to “ over-dare ” in speaking to your nimble deity. 
So Hercules might challenge priority of us both, because bo can 
throw the bar farther, or lift more join’d stools at the arm’s end, 
than we. If this might carry it, then we, who have made the whole 
body of divinity tremble at the twang of our bow, and enforc’d 
Saturnius himself to lay by his curled front, thunder, and tliree- 
fork’d fires, and put on a masking suit, too light for a reveller of 
eighteen to be seen in 

Mtr. How now! my dancing braggart in decirno sexto/ charm 
your skipping tongue, or I’ll 

Cup. What! use the virtue of your snaky tip-staff there upon us? 

Mer. No, boy, but the smart vigour of my palm about your ears. 
You have forgot since I took your heels up into air, on the very 
hour I was born, in sight of all the bench of deities, when the silver 
roof of the Olympian palace rung again with applause of the fact. 

Cup. 0 no, I remember it freshly, and by a particular instance; 
for my mother Venus, at the same time, but stoop’d to embrace you, 
and, to speak by metaphor, you borrow’d a girdle of lier’s, as you 
did Jove’s sceptre wlule he was laughing; and would have done liis 
thunder too, but that ’twas too hot for your itching fingers. 

Mer. ’Tis well, sir. 

Cup. I heard, you but look’d in at Vulcan’s forge the other day, 
and entreated a pair of his new tongs along with you for company: 
’tis joy on you, i’ faith, that you mil keep your hook’d talons in 
practice with any thing. ’Slight now you are on earth, we shall 
have you filch spoons and candlesticks rather than fail; pray Jove 
the perfum’d courtiers keep their casting-bottles, pick-tooths, and 
shittle-cocks from you, or our more ordinary gallants their tobacco- 
boxes; for I am strangelj’ jealous of your nafis, 

Mer. Never trust me, Cupid, but you are turn’d a most acute 
gaUant of late ! the edge of my wit is clean token ofi with the fine 
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and Bubtilo stroke of yonr thin-ground tongue; you 6ght with too 
poignant a pliraso, for me to deal with. 

Cup. 0 Hermes, your craft cannot make me confident. I know 
my own steel to be almost spent, and tJierefore entreat my peace 
with you, in time: you are too cunning for me to encounter at 
length, and I think it my safest ward to close. 

Mer. Weil, for once. I’ll suffer you to win upon me. w^; but 
use not these strains too often, they’ll stretch my patience. \\ hither 

might you march, now? , , 

Cup. Faith, to recover thy good thoughts, 1 11 discover my whole 

proiect. The huntress and queen of these groves. Diana, in regard 
of some black and envious slanders hourly breathed apinst her, 
for her divine justice on Acteon, as she pretends, hath here m the 
vale of Garcaphic, proclaim’d a solemn revels, which (her godhead 
put off) she will descend to grace, with the full and royal expense 
of one of her clearest moons: in which time it shall be lawful for all 
sorts of ingenious persons to visit her pala^, to court 
to exercise all variety of generous and noble Pf L 

intimate bow far she treads such malicious imputations ^e^^h her, 
Z also to shew how clear her beauties are from the least wnnkle of 

austerity they may be charged 

Mer. But, what is all this to Cupid? j the 

Cup Here do I mean to put off the title of a ^ arSf 
habit of a page, in wliich dU^ise, during the mtenm o^h®so revris^ 

I will get to follow some one of Dianas maids, nhere, ^ , 
LTd and my shafU Hy but with half the willingness and aim they 

are directed,^! doubt not but I shall really redcero the f 

lost, hy their so long and over mce proscription of my deity 

their court. , , . 

Mer. Pursue it, divine Cupid, it will bo rare. 

Cup. But will Hermes second me? from my 

,u- = s.ci™r. ?K' “ 

offers it.self. [Exit. 

Cup. Well, then we part. 

3fer. Farewell, good wag. 

Now to my charge. — Echo, fair Echo, spea , 

TLs Alcrcu^ that calls thee; sorrowful nymph. 

?Sly cUrtt m^speech. thou may’st hear. 

Ec'luy. \belou>.) Here. 

Mer. So nigh ! 

f/*' Kmw, penile eoul, then I »m eent from Jovo. 

Who pitving the sad burthen of thy woes, 

Slir'g^S on thee, in thy want of words 
To vent thy passion for Narcissus death. 
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Commands, that now, after three thousand years, 

Which have been exercised in Juno’s spite, 

Thou take a corporal figure and ascend, 

Enrich’d with vocal and articulate power. 

Make haste, sad nymph, thrice shall my winged rod 
Strike the obsequious earth, to give thee way. 

Arise, and speak thy sorrows. Echo, rise. 

Here, by this fountain, where thy love did pine, 

\Miose memory lives fresh to vulgar fame. 

Shrink in this yellow flower, that bears his name. 

Echo, [oscenci^.] His name revives, and lifts me up fr^ra earth, 
0, which way shall I first convert myself, 

Or iu what mood shall I essay to speak, 

That, in a moment, I may be deliver’d 

Of the prodigious grief I go withal T 

See, see, the mourning fount, whose springs weep yet 

Th’ untimely fate of that too beauteous boy. 

That trophy of self-love, and spoil of nature, 

Who, now transform’d into this drooping flower, 

Hangs the repentant head, back from the stream. 

As if it wish’d, Would I had never look'd 
In Slick a flnUcring mirror / 0 Naroissus, 

Thou that wast once, and yet art, my Narcissus, 

Had Echo but been private with thy thouglits. 

She would have dropt away herself in tears. 

Till she had all turn'd water; that in her. 

As in a truer glass, thou might’st have gazed 
And seen thy beauties by more kind reflection. 

But self-love never yet could look on troth 
But with blear’d beams; slick flattery and she 
Are twin-born sisters, and so mix their eyes, 

As if you sever one, the other dice. 

Why did the gods give thee a heavenly form, 

And earthly thoughts to make thee proud of itT 
Why do I ask ? ’Tis now the known disease 
That beauty bath, to bear too deep a sense 
Of her own self-conceived excellence. 

0, hadst thou known the worth of heaven’s rich gifl^ 

Thou wouldst have turn’d it to a truer use, 

And not with starv’d and covetous ignorance, 

Pined in continual eyeing that bright gem. 

The glance whereof to others had been more. 

Than to thy famish’d mind the wide world’s store: 

So wretched is it to be merely rich 1 

Witness thy youth’s dear swwts here spent untasted, 

Like a fair taper, with his own flame wasted. 

^er. Echo, be brief, Saturnia is abroad, 

And if she hear, ehe’ll storm at Jove’s high will. 

Echo. I will, kind Mercnry, be brief as time. 
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Vouchsafe me, I may do him these last rites. 

But kiss hus flower, and sing some mourning strain 
Over his wat’ry hearse. 

3/er. Thou dost obtain: 

I were no son to Jove, should 1 deny thee, 

Begin, and more to grace thy cunning voice, 

The humorous air .shall mix her solemn tunes 
With thy sad words: strike, music, from the spheres, 

An ti with your golden raptures swell our ears. 

Echo [accompanied]. 

Slcnv, shto, fresh fount, keep time with my salt tears > 
Yet, slower, yet ; 0 faintly, gentle springs ; 

List to the heavy part the music bears, 

Woe weeps out her division, when she sings. 

Droop herbs and powers. 

Fall grief and showers. 

Our beauties are not ours ; 

0, I could still. 

Like melting snow upon some craggy kill. 

Drop, drop, drop, drop. 

Since nature's pride is now a wither'd daffodil.^ 


3/er. Now, have you done? 

Echo. Done presently, good Hermes: bide a httle; 
Suffer my thirsty eye to gaze awlule. 

But e’en to taste the place, and I am vanish d. 

Mer. Forego thy use and liberty of tongue. 

And thou mayst dwell on earth, and sport thee there. 

Echo. Here young Acteon fell, pursued and toru 
By Cyntliia’s wrath, more eager than his hounds; 

And here— ah me, the place is fatal!— see 

The weeping Niobe, translated hither 

From Pbrj'gian mountains; and by Phmbe reard. 

As the proud trophy of her sharp revenge. 

Mer. Nay, but hear— . , 1 , i .. 

Echo But here, O here, the fountain of self-love. 

In which Latona, and her careless nymphs. 

Regardless of my sorrows, bathe themselves 

In hourlv pleasures. 

3/cr. Stint thy babbling tongue! 

Fond Echo, thou profan’st the grace is done thee. 

So idle worldlings merely made of voice. 

Censure the powers above them. ^^^7' 

foTclws thL hence; and his will 

Echo. 0, stay: I have but one poor thought to clotne 

In airy garments, and then, faith, I go. 

Henceforth, thou treacherous and murdenng spnng, 

Be ever call’d the fountain of self-love: 
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And with thy water let this curse remain. 

As an inseparate plague, that who but taste 
A drop thereof, may, with the instant touch. 

Grow dotingly enamour’d on themselves. 

Now, Hermes, 1 have 6nish’d. 

Mer. Theu thy speech 
Must here forsake thee. Echo, and thy voice, 

As it was wont, rebound but the last words. 

Farewell. 

Echo, {retiring.'] Well. 

Mer. Now, Cupid, I am for you, and your mirth. 

To make me light before I leave the earth. 

Enter Amorphus, hastihj. 

Amo. Dear spark of beauty, make not so fast away. 

Echo. Away. 

Mer. Stay, let mo observe this portent yet. 

Amo. I am neither your Minotaur, nor your Centaur, nor your 
satyr, nor your hy»na, nor your babion, but your mere traveller, 
believe mo. 

Echo, Leave me. 

Mer. I guess'd it sliould be some travelling motion pursued 
Echo so. 


Amo. Know you from whom you fly ? or whence? 

Echo. Hence. [Ezit. 

Amo. This is somewhat above strange: A nymph of her feature 
and lineament, to be so preposterously rude! well, I will but cool 
myself at yon spring, and follow her. 

Mer. Nay, then, I am familiar >vith the issue: FIJ leave you too. 


[Exit. 

Amor. I am a rhinoceros, if 1 had thought a oreature of her 
symmetry could have dared so improportionable and abrupt a 
digression. — Liberal and divine fount, suffer my profane hand to 
take of thy bounties. [Takes vp some of the uvter.] By the purity of 
my taste, here is most ambrosiac water; I will sup of it again. By 
thy favour, sweet fount. See, the water, a more running, subtile, 
and humorous nymph than she, permits me to touch, and handle 
her. What should I infer ? if my behaviours had been of a cheap 
or customary garb; my accent or phrase vulgar; my garmente 
trite; my countenance illiterate, or unpractised in the encounter 
of a beautiful and brave attired piece; then 1 might, with some 
change of colour, have suspected my faculties: But, knowing myself 
an ^nce so sublimated and refined by travel; of so studied and 
weU eprcised a gesture; so alone in fashion; able to render the 
face of any statesman Hving; and to speak the mere extraction of 
language, one that hath now made the sixth return upon venture* 
and WM your first that ever enrich’d his country with the true laws 
of the ducUo; whose optics have drunk the spirit of beauty in some 
eight score and eighteen prince’s courts, where I have reSded and 
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boon there fortunate in the amoors of three hundred and forty and 
five ladies, all noblv. if not princely descended; whose names 1 
have in catalogue: to conclude, iu all ao happy, aa even admiration 
herself doth seem to fasten her kisses upon me:— certes. 1 do neitber 
see. nor feel, nor taste, nor savour the least steam or fume of a 
reason, that should invite this foolish, fastidious nymph, so peevishly 
to abandon mo. Well let the memory of her fleet into air; my 
thoughts and I am for this other element, water. 


Enltr Cbites and AsoTua. 

Cri. What, the well dieted Amorphua become a water drinker I 
I see he means not to write verses then. 

No, Crites! why? 

Cri. Because 

Nnlla placere diu, nec vivere carmtna possunl, 

Qu^ scribuntur aqucB potoribus. 

Amo. What say you to your Helicon? 

Crt O. the Muses’ well I that’s ever excepted. 

Amo. Sir, your Muses have no such water I a^ure yon; yo 
nectar, or the juice of your nepenthe, is nothing to it, t.s above 

wLa^a that. sirT may I ba ao audacioua to 

A kind of Greek wine 1 have met with, sir, in my travels; 
it aamL thal u-saally d.ank, in tl.s composure of 

Tbit Vbe WpS' if we may cretbt Lucian 

who in to incomio alHrma. be never drunk but 

water in any of his compositions. t ^riW believe mine 

owlTravKJ^e aWe ll^orE^pe, ^He'‘do\b fe«i you 

Amo. I assure you it was ^ nuthenUcally from the 

i !?e.^^Srbo‘;i‘,r%t°nr?o^^ .ou ere 

r.f >^s ^on to the late deceased Philargyrus^ die citiven. 

aL Waf^'ather of any eminent place or means? 

Cri. He was to have been praitor next > ^ he 

Amo. Ha! a pretty you, Crites. vou may say 

is not more genteelly P’^S*^‘thougb I affect not popularit>', yet 
to him whatl am. d you p ease, thougn i ^^‘^^hsafe to call 

1 would loth to stand out to any, whom y 

friend. _ , t ttrrnnff to vouT BufficicDcios in the report- 

Gri. Sir, I fear I may do wrong to your s yonrsclf can best 

S„rtLn^'°y?S toiT»r?ed eome^araiogue or to 


Cynthia’s Revels i6i 

of your faculties ready drawn, which you would request me to show 
him for yon, and him to take notice ol 

Amo. This Crites is sour: will think, sir. 

Cfi. Do 60 , sir. — 0 heaven! that anything in the likeness of man 
should suffer these rack’d extremities, for the uttering of his 
sophisticate good parts. {Asidt. 

Aso. Crites, I have a suit to you; but you must not deny mo; 
pray you make this gentleman and I friends. 

Cri. Friends! why, is there any difference between youT 

Aso. No; I mean acquaintance, to know one another. 

Cri. 0, now I apprehend you; your phrase was without me 
before. 

/i 5 o. In good faith, he’s a most excellent rare man, I warrant him. 

Cri. ’Slight, they are mutually enamour’d by this time. [Aside. 

Aso. Will you, sweet Crites f 

Cri. Yes, yes. 

Aso. Nay, but when? you’ll defer it now, and forget It. 

Cri. Why, is it a thing of such present necessity, that ft requires 
so violent a dispatch I 

Aso. No, but would I might never stir, he’s a most ravishing maul 
Good Crites, you shall endear me to yon. In good faith; la! 

Cri. Well, your longing shall be satisfied, air. 

Aso. And withal, you may tell him what my faUier was, and how 
well he left me, and that I am his heir. 

Cri. Leave it to me, I’ll forget none of your dear graces, I warrant 
you. 

Aso. Nay, 1 know yon can better marshal these affairs than I 

can 0 gods I I’d give all the world, if I had it, for aboodance of 

such acquaintance. 

Crt. What ridiculous circumstance might I dovise now to bestow 
this reciprocal brace of butterflies one upon another? [Aside, 

Amo. Since I trod on this aide the Alps, I was not so frozen 
in my invention. Let me see: to accost him with some choice 
remnant of Spanish, or Italian! that would indifferently express 
my languages now: marry, then, if he shall fall out to be ignorant, 
it were both hard and harsh. How else? step into some ragioni del 
s(a(o, and bo make my induction! that were above him too; and 
out of his element, I fear. Feign to have seen him in Venioe or 
Padua! or some face near his in similitude! ’tis too pointed and 
open. No, it must be a more quaint and collateral device, oa- 
stay; to frame some encomicstic speech upon this our metropolis, 
or the wise magistrates thereof, in which politic number, ’tis odds 
but his father fill’d up a room ? descend into a particular admiration 
of their justice, for the due measuring of coals, burning of cans, and 
such like? as also their religion, in pulling down a superatitious 
cross, and advaixting a Venus, or Priapus, in place of it? ha! ’twill 
do well. Or to talk of some hospital, whose walls record hie father 
a benefactor? or of so many buckets bestow’d on his pari^ church 
m his lifetime, with his name at length, for want of ama. trickt upon 
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them? any of these. Or to praise the cleanne^ of the street 
wherein he dwelt? or the provident painting of his posts, against 
be should have been pra-tor? or, leaving Im parent, come to some 
special ornament about himself, as his rapier, or some other of his 
accoutrements? I have it: thanks, gracious Minerva! 

Aso. Would I had but once spoke to him, and then He comes 

to me! , , , , . 

Anw. ’Tis a most curious and neatly wrought band this same, as 

I have seen, sir. 

Aso. 0 lord, sir! . , • 

Amo. You forgive the humour of mine eye, m observing it. 

Cri. His eve waters after it, it seems. 

Aso. 0 lord, sir! there needs no such apology, I a^ure you. 

Cri. I am outicipated; they’ll make a solemn deed of o* 

themselves, you shall see. , „ • i ^ 

Amo. Your riband too does most gracefully in troth. 

Aso ’Tis the most genteel and received wear now, sir. 

Amo. Believe me, sir, I speak it not to humour you-I 
seen a young gentleman, generally, put on his clothes wit 

judgment. 

Aso. 0, ’tis your pleasure to say so, sir. 

.4 mo. No, as I am virtuous, being altogether untravcll d, 
strilces me into wonder. 

Aso. I do purpose to travel, sir, at spri^. -mirs 

Amo. I tliink X shaU affect you, sir. This lost speech of yours 

hath begun to moke you dear to me. . , 

Aso. 0 lord, sir! I would there wore any thing in j 

might appear worthy the least worthiness of more than 

protest, sir, I should endeavour to shew it, sir, with 

common regard, sir. {Aside. 

Cri. 0, here’s rare motley, sir. nlUtiful 

Amo. Both your desert, and your endeavours are 

suspect them not: but your sweet disposition to trav h i 
yoi hath made you another myself m mine eye, and str 

enamour’d on your beauties. rranes for vour sake, sir! 

.^450. I would I were the fairest lady of rrance lor y 

and yet I would travel too. . believe it, 

.4mo. 0. you should digress from Italian says. 

your travel is your only thing that 

vi rendi pronlo all' altioni, make.s you fit for action. 

Aso. I think it be great charge though. that goes private, 

Anu,. Charge! why 'tie nothmg all time. 

^„STaliL\Tll%a7h"\f;fSt e7e«hn,ly. ’tU ee 

'’’7riy,“™U“t‘ra it coat me eight crown, 

but tills morning. 

Amo. After your French account? 

Aso. Yes, air. 
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Cri. And so near his head! beshrow me, danpernus. \Afnde. 

Amo. A very pretty fashion, believe me, and a most novel kind 
of trim; your band is conceited tool 

Aso. Sir, it is all at your service. 

Amo. 0, pardon me. 

Aso. I beseech you, sir, if you please to wear it, you shall do me 
a most infinite grace. 

Cri. ’Slight, will he be prais’d out of his clothes? 

Aeo. By heaven, sir, 1 do notodcr it you after the Italian manner; 
I would you sliould conceive so of me. 

Anui. Sir, I shall fear to appear rude in denying your courtesies, 
especially being invited by so proper a distinction: May I pray your 
name, sir? 

Aao. My name is Asotus, sir. 

Amo. 1 take your love, gentle Asotus; but let me win you to 
receive this, in exchange— {They exchange beavers. 

Cri. Heart! they’ll change doublets anon. [Aside. 

Amo. And, from this time esteem yourself in the first rank of 
those few whom I profess to love. What make you in company of 
this scholar here? I will bring you known to gallants, os Anaidee 
of the ordinary, Hedon the courtier, and others, whose society shall 
render you graced and respected: this is a trivial fellow, too moan, 
too cheap, too coarse for you to converse with. 

Aso. ’Slid, this is not worth a crown, and mine cost me eight but 
this morning. 

Cri. I looked when he would repent him, be has begun to be sad 
a good while. 

Amo. Sir, shall I say to you for that bat ? Be not so sad, be not 
so sad: It is a relic I could not so easily have departed with, but 
as the hieroglyphic of my affection; you shall alter it to what form 
you please, it will take any block; I have received it varied on 
record to the three thousandth time, and not so few: It hath these 
virtues beside: your head shall not ache under it, nor your brain 
leave you, without license; it will preserve your complexion to 
eternity; for no beam of the sun, should you wear it under zona 
torrida. hath power to approach it by two ells. It is proof against 
thunder, and enchantment; and was given me by a great man in 
Russia, as an especial prized present; and constantly affirm’d to 
be the hat that accompanied iko politic Ulysses in his tedious and 
ten years’ travels. 

Aso. By Jove, I will not depart withal, whosoever would eive me 
a million. ® 

Enter Cos ond Prosaites. 


Cos. f^ve you, sweet bloods I does any of you want a creature or 
a dependent? ' 

Cri. Beshrew me, a fine blunt slave! 

timber! it wiU now be my grace to entertain 

though I cashier him again in private.— How art thou 
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Co9. Cos, sir, Cos. 

Cri. Cos ! how happily hath fortune furnish’d him with a whet- 
stone? 

Amo. I do entertain you, Cos; conceal your quahty till we be 
private; if your parts be worthy of me, I will countenance you; if 
not, catechise you. — Gentles, shall we go? 

Aso. Suy, sir: I’ll but entertain tliis other fellow, and then — - 
I have a great humour to taste of this water too, but I’ll come again 

alone for that mark the place.— What’s your name, youth? 

Pros. Prosaites, sir. 

Aso. Prosaites! a very fine name; Crites, is it not? 

Cri. Yes, and a very ancient one, sir, the Beggar. 

Aso. Follow me, good Prosaites; let’s talk. [Exeunt all oxU Criles, 
Cri. He will rank even with you, ere’t be long, 

If you hold on your course. 0, vanity. 

How are thy painted beauties doted on. 

By light and empty idiots! how pursued 
W'ith open and extended appetite! 

How they do sweat, and run themselves from breath. 

Raised on their toes, to catch thy airy forms. 

Still turning giclcly» till they reel like dntnkards, 

That buy the merry madness of one hour 
With the long irksomeness of following time. 

O, how despised and base a thing is man, 

If be not strive t’erect his grovelling thoughts 
Above the strain of fleeh! but how more cheap, 

When, ov’n his best and understanding part, 

The crown and strength of all his faculties, 

Floats, like a dead drown’d body, on the stream 
Of vulgar humour, mixt with common’st dregs! 

I suffer for their guilt now, and my soul, 

Like one that looks on ill-affected ey«. 

Is hurt with mere intention on their follies. 

V\Tiy will I view them then, my sense might ask mo T 

Or is’t a rarity, or some new object. 

That strains mv strict observance to pomt . 

0. would it were! therein I could afford 
My spirit should <lraw a little near to theirs. 

To gaze on novelties; so vice were one. 

Tut! she is stale, rank, foul; and not 

That those that woo her greet her with 5* » 

In sniuht of all th* imi.osture3, puinfmp. dni£. 

WlS her bawd, Cu.t'.rm, dawbs her cheek, rvnhal. 

She would betray her lolh’d 

And fright the enamour d doUrds from thorns 

But such is the perverseness of our nature. 

That if we once but fancy levity, 

How antic and rkliculous soe’er 

It suit with us. yet will our muffled thought 
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Choo8& rather not to see it, than avoid it: 

And if we can but banish our own sense. 

We act our mimic tricks with tliat free license, 

That lust, that pleasure, that aecurity, 

As if we practised in a paste-board case, ^ 

And no one saw the motion, but the motion- 
Well, check thy passion, lest it grow too loud: 

While fools are pitied, they wax fat and proud. 

ACT II 

SCENE I. — The C&urt. 

Enter Cupid and Meecuby, disyuised as Pages. 

Cup. Why, this was most unexpectedly followed, my divine 
delicate Mercury; by the beard of Jove, thou art a precious deity. 

Mer. Nay, Cupid, leave to speak improper^; since we are tumM 
cracks, let’s study to be like cracks; practise their language and 
behaviours, and not mth a dead imitation; Act freely, carelessly, 
and capriciously, as if our veins ran with quicksilver, and not utter 
a phrase, but what shall come forth steep’d in the very brine of 
conceit, and sparkle like salt in fire. 

Cup. That’s not every one’s happiness, Hermes: Though you 
can presume upon the easiness and dexterity of your wit, you 
shall give me leave to be a little jealous of mine; and not desperately 
to hazard it after your capering humour. 

Mer. Nay, then, Cupid, I think we must have you hood-wink’d 
again; for you are grown too provident since yo\ir eyes were at 
liberty. 

Cup. Not so, Mercury, I am still blind Cupid to thee. 

if er. And what to the lady nymph you serve t 

Cup. Troth, page, boy, and sirrah: these are all my titles. 

ifer. Then thou hast not altered thy name, with thy disguise? 

Cup. 0, no, that had been supererogation; you shall never hear 
your courtier call but by one of these three. 

Mer. Faith, then boto our fortunes are the same. 

Cup. Why, what parcel of man bast thou lighted on for a master? 

Mer. Such a one as, before I begin to decipher him, 1 dare not 
affirm to be any thing less than a courtier. So much he is during 
this open time of revels, and would be longer, but that his means 
are to leave him shortly after. His name is Hedon, a gallant wholly 
consecrated to liis pleasures. 

Cup. Hedon ! he uses much to my lady^s chamber, I think. 

Her. How is slie call’d, and then I can shew thee ? 

Cup. Madam Philautia. 

ifer. 0 ay, he affects her very particularly indeed. Theee are 
his graces. He doth (besides me) keep a barber and a monkey; be 
has a rich wrought waiatooat to entertain his visitants in, with a 

G 489 
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cap almost suitable. His curtains and bedding are thought to be 
his own; his batliing-tub is not suspected. He loves to have a 
fencer, a pedant, and a musician seen in lus lodging a*mormngs. 

Cup. And not a poet? 

Mcr. Fie, no: himself is a rhymer, and that’s thought better 
than a poet. He is not lightly within to his mercer, no. though he 
come when he takes physic, which is commonly after his play. He 
beats a tailor very well, but a stocking-seller admirably: and so 
consequently any one he owes money to, that dares not resist him. 
He never makes general invitement, but against the publishing of 
a new suit; marry, then you shall have more drawn to his lodging, 
than come to the launching of some three ships; especially if he be 
furnish’d with supplies for the retiring of his old wardrobe from 
pawn: if not, he does hire a stock of apparel, and some forty or fifty 
pound in gold, for that forenoon, to shew. He is thought a very 
necessary perfume for the presence, and for that only cause welcome 
thither: six milliners’ shops afford you not the like scent. He 
courts ladies with how many great horse he hath rid that morning, 
or how oft he hath done the whole, or half the pommado in a 
seven-night before: and sometime ventures so far upon the virtue of 
his pomander, that he dares tell ’em how many shirts ho baa sweat 
at tennis that week; but wisely conceals so many dozen of balls 
he is on the score. Here be cames, that is all this. 


Enter Hedo:^, Anaides, and Gelaia. 

Red. Boy! 

Mer. Sir. 

Red. Are any of the ladies in the presence? 

Mer. None yet, sir. 

Red. Give me some gold, — more. 

Ana. Is that thy boy, Hedon? 

Red. Ay, what think’st thou of him ? 

Ana. I’d geld him; I warrant he has the philosophers stone. 
Red. Well said, my good melancholy devil: sirrah, I have devised 
one or two of the prettiest oaths, this morning in my bed. as ever 
thou heard’st, to protest withal in the presence. 

Ana. Prithee, let’s hear them. 

’ll o.th, than I know how 

^H^'^FaTthl^nr''is. By the Up of your ear, sujeet lady. Is it not 

\t.Tor^he person ’tis applied to. a lady. It should be 

*^^M."N7y, the other is better, exceeds it much: the 

farther fet too. By the white valley that lus between the alptne htlh> 

of your bosom, I protest.— 

Ana. Well, you travel! d for that, Hedon. 
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Mer. Ay, in a map, where his eyes were but blind guides to his 

understanding, it seems. 

Hed. And then 1 have a salutation will mck all, by this caper. 


bay! 

Ana. How is that ? . „ j u 

Red You know I call madam Philautia, my Honour; and she 
calls me, her Ambition. Now, when I meet her in the presence anon, 

I will come to her, and say, StDe£i Honour, I have hitliorto contented 
my eerue with the lUies of your hand, but now 1 unU tasU the rosu of 
your lip ; and, withal, kiss her: to which she cannot but blushmg 
answer. Nay, note you are too ambitious. And then do I reply: / 
cannot be too Ambitious of Honour, sweet lady. Will’t not be good ? 
ha? ha? 

Ana. 0, assure your soul. 

Hed. By heaven, I think ’twill be excellent: end a very poUtic 
achievement of a kiss. 

Ana. I have thought upon one for Moria of a sudden too, u it take. 
Hed. Whatis’t, my dear Invention? 

Ana. Many, I will come to her, (and she always wears a muff, if 
you be remembered,) and I will tell her, Madam, your whole self 
cannot but be perfectly wise ; for your hands have wit enough to keep 
themselves ujarnv. 

Hed. Now, before Jove, admirable! {Qelaia laughs.] Look, thy 
page takes it^ too. By Phoebus, my sweet facetious rascal, I could 
eat water-gruel with thee a month for this jest, my dear rogue. 

Ana. 0, Hercules, ’tL your only dish; above all your potatoes or 
oyster -pies in the world. 

Hed. 1 have ruminated upon a most rare wish too, and the 
prophecy to it; but I’ll have some friend to be the prophet; as 
thus: I do wish myself one of my mistress’s cioppini. Another 
demands. Why would ho be one of his mistress’s cioppini? a third 
answers. Because he would make her higher: a fourth shall say. 
That will make her proud: and a fifth shall conclude. Then do I 
prophesy pride will have a fall;— and be shall give it her. 

Ana. I will be your prophet Qods so, it will be most exquisite; 
thou art a fine inventious rogue, sirrah. 

Hed. Nay, and 1 have posies for rings, too, and riddles that they 
dream not of. 

Ana. Tut, they’U do that, when they come to sleep on them, 
time enough: But were thy devices never in the presence yet, 
Hedon? 

Hed. 0, no, I disdain that 

Ana. ’^ere good we went afore then, and brought them ac- 
quainted with the room where they shall act, lest the strangeness of 
it put them out of countenance, when they should come forth. 

[Exeunt Hedon and Anaides. 

Cup. Is that a courtier, too 7 

Mer. Troth, no; he has two essential parts of the courtier, pride 
and ignorance; marry, the rest come somewhat after the ordinary 



1 68 Ben Jonson’s Plays 

gallant. ’Tis Impudence itself, Anaides; one that speaks ail tliat 
comes in his cheeks, and will blush no more than a sackbut He 
lightly occupies the jester’s room at the table, and keeps laughter, 
Gelaia, a wench in page's attire, following him in place of a squire, 
whom he now and then tickles with some strange rklicnlous stuff, 
utter’d as his land came to him, by chance. He will censure or 
discourse of any thing, but as absurdly as you would wish. His 
fashion is not to take knowletlge of bdm that is beneath him in 
clothes. He ne^'er drinks below the salt. Ho does naturally 
admire his wit that wears gold lace, or tissue: stabs any man that 
speaks more contemptibly of the scholar than be. He is a great 
proficient in all the illiberal sciences, as clieating, drinking, swagger* 
ing, whoring, and such like: never kneels but to pledge healths, 
nor prays but for a pipe of pudding-tobacco. He will blaspheme in 
his shirt. The oaths which he vomits at one supper would maintain 
a town of garrison in good swearing a twelvemonth. One other 
genuine quality ho has which crowns all these, and that is this: to 
a friend in w’ant, he will not depart with the weight of o soldered 
groat, lost tho world might censure him prodigal, or report him a 
gull: marry, to his cockatrice or punquetto, half a dozen taffata 
gowns or satin kirtlcs in a pair or two of months, why, they are 
nothing. 

Cup. I commend him, he is one of my clionl.<». 

[They retire to the back of the stage. 

Enter Amorphos, Asotus, and Cos. 

Amo. Come, sir. You are now within regard of the presence, and 
SCO. tlio privacy of tlfis room how sweetly it offers itself to our 
rotireil intendmonU.— Page, cast a vigilant and enquiring eye about, 
that we bo not rudely surprised by the approach of some ruder 


stranger. 


Cos. I warrant you. sir. I’ll tell you when tho wolf enters, fear 

notliiiig. . . .L- 

Mer. 0 what a mass of benefit shall we possess, in bemg me 

invisible sncctators of this strange show now to be acted 1 
Amo. Pla.nt yourself tliero. sir; and observe mo. 
as weU be the ocular, jvs the oar-witnesa. how clc.u-lv I can refol mat 
para.lox, or rather pseudodox. of tlioso. wlii. li hold the face to be 
the index of the mind, which. I assure you. is not so 
creature: for instance; I will now give you the 
di.stinct face of every your most noted spoci^ of Pera‘’n;; “ 
merchant, your scholar, your soldier, your lawyer. 
and each of these so truly, os you would swear, but that yom > 
.Ludl .seo the variation of the lineament, it were my most proper^ ‘ 
genuine aspect. First, for y.ur merchant, or ^ 

.a dull. plod.Ui.g face, still looking in a direct hue. 
no great matter in this face. Then have you your «tudf^ « 
aoadc.nio face, which is hero an honest, simple. j 

face- l.ut somewhat more spread than tho former. Tho tbinl 
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vour soldier's fa^e, a menacing and astounding face, that looks 
broad and big: the grace of his face consistetb much in a beard. 
The anti-face to this, is vour lawyer’s face, a continctcd. subtile, 
and intricate face, full of quirks and turnings, a labyrmihMn face, 
now angularly, now circularly, eveiy way aq-ccted. /^ext U ^ 
statist’s face, a serious, solemn, and supercilioiu face, full of fomal 
and square gravity ; the eye, for the most part, deeply and arlificia ly 
shadow’d: there is great judgment required m the making of this 
face But now, to come to your face of faces, or courtier s face; 
■tis of three sorts, according to our subdivisioa of a courtier, ele- 
mentary, practic, and thooric. Your courtiei theonc, is he that 
hath arrived to hL farthest, and doth now know the court rather 
by speculation than practice; and this ia his face: a fastidious and 
oblique face; that looks as it went with a vice, and were screw’d 
thus Your courtier practic, ia he that is yet in his path, his course, 
his way, and hath not touch’d the punctilio or point o£ his hopes; 
his face is here: a most promising, open, smooth, and overflowing 
face, that seems as it would run and pour itself into you: somewhat 
a northerly face. Your courtier elementary, is one but newly 
enter’d, or as it were in the alphabet, or ut-re^mi-fa-sol-la of court- 
ship. Note well this face, for it is this you must practise. 

Aso. ril practise them all, if you please, sir. 

i4»no. Ay, hereafter you may: and it will not bo altogether an 
ungrateful study. For, let your soul be assured of this, in any 
rank or profession whatever, the more general or major part of 
opinion goes with the face and simply respects nothing else. There- 
fore, if that can be made exactly, curiously, exquisitely, thorouglily, 
it is enough: but for the present you shall only apply yourself to 
this face of the elementary courtier, a light, revelling, and protesting 
face, now blushing, now smiling, which you may help much with a 
wanton wagging of your head, thus, (a feather will teach you,) or 
with kissing your finger that hath the ruby, or playing with some 
string of your band, which is a most quaint kind of melancholy 
besides: or, if among ladies, laughing bud, and crying up your own 
wit, though perhaps borrow’d, it is not amiss. Where is your page! 
call for your casting-bottle, and place your mirror in your hat, as 
I told you: so! Como, look not pale, observe me, set your face, 
and enter. 

Her. 0, for some excellent painter, to have taken the copy of all 
these faces! [Aside, 

Aso. Prosaiteel 

Amo, Fiel I premonish yon ot that: in the court, boy. lacquey, 
or sirrah. 

Coa. bfaster, lupus in — 


•0, 'tis Prosaitca. 


Enter Prosaitss. 

Aso. Sirrah, prepare my casting-bottle; I think I must be 
enforced to purchase me another page; you see how at liand Goa 
waits hem [Exeunt ilmorp/ivs, dsoius, Cos, asid Prosaites, 
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Met. So will he too, in time. 

Cup. What’a he, Mercury? 

Mtr. A notable smelt. One that hath newly entertain’d the 
be^ar to follow him. but cannot get him to wait near enough. 
’Tis Asotus, the heir of Philargynis; but first I’ll give ye the other’s 
character, which may make his the clearer. He that is with him 
is Amorphus, a traveller, one so made out of the mixture of shreds 
of forms, that himself is truly deform’d. He walks most commonly 
with a clove or pick-tooth in his mouth, he is the very mint of 
compliment, all his behaviours are printed, his face is another 
Tolui&6 of essays, snd his beard is an Aristarchus. Hs spsaks all 
creaoi skioini^d, and more affected than a dozen waiting women. 
He is his own promoter in every place. The wife of 
gives him his diet to maintain her table in discourse; which, inde^. 
is a mere tyranny over her other guests, for he will usurp all the 
talk- ton constables are not so t^ous. He is no great shifter; 
once a year his apparel is ready to revolt. He doth use much to 
arbitrate quarrels, and fights himself, exceeding wel , out at a 
window. He wiU lie cheaper than any beggar, and louder than 
most clocks; for which he is right properly accommoda^ to the 
Wlietstone, his page. The other gallant is his zany, and doth most 
of these tricks after him; sweats to imitate him in every thing to a 
hair, except a beard, wliich is not yet extent He doth 
make strange sances. to eat anchovies, maccarom, bovoh. ta^oM. 
and caviare, because he loves them; spea^ as he speak^ look^ 
walks, goes so in clothes and fashion: is in all as if he were mouldy 
of him. Marry, before they met, he had other ve^ pr J 
sufficiencies, which yet he retains some light 

frequenting a dancing-school, and “‘a, fS 

with mquisition after his grace in his galliard. He bms » 
acquaintance at any rate. His eyes and his 
toother as he goes in the street. He tre^e nicely like the fello 

that walks upon ropes, especially the first Sunday [jf ^ ^ 
ings; and when he is most neat and new, you shall stnp him wiin 

commendations. irritu vasses over the stage. 

Cup. Here comes another. ^.1 r«iinw weiizhs 

Mer. Ay, but one of another strain, Cupid; this fell g 

Bomewhat. 

Cup* His name, Hermes? . / *. AirrinA temncr: 

PrifAft A creature of a most perfect and divi ui /Mif 

onf. Tn w"hr .h/wou. and 

but in alf»o composed .nd ordered, M it ■“ "“de him. 

«,me full work, she did more than m^ke a mau 

h“°S “,‘tittr‘'3r:tHV« rather^t^b^hat wM^h meu 
he 'ai“e^« rt'« ehew it” S^SlI thidr aud apeak hia thought both 
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freelv- but as distant from depraving another man s ment, as 
procfaiming Ms own. For hU valour, ’tis sucli. 

Uttle to offer any injury as receive one. In sum, he hath a most 
ingenuous and sweet spirit, a sharp and season d ^t. » straight 
judgment and a strong mind. Fortune could never break him, nor 
make him less. He counts it his pleasure to despise pleasures, and 
is more delighted with good deeds than goods. It is a competency 
to him that he can be virtuous. He doth neither covet nor fwr, 
he hath too much reason to do either; and that commends all things 


to him. , , . 

Cuv. Not better than Mercury commends him. 

0, Cupid, ’tis beyond my deity to give him Ms due praises: 
I could leave my place in heaven to live among mortals, so I were 
sure to be no other than he. 

Cup. ’Slight, I believe he is your minion, you seem to be so 

ravish’d with him. , , , , . ^ 

3fer. He’s one I would not have a wry thought darted against. 

Cup. No, but a straight shaft in his bosom I’ll promise him, if I 

am Cytherea’s son. 

J/er. Shall we go, Cupid? 

Cup. Stay, and see the ladies now; they 11 come presently. 1 11 

help to paint them. „ . . .„ 

her. What, lay colour upon colour 1 that affords but an ill 

blazon. 

Cup. Here comes metal to help it, the lady Argunon. 

\Argurion passes over (he stage. 


Mer. Money, money. 

Cup. The same. A njTnph of a most wandering and giddy 
disposition, humorous as the air, she’ll run from gallant to gallant, 
as they sit at primero In the presence, most strangely, and seldom 
stays with any. She spreads as she goes. To-day you shall have 
her look as clear and fresh as the morning, and to-morrow as 
melancholic as midnight. She takes special pleasure in a close 
obscure lodging, and for that cause visits the city so often, where 
she has many secret true concealing favourites. When she comes 
abroad, she’s more loose and scattering than dust, and will fly from 
place to place, as she were wrapped with a whirMind. Your young 
student, for the most part, she affects not, only salutes him, and 
away: a poet, nor a plmosopher, she is hardly brought to take any 
notice of; no, though he be some part of an alchemist. She loves 
a player well, and a lawyer infinitely; but your fool above all. She 
can do much in court for the obtaining of any suit whatsoever, no 
door but flies open to her, her presence is above a charm. The 
worst in her is want of keeping state, and too much descending into 
inferior and base offices; she’s for any coarse employment you will 
put upon her, as to be your procurer, or pander. 

Mer. Peace, Cupid, here comes more work for you, another 
character or two. 
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EnUr Phantaste, Moria, aTid Piulautia. 

Phi. Stay, sweet Philautin, I’ll but change my fan, and go 
prcacntly. 

Mor. Now, in very good serious, ladies, I will have this order 
revers’d, the presence must be better maintain’d from you: a 
quarter past eleven, and ne’er a nymph in prospective! Beshrew 
my hand, there must be a reform’d discipline. Is tliat your new 
ruff, sweet Iiuly-bird? By my troth, ’tis most intricately rare. 

Mer. Good Jove, what reverend gentlewoman in years might 
this boT 

Cup. 'Tis madam Moria, guardian of the nymphs; one that is 
not now to be persuaded of her wit; she will think herself wise 
against all the judgments that come. A lady made oil of voice and 
air, talks any thing of any thing. She is like one of yoi^ ignorant 
poetasters of the time, who, when they have got acquainted with 
a strange word, never rest till they have wning it in, though it 
loosen the whole fabric of their sense. 

Mtr. That was pretty and sharjily noted, Cupid. 

Cup. She will tell you, Philosophy was a fine reveller, when she 
was young, and a gallant, and that then, though she say it, she 
was thought to be the dame Dido and Helen of the court: as also, 
what a swoct dog she had this time four years, and how it 'wm 
called Fortune; and that, if the Fates had not cut his thread, he 
had been a dog to have given entertainment to any gallant m tms 
kingdom; and unless she had whelp'd it herself, she could not 
have lov^ a thing better in this world. 

Mer. 0. I pritliee no more; I am full of her. 

Cup. Yes, I must needs tell you she composes a sack-poMet wen: 
and would court a young page sweetly, but that her breath 

Now, her breath or something more strong protect me from 

her! The other, tho other. Cupid? u,,.;. she 

Cup. 0, that’s my lady and mistress, madam 

admires not herself for any one ^nd 

is fair, and she knows it; she has a pretty light 

she knows it; she can dance, and she a 

shuttle-cock. and that too: no quality she has. 

very particular knowledge of. and most lady-hko commendjt to yo 

Yoi shall have her at any time rwd you history of he^clf. an 

very subtilcly run over another l^y s suffic.enci^ to come 

own. She has a good superficial the opinion 

seem to have so in poetry. A most complete lady m tne oj 

h?w fu!S“you o.y quip to H=»ion. about the BarUtr! 

ExTo'e^bug witty and integrate, you did eo aggravate the 
*'' /’^*And did I not dance movingly tho last night t 
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Mn r. Movingly ! out of measure, in Iroth, sweet cnarge. 

Met. A happy commendation, to dance out of measure! 

Mor. Save only you wanted the swim in the turn: 0! when I 
was at fourteen 

Phi. Nay, that’s mine o%vn from any nymph in the court, I’m 
sure on’t; therefore you mistake me in that, guardian: both the 
smm and the trip are properly mine; every body will affirm it that 
has any judgment in dancing, 1 assure you. 

Pha. Come now, Philautia, I am for you; shall we go? 

Phi. Ay, good Phantaate: What! have you chang^ your head- 
tire? 

Pha. Yes, faith, the other was so near the common, it hod no 
extraordinary grace; besides, 1 had worn it almost a day, in good 
troth. 

Phi. I’ll be sworn, this is most excellent for the device, and rare; 
’tis after the Italian print wo look’d on t’other night. 

Pha. ’Tis so: by this fan, I cannot abide any t]ffing that savonrs 
the poor over-worn out, that has any kindred <with it; 1 must have 
variety, I: this mixing in fashion, I hate it worse than to burn 
juniper in my chamber, I protest. 

Phi. And yet we cannot have a new peculiar court^tire, btit'thcse 
retainers will have it; these suburb Sunday-woiters; these courtiers 
for high days; I know not what I should call ’em 

Ph^ 0, ay, they do most pitifully imitate; but 1 have a tire 
a coming, i’faith, shall 

Mor. In good certain, madam, it makes you look most heavenly; 
but, lay your hand on your heart, you never skinn’d a new beauty 
more prosperously in your life, nor more metaphysically: look, 
good lady; sweet lady, look. 

Phi. ’Tis very clear and well, believe me. But if you had sc en 
mine yesterday, when ’twaa young, you would hav e -Who’s your 
doctor, Phantaate? 

Pha. Nay, that’s counsel, Philautia; you shall pardon me: yet 
I’ll assure you he’s the most dainty, sweet, absolute, rare man of 
the whole college. 0 ! his very looks, liia discourse, his behaviour, 
all he does is physio, I protest. 

Phi. For heaven’s saie, his name, good dear Phantaste? 

Pha. No, no, no, no, no, no, beKeve mo, not for a million of 
heavens: I will not moke him cheap. Fie ■ - 

[Exewit PhantasU, Moria, and Philauiia. 

Cup. Tliere is a nymph too of a most carious and elaborate strain, 
light, all motion, an ubiquitary, she is every where, Phantaste 

M^. Her veiy name speaks her, let her pass. But are those 

^pid, the sUrs of Cynthia’s court? Do thcae nymphs attend unon 
Diana ? ^ 

Cup. They .are in her court, ilorcury, but not as stars- these 
never come m the presence of Cynthia. The nymphs that make 

f Plironesia, Thauma, and others 

of that high sort. These are priveUly brought in by Moria in this 

♦g 489 
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licentious time, against her knowledge: and, like bo many meteors, 
will vanish when she appears. 

EnUr l^BOSAiTES singing, fallowed bg Gelaia and Cos, with 

botUea. 

Come follow me, my wags, and say, as 1 say. 

There's no riches but in rags, hey day, hey day : 

You that ’profess this art, come aioay, come away. 

And help to bear a part. Hey day, hey day, etc. 

[Mprcury arid Cupid come forward. 
Mer. those that were our fellow pages but now, so soon 

preforr’d to be yeomen of the bottles! Tlie mysterj’, the mystery, 
good wags? 

Cup. Some diet-drink they have the guard of. 

Pro. No, sir, we are going in quest of a strange fountain, lately 

found out. 

Cup. By whom ? 

Cos. My master, or the great discoverer, Amorphus. 

Mer. Thou hast well entitled him, Cos, for he will discover all he 

knows. 

Qd. Ay, and a little more too, when the spirit is upon him. 

Pro. 0, the good travelling gentleman yonder has caused such a 
drought in the presence, with reporting the wonders of this new 
water, that all the ladies and gallants lie languishing upon the 
rushes, like so many pounded cattle in the midst of harves^ eiglung 
one to another, and gasping, as if each of them expectw a cock 
from the fountein to be brought into his mouth; and without we 
return quickly, they are all, as a youth would say, no better than a 
few trouts cast ashore, or a dish of eels in a sand-bng. 

Mer. Well then, you were best dispatch, and have a care of them. 
Come, Cupid, thou and I’ll go peruse this dry wonder. [Az«iw. 


ACT III 

SCENE l.—An AjxirtmerU at the Court. 

Enter Amorphus and Asorus. 

Amo Sir let not this discountenance or disgallant you a whit; 
JruBrnorsink under the firet disaater It is 
Lmuiatical courtier, aa tvith your neophyte ™ ^ 

raa'’H"dlnaidSrkrmoTe;r"«^^^^^^^ 

h r-,S' „ '!.f s 

provided the property we spake of at your chamber. 


Cynthia^s Revels I75 


Amo. Nay, I eatreat you, be not ao fiat and melancholic. 
your mind: you shall redeem this with the courtship I will teach 
you against the afternoon. Where eat you to-day ? 

Aso. mere you please, sir; any where, 1. 

Amo. Come, let us go and taste some bght dinner, a dish of sliced 
caviare, or so; and after, you shall practise an at your 
some few forms that I have recall’d. If you h^ but so far gathered 
your spirits to you, as to have taken up a rush when you were out 
and wagg’d it thus, or cleansed your teeth with it; or but turn d 
aside, a^ feign'd some business to whisper with your page, till you 
had recovered yourself, or but found some slight sUin m your 
stocking, or any other pretty invention, so it had been sudden, you 
might have come off viith a most clear and courtly grace. 

Aw. A poison of all ! I think I was forespoke, I. 

Amo. No, I must tell you, you are not audacious enough; you 
must frequent ordinaries a month more, to initiate yourself: in 
which time, it will not be amiss, if, in private, you keep good your 
acquaintance with Crites, or some other of his poor coat; visit his 
lodging secretly and often; become an earnest suitor to hear some 


of his labours. , x 

Aw. 0 Jove ! sir, I could never get him to read a line to me. 

Amo. You must then wisely mix yourself in rank with such as 
you know can; and, as your ears do meet ndth a new phrase, or an 
acute jest, take it in: a quick nimble memory will lift it away, and, 
at your next public meal, it is your own. 

Aw. But I shall never utter it perfectly, sir. 

Amo. No matter, let it come fame. In ordinary talk you shall 
play it away, as you do your light crowns at iirimero: it will pass. 

Aso. 1 shall attempt, sir. 

Amo. Do. It is your shifting age for wit, and, I assure you, men 
must be prudent. After this you may to court, and there fall in, 
first with the waiting-woman, then with the lady. Put case they 
do retain you there, as a fit property, to hire coaches some pair of 
months, or so; or to read them asleep in afternoons upon some 
pretty pamphlet, to breathe you; why, it shall in time embolden 
you to some farther achievement: in the interim, you may fashion 
yourself to be careless and impudent. 

Aso. How if they would have me to make verses T I heard 


Hedon spoke to for some. 

Amo. Why, you must prove the aptitude of your genius; if you 
find none, you must hearken out a vein, and buy; provided you 
pay for the silence as for the work, then you may securely call it 


your own. 

Aso. Yes, and I’ll give out my acquaintance with all the best 
writers, to countenance me the more. 

Amo. Rather seem not to know them, it is your best Ay, be 
wise, that you never so much as mention the name of one, nor 
remember it mentioned; but if they be offer’d to you in discourse. 
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shake your light head, make between a sad and a emUing face, 
pity some, rail at all, and commend yourself: ’tis your only safe 
and unsuspected coarse. Come, you shall look back upon the 
court again to-day, and be restored to your colours: I do now 
partly aim at the cause of your repulse— which was ominous indeed 
— for as you enter at the door, there U opposed to you the frame of 
a wolf in the hangings, which, surprising your eye suddenly, gave a 
false alarm to the heart; and that was it called your blood out of 
your face, and so routed the whole rank of your spirits: 1 beseech 
you labour to forget it. And remember, as I inculcated to you 
before, for your comfort, Hedon and Anaides. [Ezeuni. 


SCENE II. — A’lolhir Apartment in the same. 

Enter Hedok and Ax.^tdes. 

Hedon. Heart, was there ever so prosperous an invention thus 
unluckily perverted and spoiled by a whoreson book-worm, a 
oandJe-wastcr? 

A)ia. Nay, be not impatient. He^lon. 

Hed. ’Slight, I would fain know lus name. 

Ana. Hang him, poor grogan rascal! prithee think not of Him: 
rU send for him to my lodging, and have him blanketed when thou 
wilt. man. 

Ued. Ods so, I would thou couldst. Look, here ho comes. 


Enter CrtlTES, and tcalks in a musing posture at the back of 

the stage. 

Laugh at him, laugh at him; ha, ha, ha! , Ji 

Ana. Fough! be smells all lamp-oil mth studying by candle 

How confidently be went by us, and carelessly! Never 
moved, nor stirred at any thing! Did you observe lum? 

Ana. Ay, a po.x on him. let him go, dormouse; he is in a dream 
now. He has no other time to sleep, but thus when he walks abroad 

Hed. 'Sprecious. this afflicts mo more than all the rest, 
should so particularly direct our hate and contempt 
and he to carry it thus without wound or passion! tis 

Ana. ’Slid, my dear Envy, if thou but say st the word now, i II 

nndo him eternally for thee. 

2m. Mtny!'haif aKore of os got him in, one night, and make 

"‘«."i7w22,tVn“hMraS"nneeaaonableiestal BythiaheavM 
I wonder at nothing more than our gentlemen inhere that 

‘bet^r ^Ung^h 

the ailkoo di^osition of courtiers, than to let snob terrible 
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rags mix with us, able to fret any smooth or gentlo society to the 
threads with their rubbing devices. 

Ana. Unless ’twere Lent, Ember-weeks, or fasting days, when 
the place is most penuriously empty of all other good outsides. 

D n me, if I should adventure on his company once more, 

without a suit of bull to defend my will he does nothing but stab, 
the slave! IIow mischiovousiy he cross’d thy device of the 
prophecy, there? and Moria, she comes without her mud too, and 
there my invention was lust. 

lied. Well, I am resolved what I’ll do. 

.•l7w. What, my good spirituous spark? 

Ued. Marry, speak all the venom i can of him; and poison his 
reputation in every place where I come. 

Ana. ’Fore God, most courtly. 

iied. .\nd if I chance to be present where any question is made 
of his sufficiencies, or of any Dung he hath done private or public, 
I’ll censure it slightly and ridiculously. 

Ana. At any hand bewaro of that; so thou may'st draw thine 
own judgment in suspect. No, i’ll instruct thee what thou shalt do, 
and by a safer means: approve any Diing thou hearest of hi.s, to 
the received opinion of it; but if it be extraordinary, give it from 
him to some other whom thou more particularly alfcct’st; tliat's 
the way to plague lam, and he shall never come to defend liimsclf. 
’Slud, rU give out ail he does is dictated from other men, and swear 
it too, if thou’lt have mo, and that 1 know the time and place 
where he stole it, though my soul be guilty of no such thingj ami 
that I think, out of my heart, ho hates such barren shifts: yet to 
do thee a pleasure, and him a disgrace. I’ll damn myself, or do any 
thing. 

Hal. Grammercy, my dear devil; we’ll putitserioiisly in practice, 
i’faith. \_Ext\Lnt Hedon and AnaideA. 

Cri, [coming /onoard.] Do, good Detraction, do, and 1 the while 
Shall shake thy spigkt oQ with a careless smile. 

Poor piteous gallants! what lean idle slights 
Their thoughts suggest to flatter tlieir starv'd hopes I 
.As if I knew not how to entertain 
These straw-devices; but, of force must yield 
To the weak stroke of their calumnious tongues. 

What should I care what every dor doth buz 
In credulous ears 7 It is a crown to me 
That the best judgments can report me wrong’d; 

Them liars, and their slanders impudent. 

Perhaps, upon the rumour of their speeches, 

Some grieved friend will wliisper to me; Crites, 

Meu speak ill of thee. So they be ill men, 

If they spake worse, ’twere better: for of such 
To be dispraised, is the most perfect praise. 

What can his censure hurt mo, whom the world 
Hath censured vile before me] .If good Ghrestus, 
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Euthus, or Phronimua, had spoke the words, 

They would have moved me, and I should have call’d 
My thoughts aud actions to a strict account 
Upon the hearing: but when I remember, 

’Tis Hedon and Anaides, alas, then 
I think but what they are, and am not stirr’d. 

The one a light voluptuous reveller. 

The other, a strange arrogating puff. 

Both impudent, and ignorant enough; 

That talk as they are wont, not as I merit; 

Traduce by custom, as most dogs do bark. 

Do nothing out of judgment, but disease, 

Speak ill, because they never could speak well. 

And who’d be angry with this race of creatures? 
What wise physician have we over seen 
Moved with a frantic man? the same affects 
That he doth bear to his sick patient. 

Should a right mind carry to such as these; 

And I do count it a most rare revenge, 

That I can thus, with such a sweet neglect. 

Pluck from them all the pleasure of their malice; 

For that’s the mark of all their enginous drifts, 

To wound my patience, howsoe’er they seem 
To aim at other objects; which if miss’d. 

Their envy’s like an arrow shot upright. 

That, in the fall, endangers their own heads. 

Enter Arbtb. 


Art. What, Critesl where have you drawn forth the day, 
You have not visited your jealous friends? 

Crt. Where I have seen, most honour d Arete, 

The strangest pageant, fashion’d like a court, 

(At least I dreamt I saw it) so dilTused, 

& painted, pied, and full of rainbow strains, 

As never yet, either by time, or place. 

Was made the food to my distasted sense; 

Nor can my weak imperfect memory 
Now render half the forms unto my tongue. 

That were convolved within tl^ thnfty room 
Here stalks me by a proud and spanglw sir, 

That looks three handfuls higher than his foretop, 

Savours himself alone, is only kind 
And loving to himself; one that will speak 
More dark and doubtful than six omcles! 

Salutes a friend, as if he had a stitch; 

Is his own chronicle, and scarce can eat 
For regist’ring himself; is waited on 
By mimics, jesters, panders, parasites 
And other such like prodigies of men. 
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He past, appears some mincing marmoset 
Made ail of clothes and face; his limbs so set 
As if they had some voluntary act 
Without man’s motion, and must move just so 
In spight of their creation: one that weighs 
His breath between his teeth, end dares not smile 
Beyond a point, for fear t’unstarch his look ; 

Hath traveli’d to make legs, and seen the cringe 
Of several courts, and courtiers; knows the time 
Of giving titles, and of taking walls; 

Hath read court common-places; made them his: 
Studied the grammar of state, and all the rules 
Each formal usher in that politic school 
Can teach a man. A third comes, giving nods 
To his repenting creditors, protests 
To weeping suitors, takes the coming gold 
Of insolent and base ambition. 

That hourly rubs his dry and itchy palms; 

Which griped, like burning coals, he hurls away 
Into the laps of bawds, and buffoons’ mouths. 

With him there meeta some subtle Proteus, one 
Can change, and vary with all forms he sees; 

Be any thing but honest; serves the time; 

Hovers betwixt two factions, and explores 

The drifts of both; which, with cross face, be bears 

To the divided heads, and is received 

With mutual grace of either: one that dares 

Do deeds worthy the hurdle or the wheel. 

To be thought somebody; and is in sooth 
Such as the satirist points truly forth. 

That only to his crimes owes all his worth. 

Aft. You tell us wonders, Crites. 

Cri. This is nothing. 

There stands a neopldte glazing of his face, 

Pruning his clothes, perfuming of his hair, 

Against his idol enters; and repeats. 

Like an unperfect prologue, at third musio. 

His part of speeches, and confederate jests. 

In passion to himself. Another swears 
Hir scene of courtship over; bids, believe him, 
Twenty times ere they will; anon, doth seem 
As he would kiss away bis hand in kindness; 

Then walks off melancholic, and stands wreath'd. 
As he were pinn’d up to the arras, thus. 

A third is most in action, swims and frisks, 

Plays with his misteess’s paps, salutes her pumps. 
Adores her hems, her ski^ her knots, her ourls, 
Will spend his patrimony for a garter, 

Or the least feather in her bounteous fan. 
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A fourth, he only comes in for a mute; 

Divides the act with a dumb show, and esdt. 

Theo must the ladies laugh, straight comes their scene, 
A sixth times worse confusion than the rest. 

\Miere you shall hear one talk of this man’s eye. 
Another of his lip, a third, his nose, 

A fourth commend his leg, a fifth, his foot, 

A sixth, his hand, and every one a limb; 

That you would think the poor distorted gallant 
Must there expire. Then fall they in discourse 
Of tires and f^liions, how they must take place. 

Where they may kiss, and whom, when to sit down. 
And with what grace to rise; if they salute. 

What court’sy they must use: such cobweb stuff 
As would enforce the common’st sense abhor 


Th‘ Arachnean workers. 

Are. Patience, gentle Crites. 

This knot of spiders will be soon dissolved. 

And all their webs swept out of Cynthia’s court. 
When once her glorious deity appears, 

And but presents itself in her full light: 

’Till when, go in, and spend your hours with us, 
Your honour’d friends. Time and Phronesis, 

In contemplation of our goddess’ name. 

Think on some sweet and choice invention now. 
Worthy her serious and illustrious eyes, 

Tliat from the merit of it we may take 
Desir^ occasion to prefer j'our wortlu 
And make your service known to Cynthia. 

It is the pride of Arete to ^ce 

Her studious lovers; and, in scorn of time, 

Envy, and ignorance, to lift their state 
Above a vulgar height. True happiness 
Consists not in the multitude of friends. 

But in their worth and choice. Nor would I have 
Virtue a popular regard pursue: 

Let them be good that love me, though but few. 

Cri. I hiss tlty hands, divinost Arete, 

An d vow myself to thee, and Cynthia. 


[£x(un/. 


SCENE III— Another ApartmerU in the earn*. 

Enter Amorpuvs, followed by Asotus and Jus Tailor. 

Amo A little more forward: so, sir. Now go in, disclook yom 
,elf Tnd cornTtorth. [Exit Axotxx.] T«ilor. bestow tby .teenc" 
upon ub; and be not prodigal of thia aecret, but to a da“r 
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Ite-enter AsOTtrS. 

’Tis well enter’d, sir. Stay, you come on too fast; your pace is too 
impetuous. Imagine this to be the palace of your pleasure, or 
place where your lady is pleased to be seen. l irst, you present 
yourself, thus: and spying her, you fall oil, and walk some two 
turns; in which time, it is to be supposed, your passion hath 
sufficiently winted your face, tlien, stifling a sigh or two, and closing 
your lips,'with a trembling boldness, and bold terror, you advance 
yourself forward. Prove thus much, 1 pray you. 

Abo. Yes, sir; — pray Jove I can light on iti Here, I come in, 
you say, and present myself? 

Amo. Good. 

Abo. And then 1 spy her, and walk off ? 

Amo. Very good. 

A so. Now, sir, 1 stifle, and advance forward? 

Amo. Trembling. 

Aso. Yes, sir, trembling; I shall do it better when I come to It. 
And what must I speak now? 

Amo. Marry,, you shall say; Dear Beauty, or g\oeet Honour (or 
by wbat other title you please to remember her), methinks you art 
riUlancholy. This is, if she be alone now, and discompanied. 

Aso. ^Vell, air, I’ll enter again; her title shall be, My dear 
lAndabrideB. 


Amo. LindabridesI 

Abo. Ay, sir, the emperor Alicandroe’s daughter, and the prince 
Mendian’s sister, in the Knight, of the Sun ; she should have been 
married to him, but that the princess CIaridiana>— — 

Amo. 0. you betray your reading. 

Aso. Nay, sir, I have read history, 1 am a little hamanitian. 
Interrupt me<not, good sir. My dear Lindahridee, — my dear Linda^ 
brideSf^my dear Lindabrides, meihinke you are melancholy. 

Amo. Ay, and take her by the rosy finger’d band. 

Aso. Must I so: O! — My dear LindabrideB, methinkB you are 
melancholy. 


Amo. Or thus, sir. All variety of divine pkaeuree, choice Bporte, 
Biceet music, rich fare, brave attire, soft feeds, and silken thoughts, 
attend this dear beauty. 

Aso. Believe me, that’s pretty. AU variety of divine pUasures, 
choice sports, sweet music, rich fare, brave attire, soft 6c^, and silken 
thoughts, attend this dear beauty. 

Amo. And then, offering to kiss her hand; if she shall coiiy 
^oil, and signify your repulse, you are to re-enforce yourself with. 
More than most fair lady, 

Let not the rigour of your just disdain 
Thus coarsdy censure of your servant's teat. 

And withal, protest her to be the only and absolute unpacallel’d 
orwture you do adore, and admire, and reepeot, and reverence:, io 
this court, comer of the world, or kingdom. 



I 82 


Ben Jonson’s Plays 


Am. Tliia is hard, by my faith. I’Jl begin it all again. 

Amo. Do so. and 1 nill act it for your lady. 

Aso. Will you vouchsafe, sir? All varieiy of divine pleasures, 
choice sports, sweet music, rich fare, brave attire, soft beds, and silken 
thoughts, attend this dear beauty. 

Amo. So, sir, pray you, away. 

Aso. More than nwsl fair lady. 

Let not the rigour of your just disdain 
Thus coarsely censure of your servant's zeal : 

1 protest you are the only, and absolute, unapparelVd 

Amo. Unparallel’d. 

Aso. Un^xirallel'd creature, I do adore, and admire, and respect, 
and reverence, m this corner of the toorld or kingdom. 

A mo. This is, if she abide you. But now, put the case she should 
be passant when you enter, as thus: you are to frame your gait 
thereafter, and call upon her, lady, nymph, sweet refuge, star of our 
court. Then, if she be guardant. here; you are to come on, and. 
laterally disposing yourself, swear by her blushing and wel -colour^ 
obeek, the bright dye of her hair, her ivory teeth, though they be 
ebonv). or some such white and innocent oath, to induce you. lx 
regardant, then maintain your station, brisk and irpe, show the 
supple motion of your pliant body, but in chief of your knee, and 
hand, which cannot but arride her proud humour exce^ingly. 

Aso. I conceive you, sir. I shall perform all these things in good 

time, I doubt not, they do so hit me. 

Amo. Well, sir, I am your lady; make use of any of these be^n^ 
nings, or some other out of your own invention; and prove how 
you can hold up, and follow it. Say, say. 

Aao. Yea, sir. My dear Lindabrides. i i ^ 

Amo. No, you affect that Lindabrides too much; and >et me tel 
you it is not so courtly. Your pedant should P^oride you wme 
parcels of French, or some pretty commodity of Itahan. to com 
mence with, if vou would be exotic and exquisite. 

Aso. Yes, sir, he was at my lodging t’other mormng, ga 

^Double your bsuevolenco, and give him the hcae too; 

dole you hia body, he will help to apparel i ““ „f 

see what your proper genius can perform alone, wthout adjecu 

any other Minerva. 

iZ Vrrurd'‘yol!"eirf fall back to your first place. Good. 

Amo. What but ? ^ ^ ^ 

Abo. No harm, more than most fair feature. 

Amo. That touch relish’d well. 
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Abo. BvX, I proUst 

Amo. Arwi why should you protest ? , , i . 

Aso. For good will, dear esteem'd madam, and 1 hope your ladyship 

will so eoneeive of it : 

And will, in time, return from your disdain, 

Ar\d rue the suffrance of our friendly pain. 

Amo. 0, that piece was excellentl If you could pick out more 
of these play-particles, and, as occasion shall salute you, embroider 
or damask your discourse T\ith them, persuade your soul, it would 
most judiciously commend you. Come, this was a well-discharged 
and auspicious bout. Prove the second. 

Aso. Lady, I cannot ruffle it in red and yellow. 

Amo. Why, if you can revel it in white, sir, 'tis sufficient. 

Aso. Say you so, sweet lady ! Lan, tede, de, de, de, dant, dani, dani, 
dante. [Sings and dances.] No, in good faith, madam, whosoever 
told your ladyship so, abused you ; but I xooxdd be glad to meet your 
ladyship in a measure, 

Amo. Me, sir I Belike you measure me by yourself, then t 
Aso. Would I might, fair feature. 

Amo. And what were you (he better, if you might f 
Aso. The better it please you to ask, fair lady. 

Amo. Why, this was ravishing, and most acutely continued. 
Well, spend not your humour too much, you have now competently 
exercised your conceit: this, once or twice a day, will render you 
an accomplish’d, elaborate, and well-ievell’d gallant. Convey in 
your courting-stock, we will in the heat of this go visit the nymphs’ 
chamber. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV 

SCENE I. — An Apartment in the Palace, 

Enter Phantaste, Pbilautu, AsauEioN, AIoeia, and Citpid. 

Pha. 1 would this water would arrive once, our travelling friend 
80 commended to us. 

Arg. So would I, for he has left all us in travail with expectation 
of it. 

Pha. Pray Jove, I never rise from this couch, if ever I thirsted 
more for a thing in my whole time of being a courtier. 

Phi. Nor I, I’ll be sworn: the very mention of it sets my lips in 
a worse heat, than if he had sprinkl^ them with mercury. Reach 
me the glass, sirrah. 

Cup. Here, lady. 

Mor. They do not peel, sweet charge, do they? 

Phi. Yes, a little, guar^an. 

Mor. O, ’tis an eminent good sign. Ever when my lips do so, I 
am sure to have some delicious good drink or other approacliing.' 

Arg. Marry, and this may be good for us ladies, for it seems ’tis 
far fet by their stay. 
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3/or. My palate for yours, dear Honour, it shall prove moat 
elegant. I warr.xnt you. 0. 1 do fancy this gear that's long a 
coming, with an uniiicasurablD .strain. 

Pha. Pray thee sit down, PUilautia; that rebatu becomes thee 

singularly. 

Phi. Is it not quaint? , 

Pha. Yes, faith. Mf^liinka, thy servant Hedon is notlung so 

obsequious to thee, as ho was wont to be: I know not how, ho is 
erowTi out of his garb a-late, ho s warp d. 

Mot. In truenesa, and so methinks too; he is much converted. 
Phi Tut let him bo what lie will, ’tis an animal I dream not of. 
This tire, methinks. makes me look very ingeniously, quick, and 

spirited; I should be some Laura, or some Delia, methinks. 

3/or. As I am wise, fair Honours, that title she gave him. to be 
her Ambition, spoil’d him: before, be was the most propitious and 

Pha No^ no, you are the whole heaven awry, guardian, tis 
the swaggering coach-horse Anaidcs draws with him there, hoa been 

^PAt'^To^ Cupid's sake ppeak no more of him; would I might 

never dare to look in a mirror again, if I respect ever a marmoset of 
'em all, otherwise than I would a feather, or my shuLtle-cock, to 

make sport with now and then. let’s run 

■ Si'S rssrsi .... 

■ i/or. I should have judgment in a feature, sweet beauties. 

St . .inioo, at ,e«t, 

Pha Who miglit that be. guardian? 

t v'r ?e' lo' a. it »f„uid „iv», ..d 

were (loth to come forth. 

Phi. Av, and he has a very Andromeda from 

Pha. Like a sea-monster, tliat were to ravisn Anaro 

hand, too great too. by -t lea^^ breadth. 

Pha. N'ay. he has a worse fault than that loo. 

Phi. A long bed? ^ him: no, they aay 

he^ sr /:? hil 

.tore the 

rest? 
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Cup. I hope I have iostruoted her suflSciently for an aii8« er. 

{Aside. 

Mot. Troth, 1 made the motion to her ladyship for one to-day, 
i’the presence, but it appear’d she was otherweys furnished before: 
she would none. 

Pha. Who was that, Arg\^ion ? 

Mor. Marry, the poor plain gentleman in the black there. 

jPlio. Who, Crites? 

Arg. Ay, ay. he: a fellow that nobody so much as look’d upon, 
or regarded; and she would have had me done him particular grace. 

Pha. That was a true trick of yourself, Moria, to persuade 
Argurion to affect the scholar. 

Arg. Tut, but she shall be no chooser for me. In good faith, 1 
like the citizen's son there, Asotus; methinks none of them all 
come near hinu 

Pha. Not Hedon? 

Arg. Hedon! In troth, no. Hedon’s a pretty slight courtier, 
and be wears his clothes well, and sometimes in fashion; marry, his 
face is but indilTorent, and ho has no such excellent body. No, the 
other is a most delicate youth; a sweet face, a straight body, a 
well'proportion'd leg and foot, a white hand, a tender voice. 

Phi. How now, Argurion! 

Pha. 0, you should have let her alone, she was bestowing a copy 
of him upon us. Such a nose were enough to make mo love a man, 
now. 

Phi. And then his several colours he wears; wherein he flourishotb 
cbangeably, every day. 

Pha. 0, but hb. short hair, and his narrow ^es! 

Phi. Why she doata moro palpably upon him than ever bis father 
did upon her. 

PJui. Believe me, the young gentleman deserves it. If she could 
doat more, 'twere not amiss. He is an ezeeodiog proper youth, 
and would have made n most neat barber surgeon, if he had been 
put to it in time. 

Phi. Say you sol Methinks he looks like a tailor already. 

Pha. Ay, that had sayed on one of his customer’s suits. His 
face is like a squeezed orange, or— 

Arg. Well, ladies, jest on: the best of you both would bo glad of 
such a servant. 

Mor. Ay, I’U be sworn would they, though he be a little shame- 
faced. 

Pha. Shame faced, Moria I out upon him. Your shame faced 
servant is your only gull. 

Mor. Go to, beauties, make much of time, and place, and occasion 
Md opportunity, and favourites, and things that belong to thorn! 
form ensure you they will all relinquish; they cannot endure above 
Mother ywr 1 know it out of future experience; and therefore 
t^e exhibition and warning. I was once a reveller myself, and 
though I speak it, as mine own trumpet, I was then esteem’d— 
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Phi. The very march-pane of the court, I warrant you. 

Pha. And all the gallants came about you like flies, did they uot? 

Mor. Go to, they did somewhat; that’s no matter now. 

Pha. Nay, good Moria, be not angry. Put case, that we four 
now bad the grant from Juno, to uish ourselves into what happy 
estate we could, what would you wish to be, Moria? 

Mor. Who, I ! let me see now. I would wish to be a wise woman, 
and know all the secrets of court, city, and country. I would know 
what were done behind the arras, what upon the stairs, what in the 
garden, what in the nymphs’ chamber, what by barge, and what by 
coach. I would tell you which courtier were scabbed and which not; 
which lady had her own face to lie with her a-nights and which not; 
who put off their teeth with their clothes in court, who their hair, 
who their complexion; and in which bo.x they put it. There 
should not a nymph, or a widow, be got with child in the verge, but 
I would guess, within one or two, who was the right father, and in 
what month it was gotten; with what words, and which way. I 
would tell you wliich madam loved a monsieur, which a player, 
which a page; who slept with her husband, who with her friend, 
who with her gentleman-usher, who with her horse-keeper, who 
with her monkey, and who with all; yes, and who jiggd the 
cock too« 

Pha. Fie, you’d tell all, Moria! If I should wish now, t should 
be to have your tongue out. But what says Philautia? Who 


should she be? , ir i 

PM Troth, the very same I am. Only I would wish myself a Iitt le 

more command and sovereignty; that all the court were subject 
to my absolute beck, and all things in it depending on my look; 
as if there were no other heaven but in my smile, nor other hell but 
In my frown; that I might send for any man I hst, and haje im 
head cut off when I have done with him, or made an eunuch if be 
denied me; and if I saw a better face than mine I might have 
my doctor to poUon it. What would you wish, Phantaste? 

Pha. Faith, I cannot readily tell you what: but I 

should wish myself all manner of creatures. Now I would be an 
empress and by and by a duchess; then a great lady of state, the 
one of your mUcellany madams, than a 

citizen’s wife, then a coarse countr>' gentlewoman, then a d ^ 
maid then a shepherd’s lass, then an empress again, the queen 
T and thus I would prove the viciss tudes and wh rl of 

and coTe up to term to see motions; as s 

troubled with a jealous husband, and put to my shifts, 

SriS should b’e my pl^nres. As a 

taste my lady’s delights «, her; as a „d have 
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empress, I would do any thing. And, in all these shapes. I would 
ever be follow’d with the affections of all that see me. .Marry, I 
myself would affect none; or if I did. it should not he heartily, but 
so as I might save myself in them still, and take pi ide in tormenting 
the poor wretches. Or, now I tliink on’t, I would, for one year, 
wish myself one woman; hut the richest, fairest, and delicatcst in 
a kingdom, the very centre of wealth and beauty, wherein all lines 
of love should meet; and in that person I would prove all manner of 
suitors, of all humours, and of all complexions, and never have any 
two of a sort. 1 would see how love, by the power of his object, 
could work inwardly alike, in a choleric man and a sanguine, in a 
melancholic and a phlegmatic, in a fool and a wise man, in a clown 
and a courtier, in a valiant man and a coward; and how he could 
vary outward, by letting this gallant express himself in dumb gaze; 
another with sighing and rubbing bis hngers; a third with pl.iy-ends 
and pitiful verses; a fourth, with stabbing himself, and drinking 
healtlis, or writing languishing letters in his blood; a fifth, in 
colour’d ribands and good clothes; with this lord to smile, and that 
lord to court, and the t’other lord to dote, and one lord to hang 
himself. And, then, I to have a book made of all this, which I would 
call the Book of fJumours, and every night read a little piece ere I 
slept, and laugh at it.— Here comes Hedon. 

Enter Hedon, Anatdes, and Mebcdry, who retiree with Curro 
to the back of the etage^ where iJtey converse together. 

Bed. Save you sweet and clear beauties! By the spirit that 
moves in me, you are all most pleasingly bestow’d, ladies. Only 
1 can take it for no good omen, to find mine Honour so dejected. 

Phi. You need not fear, sir; I did of purpose humble myself 
against your coming, to decline the pride of my Ambition. 

Bed. Fair Honour, Ambition dares not stoop; but if it be your 
sweet pleasure I shall lose that title, I will, as I am Hedon. apply 
myself to your bounties. 

Phi. That were the next way to dis-title myself of honour. O, 
no, rather be still Ambitious, 1 pray you. ' 

Bed. I will be any thing that you please, whilst it pleaseth you 
to be yourself, lady. Sweet Phantaste, dear Moria, most beautiful 
Argurion — 

Ana. Farewell, Hedon. 

Bed. Anaides, staj', whither go you t 

Ana. ’Slight, what should I do here ? an you engross them all for 
your own use, ’tis time for me to seek out. 

Bed. I engross them! Away, mischief; this is one of your 
extravagant jests now, because I began to salute them bv dieir 
names. •' 

Am. Fmth, you imght have spared us madam Prudence, the 
guardian there, though you had more covetously aim’d at the rest 

Bed. Sheart, take them all, man: what speak you to me of 
aiming or covetous f r v 
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Ana. Ay, say you so! nay, then, have at them: — Iiadics, here’s 
one hath distinguish’d you by your names already: It shall only 
become me to ask how you do. 

Hed. Oda so, was thia the design you travail’d with? 

Pha. Who answers the brazen head? it spoke to somebody. 

Ana. Lady Wisdom, do you interpret for these puppets? 

Mor. In truth and sadness, honours, you are in great offence for 
this. Go to; the gentleman (1*11 undertake with him) is a man of 
fair living, and able to maintain a lady in her two coaches a day, 
besides pages, monkeys, and paraquettoes, with such attendants aa 
she shall think meet for her turn; and therefore there is more 
respect requirable, howsoe’er you seem to connive. Hark you, sir, 
let me discourse a syllable with you. I am to say to you, these 
ladies are not of that close and open behaviour as haply 7°“ 
suspend; their carriage is well known to be such as it should be, 
both gentle and extraordinary. 

Mer. 0, here comes the other pair. 


Enter AMOBPffcrs and Asotus. 

Amo. That was your father’s love, the nymph Argunon. I 
would have you direct all your courtslup thitlier; if you could but 
endear yourself to her affection, you were eternally engallanted. 
Aso. In truth, sir! pray Phmbus I prove favoursomo m her fair 

All divine mixture, and increase of beauty to ^is b^ht 
bevy of ladies; and to the male courtiers, compUment and courtesy. 
H&l In the behaU of the males, I gratify you, Amorphus. 

Pha. And I of tire females. , , .i » „ 

Amo. Succinctly return'd. I do vail to both 
kisa them; but primarUy to yours, most ingenious, acute, and polite 

^^P/ii Ods my life, how he does all-to-bequalify her! 

ocuic ami poJle I as if there was not others in place as mgemoua, 

“nr &“bu't yof m,.,t know, lady, he cannot ,peak out of a 

"“^“atTow^'sweot Amorphua. When will tbia water come, 

think you? , , 

Amo. It cannot now bo long, fair lady. 

llT.torll\”=-beau love you, that I will, by 

this handkerchief. , 

3/«r ’Slid, ho draws his oaths out of his pocket. 

this purse, which I would falTla^y you are the only 

at"S’a:./C-K cJarl r aS, Ld adnrde, and 
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respect, and reTerence in this court, corner of the world, or kingdom. 
Metbinks you are melancholy. 

Arg. Does your heart speak all this? 

Aso. Say you ? 

Mtr. 0, he is groping for another o.ath. 

Aso. Now by this watch — I marie how forward the day is— I do 
unfeignedly avow myself — ’slight, ’tis deeper than I took it, past 
five— yours entirely addicted, madam. 

Arg. I require no more, dearest Asotus; iier\ceforth let me call 
you mine, and in remembrance of me, vouchsafe to wear this chain 
and this diamond. 

Aso. 0 lord, sweet lady ! 

Cu'p. Tliere are new oaths for him. What! doth Hermes taste 
no alteration in all this? 

Mer. Yes, thou hast strook Argurion enamour’d on Asotus, 
metliinks. 

Cup. Alas, no; I am nobody, I; I can do nothing in this disguise. 

Jfer. But thou hast not wounded any of the rest, Cupid. 

Cup. Not yet; it is enough that I have begun so prosperously. 

Arg. Nay, these are nothing to the gems I will hourly bestow 
upon thee; be but faithful and kind to me, and I will mde thee 
with my richest bounties: behold, here my bracelets from mine 
arms. 

Aao, Not so, good lady, by this diamond. 

Arg. Take ’em, wear ’em; my jewels, chain of pearl pendants, all 
I have. 


dso. Nay then, by this pearl you moke me a wanton. 

Cup. Shall she not answer for tliis, to maintain him thus in 
swearing? 

Mer. 0 no, there is a way to wean him from this, the gentleman 
m^ be reclaim’d. 

Cup. Ay, if you had the airing of his apparel, coz, I think. 

Aso. Lovingl ’twere pity an I should be living else, believe me. 
Save you, sir, save you, sweet lady, save you, monsieur Anaides! 
save you, dear madam. 

Ana. Dost thou know him that sahjted thee, Roden? 

H ed. No, some idle F\ingoso, that hatli got above the cuoboard 
since yesterday. ^ 

.dna. *Slud, I never saw him till this morning, and he salutes me 
M familiarly as if we had known together since the deluge, or the 
farst year of Troy action. ® 

Amo. A most right-handed and anspicious encounter. Confinn 
yourself to your fortunes. 

Phi. For port’s sake let’s have some Riddles or Purposes, hoi 

Prophecies ore beat, the t’other are stale. 

Phu Prophecies! we cannot all sit in at them; we shall make a 
confusion. No; what call’d you that we had in the forenoon? 

PJu. Substantives and adjectives, is it not, Hedon? 

rat. Ay, mat. T\Tio begins? 
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Pha. I hare thought; speak your adjectives, sirs. 

Phi. But do not you change then. 

Pha. Not I. Who says? 

Mor. Odoriferous. 

Phi. Popular. 

Arg. Humble. 

Ana. White-liver’cL 
Hed. Barbarous. 

Amo. Pythagorical. 

Hed. Yours, signior. 

A so. What must I do, sir? 

Amo. Give forth your adjective with the rest; as prosperous, 
good, fair, sweet, well — 

Hed. Any thi n g that hath not been spoken. 

Aso. Yes, sir, well spoken shall be mine. 

Pha. What, have you all done? 

Av 

Pha. Then the substantive is Breeches. Why odoriferous breeches, 

Odoriferous. — because odoriferous: that which contains 
most variety of savour and smell we say is most odonferous; now 
breeches, I presume, are incident to that variety, and therefore 

odoriferous breeches. t 

Pha. Well, we must take it howsoever. Who s next ? 1 hiJautia 7 

Phi. Popular. 

Phn. Why vopular breeches ? . 

Pha. iMarrj-, that is, when they arc not content to J 

noted in court, but will press forth on common stages and brokers 
stalls, to the public view of the world. 

Pha. Good. Why Au/nWe breeches, Argunon? . . _ou 

Arg. Humble! because they use to be sat upon; ^ 

tie them not up, their property is to fall down about y 

^^l/er She has worn the breeches, it seems, which have done so. 

At 'lining, whiter Beside,, when ^ey 

come in aweggering compenv, end will pocket up any mg, y 

mnrt'no^den^ii , And why “ 

Bed Barbarous! because commonly, when you have y 

breeches sufBciently. you give them to your barber. 

^ wo. That’s good; but how / 

Phi. Ay, Amorphus, why Pythagoncal i.-funo, I am 

Amo. O most kindly of all; ’tis a conceit of that fortune, 

bold to hug ray brain for. 

Pha How is it, exquisite Amorphus T 

Am^. O, I am rapt with it, ’tis so ht, so proper, so happy 

Phi NfiVi do DOt r<ick ns thus. ejirs* 

I Lver truly relish'd myself before. Give me your ears. 
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Breeches Pythagorical, by reason of their transmigration into 
several shapes. 

i/or. Most rare, in sweet troth. Many this young gentleman, 
for his well-spoken — 

Pha. Ay, why weU-spoken breeches? 

Aso. Well-spoken! Marry, well-spoken, because — whatsoever 
they speak is well-taken; and whatsoever is well-taken is well- 
spoken. 

Mor. Excellent! believe me. 

Aso. Not so, ladies, neither. 

Hed. But why breeches, now? 

Pha. Breeches, quasi bear-riches; when a gallant bears all his 
riches in his breeches. 

Amo. Most fortunately etymologised. 

Pha. ’Nay, we have another sport afore this, of A thins done 
and who did it, etc. 

Ay, good Phantaste, let’s have that: distribute the places. 

Pha. Why, I imagine, A thing done; Hedon thinks, who did 
it; Moris, with what it was doo6; Anaidas* wbara it was dona; 
Argunon, when it was done; Amorphus, for what causa was it 
done; you, Philautia, what followed upon the doing of it; and this 

gentleman, who would have done it better. What ? is it conceived 
about? 


All. Yes, yea. 

Pha. Then speak you, sir. Who toould have done it beUer r 
Aso. How! doas it bagin at ma? 

Pha. Yes, sir: this play is called the Crab, it goes backward. 
Aso. May I not name myself? 

please, sir, and dare abide the venture of it 
Aw. ^en I would have done it better, whatever it is 

I JS; PMauSa ! upon 

Phi. A few heat drops, and a month’s mirth. 

Pha. For what cause, Amorphus? 

Amo. For the delight of ladies. 

Pha. When, Argurion? 

Arg, Last progress. 

Phi. ITAere, Anaides? 

^Tia. Why, in a pair of pain’d slops. 

Pha. A ujAa?, Moria ? 

Jlf<7r. With a glyater. 

Pha. TFAo, Hedon? 

Bed. A. traveller. 

A^^atS Reh^rse, 

Bed. By a traveller — 

Mor. With a glyster~ 

Ana. In a pair of pain’d slops 

Arg. Last progres^ 
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Amo. For the delight of ladies — 

/^hi. A few heat drops, and a month’s mirth followed 
Pha. And, this silent gentleman would have done it better. 

T his was not so good, now. 

Pfii. In good faith, those unhappy pages would be whipp’d foi 
staying thus. 

J/or. Beshrew my hand and my heart else. 

Amo. I do wonder at their protraction. 

Ana. Pray Venus my whore have not discover’d herself to the 
rascally boys, and that be the cause of their stay. 

A so. 1 must suit myself with another page: this idle Prosaites 

will never be brought to wait well. 

J/or. Sir, I have a kinsman I could willingly wish to your service, 

if you will deign to accept of him. 

Jso. And 1' shall be glad, most sweet lady, to embrace him: 

\Vliere is he? . . , , 

J/or. I can fetch him, sir, but I would be loth to make you to 

turn away your other page. 

Aso. You shall not, most sufficient lady; I will keep both: pray 
you let’s go see him. 

Aro. Whither goes my love? 

Aso. rU return presently, I go but to see a page with tins lady. 

[Ezeunt AsoIu 4 ona Jlofio. 

Ana. As sure as fate, ’tis so: she has opened all: a ^ 

cockatrices! D— n me, if she have play d loose with me, 1 U cut 
her throat, within a hair’s breadth, so it may be heal d again. 

Mer. What, is he jealous of his hermaplirodite? 

Cup. 0, ay, tliis will be excellent sport. 

Phantoste. Argurion! what, you are .^^-J^enly flUuck. 
melhitikfl! For love’s sake let’s have some music tiU they come. 

Ambition, reach the lyra, 1 pray you. , „ . 

Hed. Anything to vhich my Honour shall direct me. 

Phi. Come. Amorplius. cheer up Phantaste 

Amo It slmll be my pride, fair lady, to attempt all that is in n v 
pow^r But here is an instrument that alone is able to >nfuse suul 
Tnto the most melancholic and dull-disposed cr^tu^ upon earl . 
0 let me kiss thv fair knees. Beauteous cars, attend it. 

Hed. Will you have “ the Kiss, ” Honour? 

Phi. Ay, good Ambition. 

Hedon sings. 

0, that joy so soon should waste / 

Or so su'cei a bliss 
As a hiss 

M ight not for ever last t 

So sugar'd, so melting, so soft, so deltctous, 

Thf* detv (h/jl lies OfX roSCSs 
When the morn herself discloses, 

Is not so precious. 
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0 rather than I would ii nmother, 
li'ere I to toMetuch another : 

It ahoxild be my U'ixhing 
That I might die with kisaiivj. 

lied. I made this ditty, and the note to it, upon a kiss that m? 
Honour gave mo; how like you it, sir? 

Amo. A pretty air; in general, I like it well: but in particular, 
your long die-note did arride me most, but it was somewhat (00 
long. I can show one almost of the same naturo, but much before 
it, and not so long, in a composition of mine own- I think I have 
both the note and ditty about me. 

Hed. Pray you, sir, see. 

Amo. Yes. there is the note; and all the parts, if I misthink not. 
I v/ill read the ditty to your beauties here; but first I am to make 
you familiar with the occasion, whicli presents iUelf thus. Upon 
a time, going to hike my leave of the emperor, and Icis.? Lis great 
hands, there being then present the kings of Krance and Arrogon. 
the dukes of Savoy, Florence, Orleans, Bourbon, Brunswick, tlie 
Landgrave, count Palatine; all which had severally feasted mo; 
besides infinite more of inferior persons, as counts and others; it 
was my chance (the emperor detained by some exorbitant affair) to 
wait him the fifth part of an hoar, or much near it. In which time 
retiring m3’solf into a bay-window, tlio beauteous lady Annabel’ 
niece to the empr^, and sister to the king of Arragon, who havine 
never before eyed me, but only heard the common report of mv 
virtue, learning, and travel, fell into that extremity of passion for 
my love, that ^e there immediately swooned: ‘physicians were 
:.ont for. she had to her chamber, so to her bed; where, languiahins 

my 

I 'ir* # expired- As that (I mast mourningly say) is the 
only ault of my fortune, that, as it hath ever been my Im , to be 
su^ to, by all ladies ^ond beauties, where I have come;^so I never 
yet sojourn d or ristcd in that place or part of the world, where some 
high-born, admirable, fair feature died not for my love 

Cu'S't ’ travel !-Are you gu'ilty of this. 

““ » ■>» tera 

PAt. But how doth this draw on the ditty, sir ? 

tiefore she departed, she beaueatliVl ^ 
me this glove: which golden legacy, the omneror himRft?f ter^b- 

“ftcr ma, in six ao.iaho/ covarT k wib , i ? 

attended by the state of his ^mnirAf nil / i^k Velvet, 
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Thou more than most sweet glove, 

Unto my more sweet love. 

Suffer me to store with kisses 
This empty lodging, that now misses 
The pure rosy hand, that wear thee, 
Whiter than the kid that bare thee. 

Thou art soft, bid that was softer ; 
Cupid's self hath kiss'd it ofter 
Than e'er he did his mother's doves. 
Supposing her the queen of loves, 

That was thy mistress, BB3T op qloves. 


Met. Blasphemy, blasphemy, Cupid! 

Cup. I’ll revenge it time enough, Hermes. 

PA*. Good Amorphus, let’s hear it sung. *. 

Amo. I care not to admit that, since it pleaseth PhiJautia to 

request it. 

jyed. Here, sir. rf// 

Amo. Nay, play it, I pray you; you do well, you do well, [at 

sings t(.]— How like you it, sirT 

Ued. Very well, in troth. • a„ 

Amo. But very well ! 0, you are a mere mammothrept m judg- 

ment. then. Why, do you not observe how ^^ellently the Atty 
is affected in every place? that I do not marry a word of short 
quantity to a long note? nor an ascending syllable to a ^eMen^g 
tone? Besides, upon the word best there. yo« s®®, no 

with an odd minum. and drive it through the brief; 
intelligent musician. I know, but will aflarm to be very rare, ci- 

re?notTt'S' lament the death of a lady, for all this. 
Cup. Tut, here be they will swallow anytteng. 

Pha. Pray you, let me have a copy of it, Amorphus. 

Phi. And me too; in troth, 1 like it exce^ngly. 

Amo. I have denied it to princes; nevertheless to you, the 
female twins of perfection. I am won to^ depart withah 
Hed. I hope, I shall have my Honour s copy. 

Pha. You are Ambitious in that, Hedon. 

Re-enter AnaIDES. 

Amo. How now, Anaideal what la it hath conjured up this dra- 

temperature in the circle of your face . 

Ana. Why, what have you to do? A pox upuu ^ 
travelling face! hold your ton^e. 
lied Nay, dost hear, Miscluel . 

iZ. llT^tt^fhon art rude, dehaueh'd, impudent, ccame. 

unpolish’d, a frapler, and base. atranpe alteration has half a 

Hed. Heart of my father, j 

year’s haunting of ordinaries wrought in this fellow 1 tua 
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a tufftaffata jerkin to town but the other day, and a pair of penny- 
less hose, and now he is turn'd Hercules, he wants but a club. 

A-na. Sir, you with the pencil on your chin; I will garter my hose 
with your ^ts, and that shall be all. {Exii. 

Mer. ’Slid, what rare fireworks be here ? flash, flash. 

Pha. What’s the matter, Hcdon? can you tell? 

Hed. Notlung. but that he lacks crowns, and thinks wo’ll lend 
him some to be friends. 


Re-tnUr Aaoros and Moria, with Mobus. 

Aso. Come, sweet lady, in good truth I’ll have it, you shall not 
deny me. Morus, persuade your aunt I may have her picture, by 
any means. 

Morua. Yea, Sir: good aunt now, let him have it, he will use me 
the better; if you love me do, good aunt 

ifor. Well, tell him he shall have it 

Monts. Master, you shall have it, she says. 

Aao. Shall I? thank her, good page. 

Cup. What, has he entertain’d the fool? 

Mer. Ay, he’ll wait close, you shall see, though the beggar hang 
off a while. ^ ® 

Morus. Aunt, my master thanks you. 

Mot. Call him hither. 

Morus. Yes; master. 

Mor. Ye^ in verity, and gave me this purse, and he has promised 
me a most fine dog; which he will have drawn with my picture, he 
Ba^: and dMires most vehemently to be known to your ladyships. 

Fha. Call him hither, ’tis good groping such a gull. 

Morus. Master Asotus, master Asotus! 

ifn you see I am caU’d to the ladies. 

Arg. Wilt thou forsake me, then? 

Aso. Od sol what would you have me do? 

Mor, Come hither, master Asotus.-! do ensure your ladyships 
he IS a gentleman of a very worthy desert: and of a most bountiful 
— You must shew and insinuate yourself responsible and 
eqmvalent now to my commendment.— Good honours^grace him 

Aeo. I protest, more than most fair ladies, / do wish aU variS^i of 

CW rich 

soft b^s, Silken thoughts, attend thestfair heautxu. Will it pleasil 
S to wear this chaia of peari. aad thia diamonM^X 

Arg. 0! 

Aso. And you, madam, this jewel and pendants? 

Atg^ (j'l 

<>»‘ of » slight 

^so. 0 ,o„i.ladie.! it is a.o« ^acrS^I^: LC hrho"pad 
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but that it plsaaeth your ladyships to extend- I protest it is 

enough, that you but take knowledge of my if your ladyships 

want embroider’d gowns, tires of any fashion, rebatues, jewels, or 
oarcanets. anv thing whatsoever, if you vouchsafe to accept— 

Cup And for it they will help you to shoe-ties, and de^nces. 

Aso. 1 cannot utter myself, dear beauties, but you can concave— 

PIm Sir, we will acknowledge your service, doubt no^h^e- 
forth, you shall be no more Asotus to us, but our goldfinch, and we 

^ Aao 0 Venus! madams! how shall I deserve this ? if I were but 

made acquainted with Hedon. now,— I’ll try: pray you, away. 

^ [To i4f^non. 

Mer. How he prays money to go away from him. 

Aso. Amon’hus, awordwithyou; here s a watch I would bestow 

upon you, pray you make me known to that gallant. 

.4 ml That I will, sir.- Monsieur Hedon, I must entreat you to 

exchange knowledge \vith tliis gentleman. 

lied. 'Tis a tiling, next to the water, we expect, I thirst after, sm 

Good monsieur Asotus. m^n 

Aso. Good monsieur Hedon, I would be glad to b® Joved M men 

of your rank and spirit, I protest. Please yon to accept this pair 

of bracelets, sir; they are not worth the . 

Mer. 0 Hercules, how the gentleman purchases, this must need 

bring Argurion to a consumption. .. t v. T fear 

I/ed. Sir, I shall never stand in the ment of such * j 

Aso. 0 Venus, sir; your acquaintance shall be sufficient. 

if at any time you need my bUl, or my bond r5u»ons. 

Arg. 0! 0! . ^ 

Amo. Help the lady there! 

Mor. Gods-dear, Argurion! madam, how do jou7 

Arg. Sick. , . 

Pha. Have her forth, and give her air. 

Aso. 1 como again Aforna.'nni Ar,p.rjm- 

Mer. Well, I doubt all the physic he has will scarce recover 
she’s too far spent. 

Pe-enUr Anaides with Gblaia, Pbosaitbs. and Cos. with 

tht bottles. 

Phi. O here’s the water come; *«*;*!, your jealous 

humours! nothing but ^ . ,g):j take your bottle, And 

r, yT^e:";on .OUOW .on an. 

'°X. Nay, good punk, eweet rascal; d— n mo, if I am joaicu. 

That’s true, Indeed ; pray let’s go. 
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Mot. What’e the matter there? 

Gel. ’Slight, he has me upoo interrogatories, (nay, my mother shall 
know how you use me,) where I have been? and why I should stay 
so long, and, how is't possible? and withal calls me at his pleasure 
1 know not how many cockatrices, and things. 

Mor. Id truth and sadness, these are no good epitaphs, Anaides, 
to bestow upon any gentlewoman; and I’ll ensure you if I had 
known you would have dealt thus with my daughter, she should 
never have fancied you so deeply as she has done. Go to. 

Ana. Why, do you hear, mother Moria? heart! 

Mor. Nay, I pray you, sir, do not swear. 

Ana. Swearl why? ’sbiood, I have sworn afore now, I hope. 
Both you and your daughter mistake me. I have not honour’d 
Arete, that is held the worthiest lady in court, next to Cynthia, ^vith 
half that observance and respect, as I have done her in private, 
howsoever outwardly I have carried myself careless, and negligent. 
Come, you are a foolish punk, and know not when you are well 
employed. Kiss me, come on; do it, I say. 

Mor. Nay, indeed, I must confess, she is apt to misprision. But 
I must have you leave it, minion. 


Re-enter Asotos. 

Amo. How now, Asotus! how does the lady? 

Aso. Faith, ill. I have left my page with her. at her lodging. 
Hed. 0, here’s the rarest water that ever was tasted: fill him 
some. 

Pro. What! has my master a new page? 

Mer. Yes, a kinsman of the lady Mona’s: you must wait better 
now, or you are casluered, Prosaites. 

Ana. Come, gallants, you must pardon my foolish humour- when 

I am an^, that any thing crosses me. I grow impatient straight 
Mere, 1 dnnk to you. ® 

Phi. 0, that we had five or six bottles more of this liquor' 

it 0 °; 

Ana. ’Sbiood, this water is tho spirit of wine. I’ll be bang’d else. 

Re-enter Cos with Abets. 

Cos. Here’s the lady Arete, madam. 

Are. What, at your bever, gallants ? 

Fofn‘Ln'?aUr‘’‘°“° «>» N*-- 

Are. Not I, Moria, I thank you. — Gallants vou ata fn.T. • i a. 
» to your jeculiar delighta; Cj-nthia wiU hive no aporta^^ X ‘ 
« « pleased to oome forth, you .hall have knowlSw 'h 
u I oould wiah you did provid. for aoJaveu” a^d 


free 
she 
mean 
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some unlocked for device of wit, to entertain her, against she should 
vouchsafe to grace your pastimes with her presence. 

Amo. What say you to a masque? 

Hed. Nothing better, if the project were new and rare. 

Are. Why, I’U send for Crites, and have his advice: be you 
ready in your endeavours; he shall discharge you of the inventive 
part. 

Pha. But will not your ladyship stay ? 

Are. Not now, Phantaste. [ExU. 

Phi. Let her go, I pray you, good lady Sobriety, I am glad we 
are rid of her. 

Pha. What a set face the gentlewoman has, as she were still going 
to a saorifice! 

Phi. O, she is the extraction of a dozen of Puritans, for a look. 

Mor. Of ail nymphs i’ the court, I cannot away with her; ’tis 
the coarsest thing! 

Phi. I wonder bow Cynthia can aOect her so above the rest. 
Hero be they are every way as fair as she, and a thought fairer, I 


trow. 

Pha. Ay, and as ingenious and conceited as she. ^ 

Mor. Ay, and as politic as she, for all she seta such a forehead on t. 
Phi. Would I were dead, if I would change to be Cynthia. 


Pha. Or I. 

Mor. Or 1. ..... 

Amo. And there’s her minion. Crites: why his advice more than 
Amorphus? Have not I invention afore him ? learmng to better 
that invention above him? and infanted with pleasant travel 
Ana. Death, what talk you of his learning? he understands no 
more than a schoolboy; I have put him down mj^self a /housand 
times, by tliis air, and yet I never talk’d with him but twice in n v 
Ufo: you never saw his like. I could never get him to argue ^th 
me but once; and then because I could "ot construe an autho 
I quoted at first sight, he went away, and laughed at me. J3y 
Hercules. I scorn him. as I do the sodden nymph that was here even 

now. his mistress. Arete: and I love myself for nothing else. 

Bed I wonder the fellow does not bang himself, being thus 
Bc^n^i and contemn’d of us that are held the most accomplish d 

society of gallants. 

Mer. By yourselves, none else. . , 

Bed I nrotest if I had no music in me, no courtship, that I 
not a reveller and could dance, or had not those excchent qualities 
that give a man life and perfection, but a mere [Mor echo ar m he^a 

I think I sliould make some desperate creature 

no “-would I might never breathe more, J I do know that creature 

in tliis kinedom with whom I would change. 

Cun. Tibs is excellent! Well. I must alter all 
Mer. Look you do. Cupid. The bottles HSit 

Aso O. I am sorry the revels are crost. I should mn/le 

Boon I did never appear till then. ’Slid, I am the neatliest-mode 
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gallant I* the company, and have the beet presence; and my 

dancing well, I know what our usher said to me last time I 

waa at the school : Would I might have led Philautia in the measures, 
an it had been the gods’ will ! I am most worthy, I am sure. 

Rt-erUer MoBDS. 


Morru. Master, 1 can tell you news; the lady kiasod mo yonder, 
and played with me, and says she loved you once as well os she does 
me, but that you cost her off. 

Aso. Peace, my most esteemed page. 

Motm. Yes. 

Aso. What luck is this, that our revels are dash’d, now was 1 
beginning to glister in the very highway of preferment. An Cynthia 
had but seen me dance a strain, or ao but one trick, I had been 
kept in court, I should never have needed to look towards my 
friends again. 

Amo. Contain yourself, you were a fortunate young man, if you 
knew your owm good; which I have now projected, and will pre- 
sently multiply upon you. Beauties and valours, your vouchsafed 
applause to a motion. The humorous Cynthia hath, for this night, 
withdrawn the light of your delight. 

Pha. ’Tis true, Amorphus; what may we do to redeem it? 

Amo. Redeem that we cannot, but to create a new flame is in 
our power. Here is a gentleman, my scholar, whom, for some 
private reasons me specially moving, I am covetous to gratify with 
title of master in the noble and subtile science of courtship: for 
which grace, he shall this night, in court, and in the long gallery, 
hold his public act, by open challenge, to all masters of the mystery 
whatsoever, to play at the four choice and principal weapons thereof, 
viz., Bare Accost, the BeUer Regard, the Solemn Address, and the 
Perfect Close. What say you? 

All. Excellent, excellent, Amorphus. 

Amo. Well, let us then take our time by the forehead: I will 
instantly have bills drawn, and advanced in every angle of the 
court.— Sir, betray not your too much joy.— Anaides, we must mix 
this gentleman with you in acquaintance, monsieur A^otua, 

Ana. I am easily entreated to grace any of your friends 
Amorphus. ’ 


Aso. Sir, and his friends shall likewise grace you, air. Nav I 
begin to know myself now. ’ 

Amo. O, you must conrinue your bounties. 

Aso. Must I? Why, I’ll give him this ruby on my finger Do 
you hear, sir? I do heartily ^isb your acquaintence,^and I partly 
know myself worthy of it;_ please you. sir, to accept this poor rS? 
m a rmg, sir. The poesy is of my own device, Let (his 


Ann. So It must for me too, for I am not asham’d to take it 
Moms. Sweet man! By my troth, master. I love you- will von 
love me too. for my aunt’s sake ? I’ll wait well, you JhaU ^rn 
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8tUl be her©. Would I might never stir, but you are a fine man in 
these clothes; master, shall I have them when you have done with 
them ? 

A/io. As for that, Morus, thou ahalt see more hereafter; in the 
mean time, by this air. or by this feather. I'll do as much for thee, 
as any gallant shall do for his page, whatsoever, in this court, corner 
of the world, or kingdom. [Exeunt all but the Page.'! 

Her. I wonder this gentleman should affect to keep a fool: 
methinks he makes sport enough with himself. 

Cup. Well, Prosaites, ’twere good you did wait closer. 

Pro. Ay, I’ll look to it; ’tis time. _ 

Cos. The revels would have been most sumptuous to-mgbt, it 
they had gone forward. 

Her. They must needs, when all the choicest singuianties ot tne 
court were up in pantofles; ne’er a one of them but was able to 
make a whole show of itself. 

Aso. [within.] Sirrah, a torch, a torch! 

Pro. 0, what a call is there! I will have a canzonet made, mtn 
nothing in it but sirrah; and the burthen shall be. I come. [Extt. 

Her. How now, Cupid, how do you like this change? 

Cup. Faith, the thread of my device is crack’d, I may go sleep 

til! the revelling music awake me. 

Her. And then. too. Cupid, without you had prevented the 
fountain Alas, poor sod, that remembers not self-love to be 
proof against the violence of his quiver! Well. I ha^a 
those prizers, for which I must presently find out Cntes, with 
his assistance pursue it to a high strain of laughter, or 
lost of Ilia metaL ^ 


ACT V 

SCENE l.—Tlu same. 


Enter Mercury and Cbites. 


Mf.r. It is resolved on, Crites, you must do it. 
Cri. The grace divineet Mercury hath done me* 
In this vouchsafed discovery of himself. 

Binds my observance in the utmost term 
Of satisfaction to his godly will: 

Though I profess, without the afiwtatioD 
Of an^enforced and form’d austerity, 

I could bo willing to enjoy no place 


With so unequal natures. 

Her. We believe it. . . • , 

But for our sake, and to inflict just painS 

On their prodigious folliw. aid 

No man is presently made bad . t-jn 

And good men. like the sea, should still mainUln 
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Their Doble taste, ia midst of all fresh humours 
That flow about them, to corrupt their streams. 
Bearing no season, much less salt of goodness. 

It is our purpose. Crites, to correct, 

And punish, with our laughter, this night’s sport. 
Which our court-dors so heartily intend: 

And by that worthy scorn, to make them know 

How far beneath the dignity of man 

Their serious and most practised actions are. 

Cri. Ay, but though Mercury can warrant out 
His undertakings, and make all tilings good, 

Out of the powers of his divinity, 

Th’ offence will be return’d with weight on me. 

That am a creature so despised and poor; 

When the whole court shall take itself abused 
By our ironical confederacy. 

Mer. You are deceived. The better race in court. 
That have the true nobility call’d virtue. 

Will apprehend it, as a grateful right 
Done to their separate merit; and approve 
The fit rebuke of so ridiculous heads. 

Who, with their apish customs and forced garbs, 
Would bring tho name of courtier in contempt, 

Did it not live unblemLsh’d in some few. 

Whom equal Jove hath loved, and Ph.ebus form’d 
Of better metal, and in better mould. 

Cri. Well, since my leader-on is Mercury, 

I shall not fear to follow. If I fall. 

My proper virtue shall be my relief, 

That follow’d such a cause, and such a chief. 


(i?xeunf. 


SCENE II, — Anolh^ Room in ike same. 

Enter Asotus and Amobphtjs. 

jl«. No more, if you Jove mo, good master; you are incom- 
patibie to live withal; send mo for the ladies] 

Amo. Nay. but intend me. 

Aso. Fear me not; I warrant you. sir. 

Amo. Render not yourself a refractory on tho sudden. I cun 

‘^^artily, and to the moat of 

Mytack'’SpoT yortS™ '‘“«- 

perform tho science as well as another ^ ^ ^ 

^""are^TtlrrucSi^^^ Yet 

Hiem) certain intrinaecate strokes' and wards, to 
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is not yet amounted, as your gentle dor in colours. For supposition, 
your mistress appears here in prize, ribanded with green and yellow; 
now, it is the part of every obsequious servant, to be sure to have 
daily about him copy and variety of colours, to be presently 
answerable to any hourly or half-hourly change in his mistress’s 
revolution — 

Aso. I know it. sir. 

Atho. Give leave, I pray you — which, if your antagonist, or 
player against yon, shall ignorantly be without, and yourself can 
produce, you give him the dor. 

.450. Ay, ay, sir. 

Amo. Or, if you can possess your op|)osite, that the grwn your 
mistress wears, is her rejoicing or exultation in his service; the 
yellow, suspicion of his truth, from her height of affection: and 
that he, greenly credulous, shall withdraw thus, in private, and 
from the abundance of his pocket (to displace her jealous conceit) 
steal into his hat the colour, whose blueness doth express trueness. 
she being not so. nor so affected; you give him the dor. 

.450. Do not I know it, sir? 

Amo. Nay, good swell not above your understanding, mere 

in yet a third dor in colours. 

Aso. I know it too, 1 know it. , j i 

Amo. Do you know it too? what is it? make good your know- 

lerlge. , , ^ 

Aso. Why it is no matter for that. 

Amo. Do it, on pain of the dor. 

iZ the dor. But I will remon- 

etrete to you tho third dor, which U not. es j 

indicative, but deliberative: as how? as thus, \our rivi ► 
dutiful and serious care. Iving in his bed, meditating J® ^ 
his mistress, dispatcheth Kis lacquey to the J ' ^3 ^^ar 

what her coloure are the day. ^th purpose to ^pply ^ 

smiles, and you give turn the dor 

ll'Sfr-^"u''S“k“SrL^rou-cuidauco, your humour 

Wht'’»ir"thut, do you think you kno .o. T 

.4, no. I know that a cook may ^ clear and 

fiTOcll well, as you to be wise. oassaces and imbrocatas 

clean strokes. But then. V.^^faP^^ev^ree in face or wry- 

in courtship; “ si:«e offenders. I will 

mouth ; and these more makes entry as you are engaged 

example unto you: Yow op^nent makw en r^aa y ^ 

with your mistress. You swing ^ stepping 

whisper. Here corner ywr baboon, disgrace nxm . a 
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oiT, fall on his bosom, and turning to her, politicly, aloud say, Lady, 
regard this noble gentleman, a man rarely part^, second to none 
in this court; and then, stooping over his shoulder, your hand on 
his breast, your mouth on his backside, you give him the reverse 
stroke, with this sanna, or stork’s-bill, which makes up your wit’s 
bob most bitter. 

A90. Nay, for heaven’s sake, teach me no more. I know all as 

well 'Slid, if I did not. why was I nominated ? why did you choose 

me? why did the ladies prick out me? I am sure there were other 
gallants. But me of all the rest! By that light, and, ns I aui a 
courtier, would I might never stir, but ’tis strange. Would to the 
lord the ladies would come once! 


Enter Morphtdbs. 

Morp. Signior, the gallants and ladies are at hand. Are you 
ready, sir? 

Amo. Instantly. Go, accomplish your attire: [Exit Asotue.] 
Cousin Morphides, assist me to make good the door with your 
officious tyranny. 

Citizen, [nilhin.] By your leave, my masters there, pray you let’s 
come by. 

[within.] You by! why should you come by more than we? 

Citizen'e Wife. [ua/Wn.j Why, sir! Ix^ause he is my brother that 
plays the prizes. 

Morp. "Your brother! 

Ct?i2ca, [laiVAia.] Ay, her brother, sir, and we must com© in. 

Tailor, [taiVAin.] Why, what are you? 

Citizen. I am her husband, sir. 

Tailor. [taitWn.] Then thrust fonvard your ho.ad. 

Amo. What tumult is there? 

itforp.^o’s there? bear back there! Stand from the door! 

Amo. Lnter none but the ladies and their hang-byas ~ 


EnUr Phantastb, Philautia, AROimiON, Moria, Hbdon, 
and Akaidbs, introdxicing txm Ladies. 

Welcome beauties, and your kind shadows 

Bed. country lady, my friend, good signior Amorphus. 

Ana. And my cockatrice here. ^ 

Atno. She is welcome. 

Th€ atizen, and Ata Wife, Pages, etc., appear ai the door. 

and. goodman coxcomb 
who would you speak withal? ^ coxcomb 

•Ti/e, My brother. 

Amo. With whom? your brother 1 

M<^. Who is your brother T 

Wife. Master Asotua. 

Arw. Master Asotua! is he your brother? he is ttAnn im 
great persons; he is not to know you to-night. ^ ^ ^ 



204 


Ben Jonson^s Plays 


Re-mUr AsotuS hastily. 

Aso. 0 Jove, master! an there come e’er a citizen gentlewoman 
in my name, let her have entrance, I pray you: it is my sister. 

Wife. Brother! 

at. [Ihruslvig in.] Brother, master Asotus! 

Aso. Who’s there? 

Wife. ’Tis I. brother. 

Aso. Gods me, there she is! good master, intrude her. 

Morp. Make place! bear back there! 

Enter Citizen’s Wife. 


Amo. Knock that simple fellow there. 

H’l/c. Nay. good sir, it is my husband. 

i/ip. The simpler feUow he.— Away! back ^th head, sir . 

^ ‘ the Ctttzen back. 

Aso. Brother, you must pardon your non-entry: husbands are 

not allow’d here, in truth. I’ll come home soon with my sister. 

pray you meet us with a lantern, brother. Bo merry, 

shall make you laugh anon. 

Pha. Your nrizer is not ready, Amorphus. , . n 

Amo. Apprehend your places: 

Ana. Is there any body come to answer him? shall we have a y 

^^°Amo. Sport of importance; howsoever, give me the gloves. 

Red. Gloves! why gloves, signior? 

Phi. What’s the ceremony? , , . . , at all 

Amc. [dMb,aing gloves.] Boside “f‘mv 

nrives thcv are here properly accommodate to the nupti . 

Er’s ^alur to the lady Courtship. Please jou appare youj 
hands. Madam Phantaste. madam Idiilautia. guardian, g 
Hedon, signior Anaides, gentlemen all, ladies. 

P^ovost, and present him. 

Ana. Heart! why ahould not we be maslert a^welU^J-^a ! ^ 

Ilrd. That’s true, and play our masters prizes as 

In sadneaa, lor uaing your court-weapons, mothinks you 

S3 s-TiSs sip'.r £ 

1 ..r i"- EZiVirs a. *, 

•nrftnlcl think foul scorn but we would, forsooth. 

P^ P^yTon, what should we call your name? 

Wife. My name is your husband could 

B^. Good mistress Downfall! 1 am sorry youi 

not cct in. ^ 

Wife, *Tis no matter tor turn, sir. 
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Ana. No, do, she has the more liberty for herself. [A flouri/ih. 
Pha. Peace, peace! they come. 


Re-enter Amobphus, introducing Asotd.s m a fuU-drees suit. 

Amo. So, keep up your ruff; the tincture of your neck is not all 
so pure, but it ask it. Maintain your sprig upright; your cloko 
on your half-shoulder falling; so: I will read your bill, advance it, 
and present you. — Silence! 


Be it knoum to all that profess courtship, by these presents {from the 
white satin reveller, to the cloth of tissue and bodkin) that we, Ulysses- 
Polytropus-Amorphus, master of the noble and subtile science of court- 
ship, do give leave and licence to our provost, AcoUutus-Polypragmon- 
Asotus, to play his master's prize, against all masters whatsoever, in 
this subtile mystery, at these four, the choice and most cunning weapons 
of court-compliment, viz. the bare accost; the better bboard ; 
tlu SOLEMN ADDRESS; «7id the PERFECT CLOSE. These are therefore 
to give notice to all comers, that he, the said Acolastus-Polypragmon- 
Asotus, is here present {by the kelp of his mercer, tailor, milliner, 
sempster, and so forth) at his designed hour, in this fair gallery, the 
present day of this present month, to perform and do his uttermost 
for the achievement and bearing atcay of the prizes, which are these : 
viz. For tite Bare Accost, tioo wall-eyes in a face forced : for the Belter 
Regard, a face favourably simj^ring, toilh a fan waring : for the 
Solemn Address, two lips wagging, and never a wise word : for the 
Pcr/cc/ Close, a wring by the hand, with a banquet in a comer. And 
Pheebus save Cynthia ! 


Appearetb no mau yet, to answer the prizer? no voice?— Music 
give them their summons. r Music 

Pha. The solemnity of this is excellent ^ 

Amo. Silence! Well, I perceive your name is their terror, and 
keepeth them back. 

Aso. I’fwth, master, let’s go; no body comes. Victus, victa 
vwtum : victi, viclce, victi let’s be retro^ade. 

Stay. That were dispunct to the ladies. Rather ourself 
shall be your encounter. Take your state up to the wall; and, lady 

Mor^ to the state.) may we implore you to stand forth, m 
nrst term or bound to our courtship. 

Bed. ’Fore heaven, ’twill shew rarely. 

Amo. Sound a charge. rj , 

f vulgar will count this fabulous and 

impudent now: by that candle, theyll never conceit it. 

Pha. ExoeUentwelll adS^r 

Phi. Peace! 

Bed. Most fashionably, believe it. 

Phi. 0, he is a well-spoken gentleman. 

Pha. Now the other. 

Phi. Very good. 

*H489 
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Htd. For a scholar, Honour. 

Ana. 0, ’tis too Dutch. He reels too much. [A flourish. 

Htd. This weapon is done. 

Amo. No, we have our two bouts at every weapon; expect. 

Cri. [u-Uhin.] Where be these gallants, and their brave prizer 
here? 

Morp. Who’s there? bear back; keep the door. 

Enter Crites, introducv>g Mercuky faniasticallif dressed. 


Amo. \^Tiat are you, sir? 

Cri. By your license, grand-master. — Come forward, sir. 

[To Mercury. 

Ana. Heart! who let in that rag there amongst us? Put him 
out, an impecunious creature. 

Htd. Out with him. 


Morp. Come, sir. 

A-mo. You must be retrograde. 

Cri. Soft, sir, I am truchmao, and do flourish before this monsieur, 
or Fvench-behaved gentleman, here; who is drawn liitlier by report 
of your chartels, advanced in court, to prove his fortune with your 
prizer, so ho may have fair play 8be\vn him, and the liberty to choose 
his stickler. 

Amo. Is he a master? o j j 

Crt That, sir, he has to shew here; and confirmed under tlie 
hands of the most skilful and cunning compliraentanes alive: 
Please you read, sir. [Gives htm a cerUficate. 

Amo. What shall we do? « \ 

Ana. Death! disgrace this fellow in the black stufl, whatever 


you do. , , 

■\mo. Why, but he comes with the stranger. 

‘Ucd. That’s no matter: he is our own countryman. 

Ana. Ay, and he is a scholar besides. \ou may disgrace him 

here with authority. 

A N^wshaU ^^e^ observed by yon scholar, till I sweat again; 


^ ^crcuf^.Tsh'” this is the wight of worth, that darra you 

to the ^encouTt^?' ^ gentleman of so 

this elixir, or mere magazine of man. ^n^ ^ ^ particulars in 

iv'-S S: 

jests; this presente gifts; .P gweara by that candle; 

rsi.s* c”i2i.nKi t .« 
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your ladies, the most proud, witty creatures, all things apprehending, 
nothing understanding, perpetually laughing, curious maintainers 
of fools, mercers, and minstrels, cosily to be kept, miserably keeping, 
all disdaining but their painter and apothecar)', 'twist whom end 
them there is this reciprock commerce, their beauties maintain 
their painters, and their painters tlioir beauties. 

J/cr. Sir, you have plaid the painter yourself, and limn’d them 
to the life. I desire to deserve before them. 

Amo. [returning the certificate.] Tlus is authentic. We must re- 
solve to entertain the monsieur, how.socver we neglect him, 

//'•rf. Come, let’s all go together, and salute him. 

Content, and not look on the other. 

Well devised: and a most punishing disgrace. 

Bed. On. 

Amo. Monsieur, wo must not so much betray ourselves to dis- 
court.ship, as to suffer you to be longer unsaluted: please you lo 
use the state ordain’d for the opponent; in which nature, without 
euvj-, we receive you. 

Bed. And embrace vou. 

Ana. And commend us to you, sir. 

Phi. Believe it, he is a man of excellent silence. 

Pha. He keeps all his wit for action. 

Ana. This hath discountenanced our scholaris, most richly. 

Bed. Out of all emphasis. The monsieur sees we regard him not. 

Amo. Hold on; make it known how bitter a thing it is not to be 
look'd on in court. 

Bed. ’Slud, will he call him to him yet! Does not monsieur 
perceive our disgrace? 

.daa. Heart! be is a fool, I see. We have done ourselves wronir 
to grace mm. ® 

Bed. ’Slight, what an ass was I to embrace him! 

Cri. Illustrious and fearful judges — 

Bed. Turn away, turn away. 

Cri. It is the suit of the strange opponent (to whom you ought 
not to turn your Uils, and whose noses I must follow) that he mav 

®°counter his respected adversary, to see 
some light stroke of his play, commenced with some other 

^ed. Answer not him, but the stranger; we will not believe 

Amo. I will demand him, myself. 

Cri. 0 dreadful disgrace, if a’ man were so foolish to feel it 

Amo. Jji It your suit, monsieur, to see some prelude of my scholar ? 
Now, sure the monsieur wants language— ^ otari 

A^take upon him to be one of the accomplished 1 'Slight 
thate a good jest; would we could take him with that 
Non eapde voi parlar' Italiano t Didhty— 

^na. ’Sfoot, the carp has no tongue. 

Cri, Signior, in courtehip, you are to bid vour r u 

and satisfy the monsieur’s request ^ abettors forbear, 
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Amo. Well, I will strike him more sUent with admiration, and 
terrify his divving hither. He shall behold my own play with my 
scholar. Lady, with the touch of your white hand, let me reinstate 
you. [Leads Moria boik to the state.] Provost, [to Asotus.] begin 
to me at the Bare Auost. [.4 eharffe,] Now, for the honour of my 
discipline. 

Bed. Signior Amorphus, reflect, reflect; what means ho by that 
mouthed wave? 

Cri. He is in some distaste of your fellow disciple. 

Afer. Signior, your scholar might have play^ well still, if he 
could have kept his seat longer; I have enough of him, now. He 
is a mere piece of glass, I see through him by this time. 

Atno. You come not to give us the scorn, monsieur? 

Mer. Nor to be frighted with a face, signior. I have seen the 
lions. You must pardon me. I shall be loth to hazard a reputation 
with one that has not a reputation to lose. 

Amo. How! 

Cri. Cleaning your pupil, sir. 

Ana. This is that black devil there. 

Amo. You do offer a strange affront, monsieur. 

Cri. Sir, he shall yield you all the honour of a competent ad- 
versary, if you please to undertake him. 

Aler. I am prest for the encounter. 

Amo. Me! challenge me! -.u 

Aso. What, my master, sir! ’Slight, monsieur, meddle with me, 

do you hear: but do not meddle with my master. 

^Ier. Peace, good squib, go out 

Cri. And stink, he bids you. 

j^.^SUencil I do accept him. Sit you down and observe. 

Me ! he never profest a thing at more charges.-l 

sir.— Cliallenge me! I will prosecute what disgrace my hatred can 

Cri* How tender a traveller’s spleen is! Comparison to men 

that de-serve least, is ever most offensive. , . ^ -eanons? 

Amo You are instructed in our chartel, and know our weapons 

Mer I appear not without their notice, sir. 

iZ them^offou; rparient.-I.ady. [to Maria.] 

vouclisafe the tenure of this ensign.-Who shall be y^urjrickler^^ 

aZ. I'^woiddrot wish you a weaker.-Sound. 
vokB you at th© Karo Accost. 

Thi, i. foretop. 

Hed. O, his leg was too much produced. 

Ana And his hat was carried scurvily. 

Phi. Peace; lot’s see the monsieur s Accost: Rare I 

Pka. Sprightly and short. 
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Ana. True, i& ia the French courteau: he lacka but to hare hia 
nose alit. 

Hed. He does hop. He does bound too much. [A /lonrish. 
Amo. The second bout, to conclude this weapon. [A charge. 
Pha. Good, believe it I 
Phi. An excellent offer! 

Cri. This is called the solemn band-string. 

Hed. Fob, that cringe was not put home. 

Ana. He makes a face like a stabb’d Lucrece. 

Aso. Well, he would needs take it upon him, but would I had 
done it for all this. He makee me sit still here, like a baboon as 
1 am. 


Crt. Making villainous faces. 

Phi. See, the French prepares it richly. 

Cri. Ay, this is yclept the Serious Trifle. 

.ino. ’Slud, ’tis the horse-start out o’ the brown study. 

Cri. Rather the bird-eyed stroke, sir. Your observance is too 
blunt, sir. [A flourish. 

Amo. Judges, award the prize. Take breath, sir. This bout 
hath been laborious. 


Aso. And yet your critic, or your besogno, will think these things 
foppery, and easy, now ! 

Cri. Or rather mere luna<'y. For would any reasonable creature 
make these his serious studies and perfections, much le.<», only live 
to these ends? to be the false pleasure of a few, the true love of 
none, and the just laughter of all? 

Hed. Wo must prefer the monsieur, we courtiers must be partial. 

Ana. Speak, guardian. Name the prize, at the Bare Accost. 

M.or. A pair of wall-eyee in a face forced. 

Ana. Give the monsieur. Amorphus hath lost his eyes. 

/I mo. I! Is the palate of your judgment down? Gentles, I do 
appeal. 

Aso. Yes, master, to me: the judges be fools. 

Ana. How now, sir! tie up your tongue, mungrel. Ho cannot 
appeal. 

Aso. Say, you sir ? 

Ana. Sit you still, sir. 

Aso. Why, so I do; do not I, I pray you ? 

Mer. Kcmercie, madame, and these honourable censors. 

Amo. Well, to the second weapon, the BeUer Beoard. I will 
encounter you better. Attempt. 

Hed. Sweet Honour. 


Phi. What says my good Ambition ? 

Hed. Which take you at this next weapon? I lay a Discretion 
With you on Amorphus s head. 

Phi. Why, I take the French-behaved gentleman. 

Bed. ’Tis done, a Discretion. 


Cr». A Discretion! A pretty court- wager 1 
person hazard hia wit so ? 


Would any discreet 
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fSUn 

Discretion on either of 
[A dtargt. 

He hobbles too much. 


Pha. ril lay a Discretion with you, Anaidea. 

Ana. Hang ’em, I’ll not venture a doit of Di 
their heads. 

Cri. No, he should venture all then. 

.4 na. I like none of their plays. 

Hcd. See, see ! this is strange play ! 

Ana. ’Tis too full of uncertain motion. 

Cri. ’Tis call’d your court-staggers, sir. 

Hed. That same fellow talks so now he has a place! 

Ana. Hang him! neglect him. 

Mer. Your good ladyship' a aQKiiontd. 

If i/c, Oda so! they speak at this weapon, brother. 

Aao. They must do so, sister; how should it be the Better Regard. 

else? . , , 

Pha. Methinks he did not this respectively enough. 

Phi. Why, the monsie\ir but dallies with him. * nr ii 

Hed. Dallies! ’Slight, see! he’ll put him to t in earnest.— Well 

done, Amorphus! . , j 

Ana. That puff was good indeed. u fu,. 

Cri Odame! this is desperate play : he hits himself o the smns. 
Hcd. An he moke this good through, he carnes it, I warrant him. 

Cri. Indeed he displays his feet rarely. 

H^d. See. see! he does the respective leer damnably weU. 

Amo The true idolater of your beauixee shaU never pass their 

deities unadored : I rest your pom kniglU all 

Hcd. See, now the oblique leer, or the Janus, he 

trCt^riblflfe eon.es off. like your rodolntado. 
Pha. How like you this play, Anaides? 

- pro. h. 

lanffuage. . 

■idZ: d“1.r;i:y"'’ we umst not disgrace our own 

o«i,o ,.rr It /n»re resc'^ da 

Bascio le mane de vo' signoria. 

Cri. Tlie Venetian dop this. . 

Pha. Most unexpecte<Ily excellent! Ihe f tenon g 
Asa As buckeU are put down into a well ; 

°’cn °'St“ss“'u; yTur simile, jackdaw, and obserr-. 

Hed. Now the mon-sieur is moved. 

Ana. Bo-peep 1 

ffrd. O, most antick. . 

Cri The French quirk, this air. 


Cynthia's Revels 


2 1 1 


Ana. Heart, he will over-run her. 

Mer. Madamoysdle, Jt txmdroy qut ■pouvoy monslrer mon affection, 

mais jt fuis lant malheureuse, ci /roid, ci layd, ci Je ne acay 

qui de direr— excuse moi, Je suis tout vostre. (A flourish. 

Phi. 0 brave and spirited ! he’s a right Jovialist. 

Pha. No, no: Amorphus’s gravity outweighs it. 

Cri. And yet your l«^y, or your feather, would outweigh both. 

Ana. What’s the pri 2 e, lady, at this Better Regard ? 

Mot. a face favourably simpering, and a fan waving. 

^na. They have done doubtfully. Divide. Give the favourable 
face to the aignior, and the light wave to the monsieur. 

Amo. You become the simper well, lady. 

Mer. And the wag better. 

Amo. Now, to our Solemn Address. Please the well-graced 
Philautia to relieve the lady sentinel; she hath stood long. 

Phi. With all my heart; come, guardian, resign your place. 

[Moria cornea from the state. 

Atno. Monsieur, furnish yourself with what solemnity of orna- 
ment you think fit for this third weapon; at which you are to shew 
all the cunning of stroke your devotion can possibly devise. 

Mer. Let me alone, sir. I’ll sufficiently decipher your amorous 
solemnities.— Crites, have patience. See, if I hit not all their 
practic observance, with which they lime twigs to catch their 
fantastic lady-birds. 

Cri. Ay, but you should do more charitably to do it more openly, 
that they might discover themselves mock’d in these monstrous 

, U . . iA charge. 

M er. Lackey, where s the tailor ? 

Enter TaUor, Barber, Perfumer, MilUner, Jeweller, and 

Feather-maker. 

Tai. Here, air. 

Ued. See, they have their toilor, barber, perfumer, milliner, 
jeweller, feather-maker, all m common! 

. {They make themselves ready on the stage. 

Ana. Ay, this is pretty. ^ 

to =>“. “tending off this 

Tax. That it is, sir* 

Bed. Excellent! This was the best yet. 
nanSty'^’^^' ™ ™ « onr tme mag- 

Come, go to, put on; we must bear with you for the times’ 

Amo. Is the perfume rich in this jerkin f 
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Per. Taste, smell; I assure you, sir, pure benjamin, the only 
spirited scent that ever awaked a Neapolitan nostril. You would 
wish yourself all nose for the love on’t. I frotted a jerkin for a 
new-revenued gentleman \nelded me three-score crowns but this 
morning, and the same titillntion. 

Amo. I savour no sampsuchine in it. 

Per. I am a Nulli-fidian, if there be not three-thirds of a scruple 
more of sampsucliinum in this confection, than ever I put in any. 
I’ll tell you all the ingredients, sir. 

Amo. You shall be simple to discover your simples. 

Per. Simple! why, sir? What reck I to whom I discover? I 
have in it musk, civet, amber, Phcenicobalanus, the decoction 
of turmerick, sesana, nard, spikenard, calamus odoratus, stacte, 
opobalsamum, amoraum, storax, ladanum, aspalathum, opoponax, 
tenanthe. And what of all these now? what are you the better? 
Tut, it is the sorting, and the dividing, and the mixing, and the 
tempering, and the searching, and the decocting, that makes the 
fumigation and the suflfumigation. 

Amo. Well, indue me with it 

Per. I will, sir. 

Bed. An excellent confection. , , . -i 

Cri. And most worthy a true voluptuary, Jove! what a coil tnese 
musk-worms take to purchase another’s delight? for ^beinselvM, 
who bear the odours, have ever the le^t sense of them, iet i ao 
like better the prodigality of jewels and ^lothe-s whereof one ^e h 
toaman’sbeirs: the other at least wears out time. J 

expires, and, without continual riot m reparation, 

whoso strives to keep, it is one spwial argument to 

to smell better than other men, be doth indeed smell far worse. 

3Ier. 1 know you will say, it sits well. sir. 

Tai. Good faith, if it do not, sir. let yoi^ mistr^s more 

Mer. By heaven, if my mistress do not like it, I II make □ 
conscience to undo thee, than to undo an oyster^ 

Tai. Believe it. there’s ne er a mistress in the “ ,y the 

Her No. not goodwife tailor, your mistress; that hw only lu 

judgment to heat your pressing-tool S to u 

Have you the featlier? 

Feat. Av, sir. 

Mer. Have you the jewel? 

tJew. Yes, sir. _ , — 

Mer What must I give for the hire on tT 
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Met. By Jove, sir, there be such tricks stirring. I can tell you, 
and worthily too. Extorting knaves, that live by these court- 
decorums, and yet What's your jewel worth, I pray? 

Jew. A hundred crowns, sir. 

Mcr. A hundred cro\vns, and six for the loan on’t an hour I what's 
that in the hundred for the year? These impostors would not be 
bang’d! Your thief is not comparable to them, by Hercules. Well, 
put it in, and the feather; you will liave it and you shall, and the 
pox give you good on’t! 

Amo. Give me my confcscts, my moscadiui, and place those 
colours in my hat. 

Mer. These are Bolognian ribands, I Avarrant you. 

Mil. In truth, sir, if they be not right Granado silk — 

Mer. A pox on you, you’ll all say so. 

MU. You give me not a penny, sir. 

Mer. Come, sir, perfume my devant; 

Ma\j it aicend, like solemn sacrifice. 

Into the nostrils of the Queen of Love f 

Bed. Your French ceremonies are the best. 

Ana. Monsieur, signior, your Solemn Address is too long; the 
ladies long to have you come on. 

Amo. Soft, sir, our coming on is not so easily prepared. Signior 

Pig! 

Per. Ay, sir. 

Amo. Can you help my complexion, here? 

Per. 0 yes, sir, I have an excellent mineral fucus for the purpose. 
The gloves are right, sir; you shall bury them in a muck-hill, a 
draught, seven years, and take them out and wash them, they 
shall still retain their first scent, true Spanish. There’s ambre in 
the umbre. 

Mer. Your price, sweet Fig? 

Per. Give me what you will, sir; the signior pays me two crowns 
a pair; you shall give me your love, sir. 

Mer. My love! with a pox to you, goodman Sassafras. 

Per. I come, sir. There’s an excellent diapasm in a chain, too, if 
you like it. 

Amo. Stay, what are the ingredients to your fucus? 

Per. Xouglit but sublimate and crude mercury, sir, well prepared 
and dulcified, vrith the jaw-bones of a sow, burnt, beaten, and 
searced. 

A mo. I approve it. Lay it on. 

Mer. I’ll have your chain of pomander, orrah; what’s vour 
price ? ^ 

Per. We’ll agree, monsieur; I’ll assure you it was both decocted 
and dried where no sun came, and kept in an onyx ever since it 
was balled. 

Mer. Come, invert my mustachio, and we have dona. 

Amo. ’Tis good. 

Bar, Hold still, I pray you, sir. 
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Per. Nay, the fucus is exorbitant, sir. 

Mer. Death, dost thou burn me, harlotl 

Bar. I beseech you, sir. 

Mer. Beggar, varlet, poltroon. {Beatshim. 

Bed. Excellent, excellent! 

Ana. Your French beat is the most natural beat of the world. 

Aso. 0 that I had played at this weapon. charge. 

Pha. Peace, now they come on; the second part. 

Amo. Madam, your beauties being so attractive, / mtwe you are 
left thus alone. 

Phi. Belter be alone, sir, than ill accompanied. 

Amo. Nought can be ill, lady, that can come near your goodness. 

Mer. Su'eei madam, on what part of you soever a man c^s his eye, 
he meets with perfection ; you are the lively image of Venus throughout ; 
all the graces smile in your cheeks ; your beauty nourishes as well as 
delights ; you have a tongue steeped »n honey, and a breath like a 
panther ; your breasts and forehead are whiter than goats' milk, or 
May blos oms ; a cloud is not so soft as your skin — 

Bed. Well strook, monsieur! He charges like a Frenchman 
indeed, thick and hotly. 

Mer. Your cheeks are Cupid's baths, wherein he uses to steep himself 
m milk and nectar : he does light all his torches at your eyes, and 
instructs you how to shoot and icound with their beatns. Yet I love 
nothing in you more than your innocence ; you retain so native a 
simplicity, so unblamed a behaviour / Melhinks, with such a love, I 
should find no head, nor foot of my pleasure : you art the very spirit 
of a lady. 

Ana. Fair play, monsieur, you are too hot on the quarry; give 
your competitor audience. 

Amo. Lady, how stirring soever the monsieur's tongue is, he will he 
by your side more dull than your eunuch. 

Ana. A good stroke; that mouth was excellently put over. 

Amo. You are fair, lady — 

Cri. You offer foul, signior, to close; keep your distance; for all 

your bravo rampant here. . 

Amo. I say you are fair, lady, let your choice be fit, as you are fay. 

Mer. / say l^ies do never believe they are fair, till some fool begins 


to doat upon them. 

Phi. You play too roueh, gentlemen. 

Amo. Your frenchified fool is your only fool, lady : / do yield to 
this honourable monsieur in all civil and humane courtesy. 

lA DOtirisn* 


Mer. Buz! . . , 

Ana. Admirable. Give him the prize, give him the pnze: that 

mouth again was most courtly bit, and rare. 

Amo. I knew I should pass upon him with the bitter bob. 

Bed. O, but the reverse was singular. 

Pha. It was roost subtile, Amorphus. 

Aso. If I had done’t, it should have been better. 
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Mer. How heartily they applaud thia, Crites 1 
Cri. You suffer them too long. 

Mer. ril take off their edge instantly. 

A iia. Name the prize, at the Soltmn Address. 

Phi. Two lips wagging. 

Cri. And never a wise word, I take it. 

Ana. Give to Amorphus. And, upon him again; lot iiim not 
draw free breath. 

Amo. Thanks, fair deliverer, and my honourable judges. Madam 
I’hantaste, you are our worthy object at thia next weapon. 

Pha. Most covetingly ready, Amorphus. 

[iSA< fakes the slots instead of Philautia. 

Bed. Your monsieur is crest-fallen. 

Ana. So are most of them once a year. 

Amo. You will see, I shall now give him the gentle Dor presently, 
he forgetting to shift the colours, which are now changed with 
alteration of the mistress. At your last weapon, sir. The Perfect 
Close. Set forward. [A charge.^ Intend your approach, monsieur. 
Mer. ’Tis yours, signior. 

Amo. With your example, air. 

Jfcr. Not I, sir. 

Amo. It is your right. 

Mer. By no possible means. 

Amo. You have the way. 

Mer. As I am noble— 

Amo. As I am virtuous— 

Mer. Pardon me, sir. 

Atno. I will die first. 

Mer. You are a tyrant in courtesy. 

Amo. He is removed.— [5/<iys Mercury on his fnow7^?.]— Judges, 
bear witness. 

Mer. What of that, sir T 
Amo. You are removed, sir. 

Mer. Well. 

Amo. I challenge you; you have received the Dor. Give me the 
prize. 

Mer. Soft, sir. How, the Dor? 

Atno. The common mistress, you see, is changed. 

Mer. Right, sir. 

Amo. And you have still in your hat the former colours. 

Mer. You lie, sir. I have none: I have pulled them out. I meant 
to pKy discoloured. flourish. 

Cri. The Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the Dor, the palnable 
Dor! ^ 

Ana. Heart of my blood, Amorphus, what have you done ? stuck 
a disgrace upon us all, and at your last weapon ! 

Aso. I could have done no more. 

Bed. By heaven, it was most unfortunate luck. 

Ana. Luck I by that candle, it was mere rashness, and oversight; 
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would any man have ventured to play so open, and forsake his 

ward ? D n me, if he have not eternally undone liimself in 

court, and discountenanced us that were Ills main countenance, 
by it. 

AtTio. Forgive it now : it was the solecism of my stars. 

Cri. TThe wring by the hand, and the banquet, is ours. 

Mer. 0, here’s a lady feels like a wench of the first year; you 
would think her hand did melt in your touch; and the bones of her 
fingers ran out at length when you prest ’em, they are so gently 
delicate! He that had the grace to print a kiiw on these lips, should 
taete wine and rose-leaves. 0, she kisses as close as a cockle. 
Let’s take them down, as deep as our hearts, wench, till our very 
souls mil- Adieu, signior: good faith I shall drink to you at 
suppea', sir. 

Ana. Stay, monsieur. Who awards you the prize? 

Ori. Why, his proper merit, sir; you see he has played down your 
grand garb-master, here. 

Ana, Tliat’s not in your logic to determine, air: you are no 
oourtiar. This is none of your seven or nine beggarly sciences, but 
a certain mystery above them, wherein we that have skill must 
pronoonoe, and not such fresh men as you are. 

Cri. Indeed, I must declare my. self to you no profest courtliog; 
nor to have any excellent stroke at your subtile weapons; yet if 
you please, I dare venture a hit with you, or your fellow, air Dagonet, 
here. 

Ana. With me! 


Cri. Yes, sir. 

Ana. Heart, I shall never have such a fortune to save myself in a 
fellow again, and your two reputations, gentlemen, as in this. Fll 
undertake him. 

Hed. Do, and swinge him soundly, good Anaidcs. 

Ana. Let me alone; I’ll play other manner of play, than has been 

seen yet. I would the prize lay on’t. 

Mer. It shall if you will, I forgive my right. 

Ana. Are you so confident! what’s your weapon ? 


Cri. At any, I, sir. 

Mer. The Perfect Close, that’s now the best. 

Ana. Content, I’ll pay your scholarity. Who offers? 

Cri. Marry, that will I: I dare give you that advantage too. 

Ana. You dare! well, look to your liberal sconce. 

Amo. Make your play still, upon the answer, sir. 

Ana. Hold your peace, you are a hobby-horse. 

Aso. Sit by me, master. , 

Mer. Now, Crites. strike home. .trieV 

C7r». You shall see me undo the assur^ swaggerer 
instantly: I uill play all his own play before h.m; court 
in his carb in his phrase, with his face; leave him not so m 
look,‘fre;e, . atTlk, o. an imperfect oath, h, erprea, h.n.df V. 

after me. *■ 


217 


Cynthia's Revels 

Mer. Excellent, Crites. 

Ana. When begin you, sir? hare you consulted? 

Cri. To your cost, sir. Wliich is the piece stands forth to be 
courted? 0, are you she? [To PhilatUia.^ Well, madam, or sweet 
lady, U is so, I do love you in some sort, do you conceive ? and though 
I am no monsieur, nor no sxgnior, and do want, as they say, logic 
and sophistry, and good uords, to tell you why it is so; yet by this 
hand and by that candle it is so: and though I be no book-worm, nor 
one that deals by art, to give you rhetoric and causes, why it should 
be so, or make it good it is so? yet, d ■ -n me, but I know it is so, 
and am assured it is so, and I and my sword shall make it appear it 
is so, and give you reason sufficient how it can be no otherwise but so — 

fled. ’Slight, Anaides, you are mocked, and so we are all. 

Mer. How now, signior! what, suffer yourself to be cozened of 
your courtship before your face? 

Bed. This is plain confederacy to disgrace us: let’s be gone, and 
plot some revenge. 

Amo. When men disgraces share, 

The lesser is the care. 

Cri. Nay, stay, my dear Ambition, [to Hedon.] I can do you over 
too. You that tell your mistress, her beauty is all composed of 
theft; her hair stole from Apollo’s goldy-locks; her white and red, 
lilies and roses stolen out of paradise; her eyes two stars, pluck’d 
from the sky; her nose the gnomon of Love’s dial, that tells you 
bow the clock of your heart goes: and for her other parts, as you 
cannot reckon them, they are so many; so you cannot recount them, 
they are so manifest. Yours, if his own, unfortunate Hoyden, 
instead of Hedon. [A flourish. 

Aso. Sister, come aw’ay, I cannot endure them longer. 

[Exeunt all but Mercury and Crites. 

Mer. Go, Dors, and you, my madam Courting-stocks, 

Follow your scorned and derided mates; 

Tell to your guilty breasts, what mere gilt blocks 
You are, and how unworthy human states. 

Cri. Now, sacred God of Wit, if you can make 
T^ose, whom our sports tax in these apish graces, 

Kiss, like the fighting snakes, your peaceful rod. 

These times shall canonise you for a god. 

Mer. Why, Crites, think you any noble spirit, 

Or any, worth the title of a man. 

Will be incensed to see the enchanted veils 
Of self-conceit, and servile flattery. 

Wrapt in so many folds by time and custom. 

Drawn from his wronged and bewitched eyes? 

Who sees not now their shape and nakedness. 

Is blinder than the son of earth, the mole; 

Crown’d with no more humanity, nor soul. 

Cri. Though they may see it, yet the huge estate 
Fancy, and form, and sensual pride have gotten, 
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Will make them blush for anger, not for shame, 

And turn shewn nakedness to impudence. 

Hximour is now the test we try tluniis in: 

All power is just: nought that delights is sin. 

And yet the zeal of every knowing man 
Op[)rest wth liills of tyranny, cast on virtue 
By the light fancies of fools, thus transported, 

Cannot but vent the /Etna of his fires. 

T’indarae best bosoms with much worthier love 
Than of these outward and effeminate shades; 

That these vain joys, in which their wills consume 
Such powers of wit and soul as are of force 
To raise their beings to eternity. 

May be converted on works fitting men: 

And, for the practice of a forced look, 

An antic gesture, or a fustian phrase, 

Study the native frame of a true heart. 

An inward comeliness of bounty, knowledge. 

And spirit that may conform them actually 
To God’s high figut^, which they have in power; 

Which to neglect for a self-loving neatne.ss. 

Is sacrilege of an unpardon’d greatness. 

Mer. Then let the truth of these things strengthen thee, 
In thy exempt and only man-like course; 

Like it the more, the less it is respecterl: 

Though men fail, virtue is by gods piotccted.— 

See, here cornea Arete; I’ll \vithdraw myself. 

Enter Arete. 

Are. Crites, you must provide straight for a masque, 
’Tis Cynthia’s pleasure. 

Cri. How, bright Arete! 

Why, ’twero a labour more for Hercules: 

Better and sooner durst I undertake 
To make the different seasons of the year, 

The winds, or element, to sympathise, 

Than their unmeasurable vanity 
Dance truly in a measure. Tlioy agree ! 

What though all concord’s born of contraries; 

So many follies will confusion prove, 

And like a sort of jarring instruments. 

All out of tune; because, indeed, we see 
There is not that analogy ’t\vixt discords, 

As between things but merely opposite. 

Are There is your error: for as Hermes wand 
Charms the disorders of tumultuous ghosts; 

And os the strife of Chaos then did cease, 

When better light than Nature’s did arrive: 

So, what could never in itself agree. 
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Forgetteth the eccentric property, 

And at her sight turns forthmth regular, 

Whose sceptre guides the flomog ocean: 

And though it did not, yet the most of them 
Being either courtiers, or not wholly rude. 

Respect of majesty, the place, and presence, 

Will keep them within ring, especially 
When they are not presented as themselves. 

But masqued like others: for, in troth, not so 
To incorporate them, could be nothing else. 

Than like a state ungovern'd, without laws, 

Or body made of nothing but diseases: 

The one, through impotency, poor and wretched; 
The other, for the anarchy, absurd. 

Cri. But, lady, for the revellers themselves. 

It would be better, in my poor conceit. 

That others were employ’d; for such as are 
Unfit to be in Cynthia’s court, can seem 
No less unfit to be in Cynthia’s sports. 

Are. That, Ciites, is not purposed without 
Particular knowledge of the goddess’ mind; 

Who holding true intelligence, what follies 
Had crept into her palace, she resolved 
Of sports and triumphs, under that pretext. 

To have them muster in their pomp and fulness. 
That so she might more strictly, and to root, 
Effect the reformation she intends. 

Cri. I now conceive her heavenly drift in all. 
And will apply my spirita to serve her will. 

0 thou, the very power by which I am, 

And but for which it were in vain to be, 

Chief next Diana, virgin heavenly fair, 

Admired Arete, of them admired 
Whose souls are not enkindled by the sense. 
Disdain not my chaste fire, but feed the flame 
Devoted truly to thy gracious name. 

Are. Leave to suspect us: Crites well shall find, 
As we are now most dear, we’ll prove most kind. 
[lytfAj'n.] Arete I 
Are. Hark, I am call’d. 

Cri. I follow instantly. 

Phoebus Apollo, if with ancient rites. 

And due devotions, I have ever hung 
Elaborate Paeans on thy golden shrine. 

Or sung thy triumphs in a lofty strain, 

Fit for a theatre of gods to hear: 

And thou, the other son of mighty Jove, 

Cyllenian Mercury, sweet Maia’s joy, 

If in the busy tumults of the mind 


[£.vii 
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My path thou ever hast illumined. 

For which thine altars I have oft perfumed. 

And deck’d thy statues with discolour'd flowers: 

Now thrive invention in this glorious court. 

That not of bounty only, but of right, 

Cynthia may grace, and give it life by sight. [Ecit, 

SCENE III. 

Enter HnsPEBtia, Cynthia, Arete, Time, Phronesis, and 

lUAWJk.. 

Mxisic occomTpanied. Hespbrds sings. 

Queen and huntress, chaste and fair. 

Now the sun is laid to sleep. 

Seated in thy silver chair. 

State in wonted manner keep: 

Hesperus entreats thy light. 

Goddess, excellently bright. 

Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Dare itself to interpose; 

Cyntliia's shining orb was made 
Heav’n to clear, when day did close: 

Bless us then with wished sight. 

Goddess excellently bright. 

L,ay thy bow of pearl apart. 

And thy crystal shining quiver; 

Give unto the flying hart 

Space to breathe, how short soever: 

Thou that mak’st a day of night. 

Goddess excellently bright. 

Cyn. When hath Diana, like an envious wretch. 

That glitters only to his soothed self. 

Denying to the world the precious use 
Of hoarded wealth, withheld her friendly aid? 

Monthly we spend our still-repaired shine. 

And not forbid our virgin-waxen torch 
To bum and blaze, while nutriment doth last: 

That once consumed, out of Jove’s treasury 
A new we take, and stick it in our sphere. 

To give the mutinous kind of wanting men 
Their look’d-for light. Yet what is their desert? 

Bounty is wrong’d, interpreted as due; 

MorUls can challenge not a ray, by right. 

Yet do expect the whole of Cynthia’s light. 

But if that deitiea withdrew their gifts 
For human follies, what could men deserve 
But death and darkness? It behoves the high. 
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For their own sakes, to do things worthily. 

Art. Most true, most sacred goddess; for the heavens 
Receive no good of ail the good they do: 

Nor Jove, nor you, nor other heavenly Powers, 

Are fed with fumes which do from incense rise, 

Or sacrifices reeking in their gore; 

Yet, for the care which you of mortals have, 

(\\Tio3a proper good it is that they be so,) 

You well are pleased with odours redolent: 

But ignorant is all the race of men, 

Wliich still complains, not knowing why, or when. 

Ct/n. Else, noble Arete, they would not blame. 

And tax, or for unjust, or for as proud. 

Thy Cynthia, in the things which are indeed 
The greatest glories in our stariy crown; 

Such is our chastity, which safely scorns. 

Not love, for who more fervently doth love 
Immortal honour, and divine renown? 

But giddy Cupid, Venus’ frantic son. 

Yet, Arete, if by this veiled light 
We but discover’d (what we not discern) 

Any the least of imputations stand 

Re^y to sprinkle our unspotted fame 

With note of lightness, from these revels near; 

Not, for the empire of the universe, 

Should night, or court, this whatsoever shine, 

Or grace of ours, unhappily enjoy. 

Place and occasion are two privy thieves, 

And from poor innocent ladies often steal 
The best of things, an honourable name; 

To stay with follies, or where faults may be. 

Infers a crime, altliough the party free. 

Are. How Cynthianly, that is, how worthily 
And like herself, the matchless Cynthia speaks ! 

Infinite jealovisics, infinite regard^ 

Do watch about the true virginity: 

But Phoebe lives from all. not only fault. 

But as from thought, so from suspicion free. 

Thy presence broad-seals onr delights for pure; 

What’s done in Cynthia’s sight, is done secure. 

Cjm. That then so answer’d, dearest Arete, 

What th’ argument, or of what sort our sports 
Are like to be this night, I not demand. 

Nothing which duty, and desire to please, 

Bears written in the forehead, comes amiss. 

But unto whose invention must we owe 
The complement of this night’s furniture? 

Are. Excellent goddess, to a man’s, whose worth, 
Without hyperbole, I thus may praise; 
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One at least studious of deserving weU, 

And, to spoak truth, indeed deserving well. 
Potential merit stands for actual. 

Where only opportunity doth want, 

Not will, nor power; both which in him alwund. 
One whom the Muses and Minerva love; 

For whom should they, than Crites, more esteem. 
Whom Phoebus, though not Fortune, holdeth dear? 
And, which convinceth excellence in him, 

A principal admirer of yourself. 

Even through the ungentle injuries of Fate, 

And oiifficulties, which do virtue choke, 

Thus much of him appears. What other things 
Of farther note do lie unborn in him. 

Them I do leave for cherishment to shew. 

And for a goddess graciously to judge. 

Cyn. We have already judged him. Arete, 

Nor are wo ignorant how noble minds 
Suffer too much through those indignities 
Which times and vicious persons cast on them. 
Ourself have ever vowed to esteem 
As virtue for itself, so fortune, base; 

Who’s first in worth, the same be first in place. 

Nor farther notice, .4rete, we crave 
Tlian thine approval’s sovereign warranty: 

Let ‘t be thy care to make us known to him; 
Cynthia shall brighten what the world made dim. 


[Exit Ardt. 


Tn* First Masqub. 

Enter CupiD, disguised as Aotcros, /o«05rcrf by Storg6, Aglaia, 

Euphantaste, and Apheleia. 

Cup Clear pearl of heaven, and, not to be 
litle/cynikia /Thefarne of this 

drawn these four fair virgins from the palace of they /.,■ I 

% Zd which rLkes Jsuffictent difference bdwizt 

to visit thy imperial court : for she. their 
U, dweU among men. before her rdum to heaven, advised 
t consecrauThemselves to thy celestial sermc^ as xn 
(the proper element and sphere of 

J,re availahU with thee, than that of P'oTf and 

willed them to present thw whkh ^heTe iy me 
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of this little crystal xootU. Themselves, to ajypear more plainly, 
because they know nothing more odious than false pretexts, have chosen 
to express their several qualities thus in several colours. 

The first, in citron colour, is natiiral affection, which, given us to 
procure o^ir gat'd, is sometime called Storgi ; and as every one is 
nearest to himself, so this handmaid of reason, alloioablt Self-love, as 
it is without harm, so are none without it : her place in the court of 
Perfection was to quicken minds in the pursuit of honour. Her device 
is a perpendicular level, upon a cube or square ; the word, ae suo 
modulo; alluding to that true measure of one's self, which, as every 
one ought to make, so is it most conspicuous tn thy divine example. 

The second, in green, is dglaia, delectable and pleasant conversation, 
whose property is to move a kindly delight, and sometime not without 
laughter : her office to entertain assemblies, and keep societies together 
with fair familiarity. Her device, within a ring of clouds, a heart with 
shine about it ; the word, curarum nubila pello : an allegory of 
Cynthia's light, which no less clears the sky than her fair mirth the 
heart. 

The third, tn the discoloured mantle spangled all over, is Buphantaste, 
a well-conceited fVittiness, and employed tn Iwnouring the court with 
(he riches of her pure invention. Her device, upon a Petasus, or 
Mercurial hat, a crescent ; the word, sic laua ingenii; inferring that 
the praise and glory of wit doth ever increase, as doth thy growing moon. 

The fourth, in white, is Apheleia, a nymph as pure and simple as 
the sold, or as an abrase t^le, and is therefore called Simplicity ; 
without folds, without plaits, without colour, without counterfeit ; and 
{to speak plainly) plainness itself. Her device is no device. The 
word under her silver shield, omnia abest fucua; alluding to thy spot- 
less self, who art as far from impurity as from mortality. 

Myself, celestial goddess, more fiifor the court of Cynthia than the 
arbours of Cytherea, am called Anteros, or Love's enemy ; the more 
welcome therefore to thy court, and the fiUer to conduct this quaternion, 
who, as they are thy professed votaries, and for that eatise adversaries 
to Love, yet thee, perpetual virgin, they both love, and vow to love, 
elemally. 

Re-enter Abetb. with Critbs. 

Cyn. Not without wonder, nor without delight, 

Mine eyes have view’d, in contemplation’s depth, 

Thia work of wit, divine and excellent: 

What shape, what substance, or what unknown power. 

In virgin’s habit, crown’d with laurel leaves, 

And olive-branches woven in between. 

On sea girt rocks, like to a goddess shines I 
0 front! O face! 0 all celestial, sure. 

And more than mortal ! Arete, behold 
Another Cynthia, and another queen. 

Whose glory, like a lasting plenilune. 

Seems ignorant of what it is to wane. 
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Nor under heaven an object could be found 
More fit to please. Let Critea make approach. 
Bounty forbids to pall our thanks with stay. 

Or to defer our favour, after view: 

The time of grace is, when the c.''.use is new. 

.dire. Lo, here the man, celestial Delia, 

Who (like a circle bounded in itself) 

Contains as much as man in fulness may. 

Lo, here the man, who not of usual earth. 

But of that nobler and more precious mould 
Which Phoebus’ self doth temper, is composed; 
And who, though all were wanting to reward. 
Yet to himself he would not wanting be: 


Thy favour’s gain is his ambition’s most. 

And labour’s best; who (humble in his height) 

Stands ti.xed silent in thy glorious sight. 

Cyn. With no less pleasure than we have beheld 
This precious crystal work of rarest wit. 

Our eye doth read thee, now instiled, our C^itos; 

Whom learning, virtue, and our favour last, 

Exempteth from the gloomy multitude. 

With common eye the Supreme should not see: 
Henceforth be ours, the more thyself to be. 

Cri. Heaven’s pure-st light, whose orb may be eclipsed. 
But not thy praise; divinest Cynthia! 

How much too narrow for so high a 

Thine (save therein) the most unworthy Crites 

Doth find himself! for ever shine thy fame; 

Thine honours ever, as thy beauties do. 

In me they must, my dark world s chiefest lights. 

By whose propitious beams my powers are raised 
To hope some part of those most lofty points. 

Which blessed Arete hath pleased to name. 

As marks, to which my endeavour’s steps should bend. 

Mine, as begun at thee, in thee must end. 


Tna Second Masqde. 

Enter Mzeotet a, a pa,,,, introdueing Eucosmos. Eupathes, 

Eutolmos, an/f Eucolos. 

Mer. Sister of to 

ccynplain of his absence , Oiesc f AtVrA/v beloved of your re- 

and SOM of Eutaxia, a lady hiotv , Cunthia held a solemnity 

splendent deity) Ml able to be % as tl^e are 

of^iOMly tnsinuaU themselves x frame of the court doth 

four earduial mrtiies, upon .-J xchich the body 

Uve. so are these the Mr iu,hichthry 

bmr in their hands) they support xn princes courts ine 
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preaenct, as hy office they are obliged: which, though here they may 
seem superiluoue, yet, for honour's sake, they thus presume to visit thee, 
having also been employed in the palace of queen Perfection. And 
though to them that would make themselves gracious to a goddess, 
sacrifices were fitter than preserUs, or impresses, yet they both hope thy 
favour, and (in place ofcilhcr) use several symbols, containing the titles 
of thy imperial dignity. 

First, the hithermost, in the changeable blue atui green robe, is the 
commendably -fashioned gallant, Eucosmos; whose courtly habit is the 
grace of the presence, and delight of the surveying eye; wftom ladies 
understand by the names of Neat and Elegant. His symbol is, div» 
virgini, in which he would express thy deity's principal glory, which 
hath ever been virginity. 

The second, in the rich accoutrement, and robe of purple, empaled 
loith gold, is EupcUhes; who entertains his mind with an hannless, 
but not incurious variety; ail the objects of his ssnses art sumptuous, 
himself a gallant, that, without excess, can make use of superfluity, 
go richly in embroideries, jewels, and what not, without vanity, and 
fare delicately without gluttony; and therefore (no/ without caMe) is 
universally thought to he of fine humour. His symbol is, div© optim®; 
an attribt^ to express thy goodness, in which thou so resemblest Jove 
thy father. 

The third, in the blush-coloured suit, is Eutolmos, as duly respecting 
others, as never neglecting himself; commonly known by the title of 
good Asidacity; to courts and courtly assemblies a guest most acceptable. 
His symbol is, div® viragini; to express thy hardy courage in chase 
of savage beasts, which harbour in woods and wildernesses. 

The fourth, in watchei tinsel, w the kind and truly henefique Eucolos, 
who imparteth not without respect, but yet without difficulty, and hath 
the happiness to make every kindness seem double, by the timely and 
freely bestowing thereof. He is the chief of them, who by the vulgar are 
said to he of good nature. His symbol is, div® tnazizn®; an adjunct 
to signify thy greatness, which in heaven, earth, and hell, is formidable. 

Music. A Dance by the two Masques joined, during which 
Cupid and Mbbcuey retire to the side of the stage. 

Cup. Is not that Amorphus, the traTeller? 

Mer. As though it were not ! do you not see how his legs are in 
travail with a measure? 

Cup. Hedon, thy master is next. 

Mer. What, will Cupid turn nomenclator, and cry them? 

Cup. No, faith, but I have a comedy toward, that would not be 
lost for a kingdom. 

Mer. In good time, for Cupid will prove the comedy. 

Cup. Mercury, I am studying how to match them. 

Mer. How to mismatch tliem were harder. 

Gup. They are the nymphs must do it; I shall sport myself with 
their passions above measure ^ 
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Mer. Those nymphs wouJd be tamed a little indeed, but I fear 
thou hast not arrow’s for the purpose. 

Cup. 0 yes, here be of all sorts, flights, rovers, and butt-shafts. 
But I can wound with a brandish, and never draw bow for the 


matter. 

Mer. I cannot but believe it, my invisible archer, and yet methinks 
you are tetlious. 

Cup. It behoves me to be somewhat circumspect, Mercury; for 
if Cynthia hear the twang of my bow, she’ll go near to whip me 
with the string; therefore, to prevent that, I thus discharge a 

brandish upon it makes no matter which of the couples. Phao- 

taste and Amorphus, at you. [ iVaves his arrov) ai thtm. 

Mer. Will the shaking of a shaft strike them into such a fever of 

affection? , ... 

Cup. As well as the wink of an eye: but, I pray thee, hinder me 

not with thy prattle. . 

Mer. Jove forbid I hinder thee; Marry, all that I fear is Cyn- 
thia’s presence, which, with the cold of her chastity, casteth such 
an antiperistasis about the place, that no heat of thine will tarry 

with the patient. . . . 

Cup. It will tarry the rather, for the antipenstasis will keep it lo. 

J/cr. I long to see the e.xperiment. „ * 

Cup. Why, their marrow boils already, or they are all turn a 


^'^Iw^^Nay, an’t be so. I’ll give over speaking, and be a spectetor 

only ITke first daTM er^s. 

Atno. Cynthia, by my bright soul, is a right exquisite and splen- 
didious lady: yet Amorphus. I think hath seen more * 

am sure more iuntries; but whether I have or not, what need we 

gaze on C\-nthia, that have ourself to admire? u., 

* Pha. O; excellent Cynthia! yet if Phantaste sat where 
and had such attire on her head, (for attire can do I say n 

more— but goddesses are goddesses, and Phantaste is as ^ 
would the revels were done once, I might go to my school o g 
again, nnd learn U> do myself right aHar 

Mer. How now, Cupid? here’s a wonrlerful change with your 

hrandUht do vou Dot hear how they doto ? 

Sp WhnVprodigy is this? no word of love, no meotroo, no 

A/e” Not a word, my little ignis fatue, not a 
Cup. Are my darts enchantetl? is their vigour g 


virtu 


l/eT~What! Cupid turned jealous of himself? ha, ha, ha! 
Cup. Laughs Mercury? 

c:; Hath '’he oTc"a,lc, when his purpose is so deluded f 
M^. A rare comedy, it shall be entitled Cupid s? 

Cup. Do not scorn us, Hermes. 
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Mer. Choler and Cupid are two fiery things; I scorn them not. 
But I see that coma to pass which I presaged in the beginning. 

Cup. You cannot tell: perhaps the physic will not work so soon 
upon some as upon others. It may be the rest are not so resty. 

Mer. Ex ungue ; you know the old adage, as these so are the 
remainder. 

Cup. I’ll try: this is the same shaft with wliioh I wounded 
Argurion. [Waves his arrow again. 

Mer. Ay, but let me save you a labour, Cupid: there were certain 
bottles of water fetch’d, and drunk oS since that time, by these 
gallants. 

Cup. Jove strike me into the earth! the Fountain of Self-love! 

Mer. Nay, faint not, Cupid 

Cup. I remember’d it not. 

Mer. Faith, it was ominous to take the name of Anteros upon 
you; you know not what charm or enchantment lies in the word: 
you saw, I durst not venture upon any device in our }»resentment, 
but was content to be no other than a simple page. Your arrows’ 
properties, (to keep decorum,) Cupid, are suited, it should seem, to 
the nature of him you personate. 

Cup. Indignity' not to be borne! 

Mer. Nay rather, an attempt to have been forborne. 

. . T second dance ends. 

tup. How might I revenge myself on this insulting Mercury? 
tliere’s Crites, his minion, he has not tasted of this water. [Waves 
his arrow at Crites.} It shall be so. Is Oites turn’d dotard on 
himself too? 

M er. That follows not, because the venom of your shafts cannot 
pierce him, Cupid. 

Cup. As though there were one antidote for these, and another 
for hici. 


Mer. As though there were not; or, as if one effect might not 
^ise of divers caiis« ? What say you to Cynthia, Arete, PtSonesis 
lime, aad others there 7 
Cup. Tliey are divine. 

Mer. And Crites aspires to be so. 

tv. ^ I u 4 . [-Vjwc; they begin the third dance, 
tup. But that shall not serve him. 

M(^. 'T^ like to do it, at this time. But Cupid is grown too 
covetous, that will not spare one of a multitude. ^ 

Cup. One is more than a multitude. 

if^. lute’s favour makes any one shot-proof against thp« 

■ honey-bee, remember thou art not n^ 

in Adorns garfen, but in Cynthia’s presence, where thorns lie in 
ga^on about the roses. Soft, Cynthia speaks. 

tyn. Ladies and gallants of our court, to end. 

And give a timely period to our sports, 

Ut us conclude thorn with declining night* 

Our empire is but of the darker half. * 
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Aod if you judge it any recomponce 

For your fair pains, t’ have earn’d Diana’s thanks, 

Diana irrants them, and bestows their crown 
To gratify your acceptable zeal. 

For you are they, that not, as some have done. 

Do censure us, as too severe and sour. 

But as, more rightly, gracious to the good; 

Although we not deny, unto the proud, 

Or the profane, perhaps indeed austere: 

For so AetTon, by presuming far. 

Did, to our grief, incur a fatal doom; 

And so, swoin Niobe, comparing more 
Than he presumed, was trophajcd into stone. 

But are we therefore judged too extreme? 

Seems it no crime to enter sacred bowers. 

And hallow’d places, uilh impure aspect. 

Most lewdly to pollute? Seems it no crime 
To brave a deity ? Let mortals learn 
To make religion of offending heaven. 

And not at all to censure powers divine. 

To men this argument should .stand for firm, 

A goddess did it, therefore it was good: 

We are not cruel, nor delight in blood. — 

But what have serious repetitions 

To do with revels, and the sports of court? 

We not intend to sour your late delights 
With harsh expostulation. Let it suffice 
That we take notice, and can take revenge 
Of these calumnious and lewd blasphemies. 

For we arc no less Cynthia than we were. 

Nor is our power, but as ourself, the same: 

Though we have now put on no tire of shine. 

But mortal eves undazzled may endure. 

Years are beneath the spheres, and time makes weak 
Things under heaven, not powers which govern heaven. 

And though ourself be in ourself secure. 

Yet let not mortals challenge to themselves 
Immunity from thence. Lo, this is all: 

Honour hath store of spleen, but wanteth gall. 

Once more we cast the slumber of our thanks 
On your ta’en toil, which here let take an end. 

And that we not mistake your several worths, 

Nor vou our favour, from yourselves remove 

mat makea you u-.-tu.fc 

Particular pains particular thanks do ask. I i aatict 

HowT let me view you. Ha ! are we contemn d ? 

Is there so little awe of our disdain. 

That any (under taist of their disguise) 

Should mix themselves with others of the court. 
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And, without forehead, boldly press so far. 

As farther none? How upt is lenity 
To be abused I severity to be loath’d ! 

And yet, how much more doth the seeming face 
Of neighbour virtues, and their borrow’d names, 

Add of lewd boldness to loose vanities! 

Wlio would have thought that Philaiitia durst 
Or have usurj)cd noble Storg^’s name. 

Or vith that tlieft have ventured on our eyes? 

Who would have thought, that all of them should hope 
So much of our connivence, as to come 
To grace tliemselves wth titles not their own? 

Instead of med’eines, have we mala^lics? 

And such imposthumes as Phantaste is 
Grow in our palace? We must lance these sores, 

Or all will putrify. Nor are these all, 

For we suspect a farther fraud than this; 

Take off our veil, that shadows many depart. 

And shapes appear, beloved Arete— —So, 

Another face of things presents itself. 

Than did of late. VVhat! feather’d Cupid mnsqued, 

And masked like Anteros? And stay! more strange I 
Dear Mercury, our brother, like a page, 

To countenance the ambush of the boy ! 

Nor endeth our discovery as yet: 

Gelaia, like a nymph, that, but erewhile. 

In male attire, did serve Anaidcs? — 

Cupid came hither to find sport and game, 

Who heretofore hath been too conversant 
Among our train, but never felt revenge; 

And Mercury bare Cupid company. 

Cupid, wc must confess, this time of mirth, 

Proclaim’d by us, gave opportunity 
To thy attempts, although no privilege: 

Tempt us no farther; wc cannot endure 
Thy presence longer; vanish hence, away! [Exit Cupid. 
You, Mercury, we must entreat to stay, 

And hear what we determine of the rest; 

For in this plot we well perceive your hand. 

But, (for we mean not a censorian task. 

And yet to lance these ulcers grown so ripe,) 

Dear Arete, and Crites, to you two 

We ^ve the charge; impose what pains you please; 

Th’ incurable cut off, the rest reform, 

Remembering ever what we first decreed. 

Since revels were proclaim’d, let now none bleed. 

Are. How well Diana can distinguish times, 

And sort her censures, keeping to herself 
The doom of gods, leaving the rest to xis! 

1489 
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Come, cite them, Critea, first, and then proceed. 

Cri. First, PhiJautia, for she was the first, 

Then light Gelaia in Aglaia’s name. 

Thirdly, Phantaste, and Moria next. 

Main Follies all. and of the female crew: 

Amorphus, or Eucosmos’ counterfeit. 

Voluptuous Hedon ta’en for Eupathes, 

Brazen Anaides, and Asotus last. 

With his two pages. Moms and Prosaites; 

And thou, the traveller’s evil, Cos, approach. 
Impostors all. and male deformities — 

Are. Nay. forward, for I delegate my power. 

And will that at thy mercy they do stand, 

Wlmm they so oft, so plainly scorn’d before. 

’Tis virtue which they want, and wanting it. 
Honour no garment to their backs can fit. 

Then, Crites, practise thy discretion. 

Cri. Adored Cynthia, and bright Arete, 

Another might seem fitter for this ta.sk, 

Than Crites far, but that you judge not so: 

For I (not to appear vindicative, 

Or mindful of contempts, which I contemn’d. 

As done of impotence) must be remiss: 

Who, as I was the author, in some sort, 

To work their knowledge into CJynthia’s sight. 

So should be much severer to revenge 
The indignity hence issuing to her name: 

But there’s not one of these who are unpain’d, 

Or by themselves unpunished; for vice 
Is like a fury to the vicious mind. 

And turns delight itself to punishment. 

But we must forward, to define their df'om. 

You are offenders, that must be confess'd; 

Do you confess it? 

All. We do. 

Cri. And that you merit sharp correction ? 

All. Yes. 

Cri. Then we (reserving unto Delia s grace 
Her farther pleasure, and to Arete 
What Delia granteth) thus do sentence you : 

That from tliis place (for penance known of all, 
Since you have drunk so deeply of Self-love) 

You, two and two, singing a Palinwie, ^ 

March to your several homes by Niobo s stone. 

And offer up two tears a-piece thereon, 

That it may change the name, as you must change. 
And of a stone be called Weeping-cross: 

Because it standeth cross of Cynthia s way. 

One of whose names is sacred Trivia. 
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And after penanr© thus perform’d you pass 
Id like set order, not as Midas did, 

To wash his gold off into Tagus’ stream; 

But to t^e well of knowledge, Helicon; 

Where, purged of your present maladiee, 

Which are not few, nor slender, you become 
Such as you fain would seem, and then return. 

Offering your service to great Cynthia. 

This is your sentence, if the goddess please 
To ratify it with her high consent; 

The scope of wise mirth unto fruit is bent. 

Cyn. We do approve thy censure, belov’d Crites; 

Which Mercury, thy true propitious friend, 

(A deity next Jove beloved of us,) 

Will undertake to see exactly done. 

And for this service of discovery. 

Perform’d by thee, in honour of our name. 

We vow to guerdon it with such due grace 
As shall become oxir bounty, and thy place. 

Princes that would their people should do well, 

Must at themselves begin, as at the bead; 

For men, by their example, pattern out 
Their imitations, and regard of laws: 

A virtuous court, a world to virtue draws. 

[Exeunt Cynthia and her Nympho, fvUoxotd by Arele and Crites:— 
Arnorpkus, Phanlaste, etc., go off Uie stage tn pairs, singing 
the following 

PALTKODB. 


Atm. From Spanish shrugs, French faces, smirks, irpes, and all 
affected humours, 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 
Pha. From secret friends, sweet servants, loves, dov», and such 
fantastic humours, 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 
Amo. From stabbing of arms, flap-dragona, healths, whiffs, and 
all such swaggering humours. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 
/ ha. From waving fans, coy glances, glicks, cringes, and all such 
smipenng humours. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 
Amo. i«Yom making love by attorney, courting of puppets, and 
paying for new acquaintance, ^ 


p . , , Chonis. Good Mercury defend us. 

Pha. From perfumed dogs, monkies, sparrows, dildoos and 
paraquettoes, ’ 


Amo. Ftom wearing bracelets 
and rings with poesies/ 


Chorus. Good Mercury defend ua. 
of hair, shoe-ties, gloves, garters. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 
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Pha. From pargetting, painting, slicking, glazing, and renewing 
old rivelled faces. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 

Amo. From ’squiring to tilt yards, play-houses, pageants, and 
all such public places. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 

Pha. From entertaining one gallant to gull another, and making 
fools of either. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 

Amo. From belying ladies’ favours, noblemen’s countenance, 
coining counterfeit employments, vain-glorious taking to them 
other men's services, and all self-loving humours. 

Chorus. Good Mercury defend us. 

Mercury and Crites sing. 

Now each one dry his weeping eyes. 

And to the Well of Knowl^e haste; 

Where, purged of your maladies, 

You may of sweeter waters taste: 

And, with refined voice, report 

The grace of Cynthia, and her court. 

^ [Exeunt. 


THE EPILOGUE. 

Gentles, be’t known to you, since I went in 
I am turn’d rhvmer, and do thus begin. 

The author (jealous how your sense doth take 
His travails) hath enjoined me to make 
Some short and ceremonious epilogue; 

But if I yet know what, I am a rogue: 

He ties me to such laws as quite distract 
My thoughts, and would a year of time exact. 

I neither must be faint, remiss, nor sorry. 

Sour, serious, confident, nor peremptory; 

But betwixt these. Lot’s see; to lay the blame 
Upon the children’s action, that were lame. 

To crave your favour, with a begging knee, 
Were to distrust the writer’s faculty. 

To promise better at the next we bring, _ 
Prorogues disgrace, commends not any thing. 
Stiffly to stand on this, and proudly 
The play, might tax the maker ^ Self-love. 

I’ll only speak what I have heard lum »i 

<* By ’tis good, and if you like t, you m y. 

Ecce rubei quidam. pallet, stupet, oscitat, odit 
Hoc volo: nunc nobis camuna nostra placeni. 


THE POETASTER : OR, HIS 
ARRAIGNMENT 


TO THE VIRTUOUS, AND UV WORTHY FRIEND 

MR. RICHARD MARTIN 

Sir, — A thankful man owes a courtesy ever; the unthankful but when 
be needs it. To make mine own mark appear, and shew by which of these 
sealsi am known, 1 send you this piece of what may liveof mine; for whose 
innocence, as for the author’s, you were once a noble and timely under- 
taker, to the greatest justice of this kingdom. Enjoy now the delight of 
your goodness, which is, to see that prosper you preserved, and posterity 
to owe the reading of that, without offence, to your name, which so much 
ignorance and malice of the times then conspired to have supprest. 

Your true lover, Ben Jonson. 


DRAMATIS PERSONS 


Augustus C^sar. 
Mbc<snas. 

Marc. Ovid. 

Cor. Callus. 

Sex. Propertius. 
Fus, Aristius. 

Pub. Ovid. 

Virgil. 

Horace. 

Trebatius. 

Asinius Lupus. 
Pantilius Tucca. 
Luscus. 

Ruf. Lab. Crispinvs. 


Hermogehes Ticellius. 
Demetrius Fannius. 
Albius. 

Minos. 

Histrio. 

iEsop. 

Pyrci. 

Lictors, Equilis. dc, 

Julia. 

Cytkeris. 

Plautia. 

Chloe. 

Maids, 


SCENE,— Rome 


the second sounding. 

Envy arises in the midst of the stage. 

LigMy 1 salute theOy bui toith wounded nerves, 

Wishing the golden splendor pitchy darkness, 

Whit' a here ? Thb ArraigxiientI ay; (his, this is it. 
3 hat our sunk eyes have waked for all this while: 

Here will be subject for my snakes and me. 

Cling to my neck and wrists, my loving worms. 

Ami cast ytm round in soft and amorous folds. 

Till I do bid uncurl; then, break your knots, * 
lihoot out yourselves at length, as your forced stings 
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Would hidt themselves tvithin his maliced sides. 

To whom I shall apply you. Stay ! the shine 
Of this assembly here offends my siqht; 
rU darken that first, and outface their grace. 

Wonder not, if 1 stare: these fifteen weeks. 

So lony as since the pl':t was but an embrion. 

Have I, with burning lights mixt vigilant thoughts, 

In expectation of this haled play. 

To which at last I am arrived as Prologue. 

Nor would I you should look for other looks. 

Gesture, or cort>p!iment from me, than what 
The infected bulk of Envy can afford: 

For I am risse here with a covetous hope. 

To blast your pleasures and destroy your sports. 

With wrestings, comments, applications. 

Spy-like suggestions, privy whisperings. 

And thousand such pro)iU3ting sleights as these. 

Mark how I will begin: The scene is, ha / 

Rome i Rome ? and Rome t Crack, eye-strings, and your halls 
Drop into earth: lei me be ever blind. 

I am prevented: all my hopes are crost. 

Check'd, and abated; fie, a freezing sweat 
Flows forth at all my p'jres, my entrails burn: 

WfuU should I do? Rome ! Rome / 0 my vext soul, 


How might I force this to the present stale ? 

Are there no players here ? no poet apes. 

That come with basilisk’s eyes, whose forked tongues 
Are steeped in venom, as their hearts in gall ? 

Either of these would help me; they could wrest. 
Pervert, and poisc/n all they hear or see. 

With sensele.3s glosses, and allusions. 

Now, if you be good devils, fly me not. 

You know what dear and ample faculties 
I hjxve endowed you with: I'll lend you more. 

Here, lake my snakes among you. come and eat. 

And while the squeez'd juice flows xn y^r black jaws. 

Help me to damn Ike author. Spit it forth 

Upon his lines, and shew your rusty teeth 

At every word, or accent: or else choose 

Out of my longest vipers, to stick down 

In your deep throats; and Ut the heads come forth 

At your rank mouths; fluit he may see you arm d 

With tripU malice, to hiss, sting, a.nd 

His work and him; to forge, and then declaim. 

Traduce, cornipt, apply, inform. 

0 these are gifts trheretn your sotds are blest. 

What ? do you hide yourselves ? will none . 

A'ane answer ? what, doth this calm troop affriglU you t 
Nay, then I do despair; down. Sink again. 


The Poetaster 


235 


This travail is all lost toith my dead hopes. 

1/ in such bosoms spile have left to dtvell. 

Envy is not on earthy nor scarce in hell. [Descends slowly. 

The third sounding. 

As she disappears, enter Prolooue hastily, in armour. 

Stay, monster, ere thou sink — fhtf.t on thy head 
Set we our bolder foot; with which we tread 
Thy malice into earth: so Spite should die. 

Despised and scorn'd by noble industry. 

If any muse why I saliUe the stage. 

An armed Prol^ue; knoio, a dangerous age: 

Wherein who writes, had need present his scenes 
Forty-fold proof against the conjuring means 
Of base detractors, and illiterate apes, 

That fill up rooms in fair and formal shapes. 

'Oainst these, have we put on this forced defence: 

Whereof the allegory and hid sense 

Is, that a well erected confidence 

Can fright their pride, and laugh their folly hence. 

Here now, put case our author should, once morey 
Swear that his play were good; he doth implore, 

You would not argue him of arrogance: 

Howe'er that common spawn of ignorance. 

Out fry of writers, may beslime his fame. 

And give his (zetion that adulterate name. 

Such fuU-bloum vanity he more doth loth. 

Than base dejection; therms a mean 'twiri both. 

Which with a constant firmness he pursues. 

As one that knoios the strength of his oum Jluse. 

And this he hopes all free souls will allow: 

Others that take it with a rugged brow. 

Their moods he rather pities than enviis: 

His mind it is above their injuries. 


ACT I 


SCENE I . — Scene draws, and discovers OviL in his study, 

Ovid. Then, when this body falls in funeral fire. 

My name shall live, and my best part o^ire. 

It shall go so. 


Enter Luscus, with a gown and cap. 

X/uec. Young master, master Ovid, do you hear? Gods a’me! 
away with your songs and sonnete, and on with your gown and can 
^ickly : here, here, your father will be a man of this room presentlv*^ 
^e, nay, nay. nay, nay. be brief, lliese verses too, a poison on 
cm! I cannot abide them^ they make me ready to oast, by the 
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banks of Helicon! Nay, look, what a rascally untoward thing this 
poetry is; I could tear them now. 

Ovid. Give me; how near is my father ? 

Iaisc. Heart a’roan: get a law book in your hand, I will not 
answer you else. [Ovid puls on his cap and Why so! now 

there’s some formality in you. By Jove, and three or four of the 
gods more, I am right of mine old master’s humour for that; this 
villainous poetry will undo you. by the welkin. 

Ovid. What, hast thou buskins on, Luscus, that thou swearest 
so tragically and high ? 

Lnsc. No, but I have boots on, sir, and so has your father too by 
this time; for he call’d for them ere I came from the lodging. 

Ovid. Why, was he no readier ? 

Lusc. 0 no; and there was the mad skeldering captain, with the 
velvet arms, ready to lay hold on him as he comes down: he that 
presses every man he meets, with an oath to lend him money, and 
cries. Thou must do't, old boy, as thou art a man, a man of toorship 

0^. Who, I^antilius Tucca? 

Lus. Ay, he; and I met little master Lupus, the tribune, going 
thither too. 

Ovid. Nay, an he be under their arrest, I may with safety enough 
read over my elegy before he come. 

Lus. Gods a’me! what will you do? why, young master, you 
are not Castalian mad, lunatic, frantic, desperate, ha! 

Ovid. What ailcst thou, Luscus ? 

Lus. God be with you. sir; I’ll leave you to your poetical fancies, 

aud furies. I’ll not be guilty, I. [Exxt. 

Oind. Be not, good ignorance. I’m glad th’art gone; 

For thus alone, our ear shall better judge 
The hasty errors of our morning muse. 

Envy, why twit'st thou me my time's spent ill. 

And call’st my verse, fruits of an idle quill ? 

Or that, unlike the line from whence I sjtrung. 

War's dusty honours I pursue not young ? 

Or that I study not the tedious laws. 

And prostitute my voice in every cause ? 

Thy scope is mortal; mine eternal fame. 

Which through the world shall ever chaunt my name. 

Homer will live whilst Tenedos stands, and Ide, 

Or, to the sea, fleet Simois doth slide: 

And so shall Hesiod too, while vines do bear. 

Or crooked sickles crop the ripen'd ear. 

Callimachus, though tn invention low. 

Shall still be sung, since he in art doth flow. 

No loss shall come to Sophocles' proud vc\n: 

With sun and moon, Aratus shall remain. 

While slaves be false, fathers hard, and bawds be whorish 
Whilst harlots ^ter, shall Menander flourish. 
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Ennius, though rude, aid Aecius's kigk rear'd strain, 
A fresh applause in every age shall gain. 

Of Varro’s name, xi-hat ear shall not he told. 

Of Jason's Argo and the fleece of gold ? 

Then shall Lucretius' lofty nurnbers die. 

When earth and seas in fire and flame shall fry. 
Tityrus, Tillage, jEnee shall be read, 

Whilst Rome of all tlu conquered world is head / 

Till Cupid’s fires be out, and his bow broken. 

Thy verses, neat Tibullus, shall be spoken. 

Our Oalfus shall be known from east to west; 

So shall Lycoris, whom he now loves best. 

The suffering plough-share or the flint may wear; 

Bui heavenly Poesy no death can fear. 

Kings shall give place to it, and kingly shows. 

The banks o'er which gold-bearing Tagus flows. 

Kneel hinds to trash: me lei bright Pheebus swell 
With cups full flowing from the Muses' well. 
Frost-fearing myrtle shall impale my head. 

And of sad lovers I be often read. 

Envy the living, not the dead, doth bite / 

For after death all men receive their right. 

Then, when this body falls in funeral fire. 

My name shall live, and my best part aspire. 


Enter Ovu) senior, followed by Lttscus, Tucca, and Lotus, 

Otni Ae. Yournam« /ive, indeed, sir! you say true: but how 
infamously, how scorn’d and contemn’d in the eyes and ears of the 
best and gravest Romans, that you think not on; you never so 
much as dream of that. Are these the fruits of all my travail and 
expenses? Is this the scope and aim of thy studies? Are these 
the hopeful courses, wherewith I have so long flattered my expecta- 
tion from thee? Verees! Poetry 1 Ovid, whom I thought to see 
the pleader, become Ovid the play-maker! 

Ovid ju. No, sir. 

Ovid sc. Yes, sir; I hear of a tragedy of yours coming forth for 
the common players there, call’d Medea. By my household gods 
if I come to the acting of it. I’U add one tragic part more than is 
pt expected to it: believe me, when I promise it. What' shall I 
have my son a stager now? an enghle for playera? a gull, a rook 
a shot-clog, to make suppers, and be laugh’d att Publius I mil 
set thee on the funeral pile firet. ’ 

Ovid ju. Sir, I beseech you to have patience. 

T ^ damn’d up to good counsel 

I did aupr all this to hun beforehand, without poring into an ox’s 
paunch for the matter, and yet he would not be scrupulous 

slave! what, rowly-powly? all rivals, 
rascal? Why, my master of worship, dost hear? are these th^ 
best projects? is this thy designs and thy disoipUne, to suffer^avw 
*1489 
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to be competitors with commanders and gentlemen ? Are we 
parallels, rascal, are we parallels? 

Ovid St. Sirrah, go get my horses ready. You’ll still be prating, 

Tuc. Do, you perpetual stinkard, do, go; talk to tapsters and 
ostlers, you slave; they are in your element, go; here be the 
emperor’s captains, you raggamuflin rascal, and not your comrades. 

[Erii Luscus. 

Lup. Indeed, Marcus Ovid, these players are an idle generation, 
and do much harm in a state, corrupt young gentry very much, I 
know it; I have not been a tribune tlius long and observed nothing: 
besides, they will rob us, us, that are magistrates, of our respect, 
bring us upon their stages, and make us ridiculous to the plebeians; 
they will play you or me, the wisest men they can come by still, only 
to bring us in contempt with the vulgar, and make us cheap. 

Tur. Thou art in the right, my venerable cropshin, they will 
indeed; the tongue of the oracle never twang’d truer. Your 
courtier cannot kiss his mistress’s slippers in quiet for them; nor 
your white innocent gallant pawn his revelling suit to make his 
punk a supper. An honest decayed commander cannot skelder, 
cheat, nor be seen in a bawdy-house, but he shall be straight in one 
of their wormwood comedies. They are grown licentious, the 
rogues; libertines, flat libertines. They forget they are in the 
statute, the rascals; they are blazon’d there; there they are trick’d, 
they and their pedigrees; they need no other heralds, I wiss. 

Ovid at. Methinks, if nothing else, yet this alone, the very reading 
of the public edicts, should fright thee from commerce with them, 
and give thee distaste enough of their actions. But this betrays 
what a student you are, tliis argues your proficiency in the lawl 

Ovid fu. TJjey wrong me, sir, and do abuse you more. 

That blow your ears with these untrue reports. 

I am not known unto the open stage. 

Nor do I traffic in their theatres: 

Indeed, I do acknowledge, at request 
Of some near friends, and honourable Romans. 

I have begun a poem of that nature. 

Ovid ae. You have, sir, a poem! and where is it? That’s the 

law you study. 

Ovid ju. Cornelius Callus borrowed it to read. 

Ovid at. Cornelius Callus! there’s another gallant too hath drunk 

of the same poison, and Tibullus and Propertius. But these arc 
gentlemen of means and revenues now. Thou art a younger 
brother, and hast nothing but they bare exhibition; which I prot^t 
shall be bare indeed, if thou foreake not these unprofitable by- 
ooursos, and that timely too. Name me a profest poet, that his 
Doetry did ever afford him so much as a competency. Ay, your 
cod of poets there, whom all of you admire and reverence so much, 
Homer, he whose worm-eaten statue must not be spewed against, 
but with hallow’d Ups and groveling adoration, what was he? 
was he? 
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Tuc. Marry, I’ll tell thee, old swaggerer; he was a poor blind, 
rhyming rascal, that lived obscurely up and do\sn in booths and 
tap'houses, and scarce ever made a good meal in his sleep, the 
whoreson hungry beggar. 

Ovid se. He says well: — nay, I know this nettles you now; but 
answer me, is it not true? You’ll tell me his name shall live; and 
that now being dead his works have eternised him, and made him 
divine: but could this divinity feed him while he lived? could his 
name feast him? 

Tuc. Or purchase him a senator’s revenue, c uid it? 

Ovid 8e. Ay, or give him place in the commonwealth ? worship, 
or attendants? make him bo carried in his litter? 

Tuc. Thou speakest <ent«*nces, old Bias. 

Lup. All this the law will do, young sir, if you'll follow it. 

Ovid se. If ho be mine, he shall follow and observe what 1 will 
apt him to, or I profess here openly and utterly to disclaim him 

Ovul ju. Sir, let me crave you will forego these moods; 

I will be any thing, or study any thing; 

I'll prove the unfashion'd body of the law 
Pure elegance, and make her ruggod'st strains 
Run smoothly as Propertius’ elegies. 

Ovid se. Propertius’ elegies ? good ! 

Lup. Nay, you take him too quickly, Marcus 

Ovid se. Why, he cannot speak, he cannot think out of Doetrv: he 

is bewitch’d with it. 

Lup. Come, do not misprise him. 

Ovid se. Misprise / ay, marry, I would have him use some such 
words now; they have some touch, some tasto of the law. He 
should make himself a style out of these, and lot his Prop^tius’ 
elegies go by, ^ 


Lup. Indeed, young Publius, he that will now hit the mark must 
shoot through the law; we have no other planet reigns, and in that 
si)here you may sit and sing with angels. Why. the law makes a 
man happy, ^vithout respecting any other merit ; a simple scholar 
or none at all, may bo a lawyer. ^ ’ 

Tw. He tells thee true, ray noble neophyte; my little gram- 
maticMter. he d^: it shaU never put thee to thy mathematics, 
metaphysics, philosophy, and I know not what supposed sul^ 
ciencies; if thou caost but have the patience to plod eiioueh talk 
and make a noise enough, be impudent enough, and ’tis enough ’ 

Lup. Three books will furnish you. ® 

Tuc. And the less art the better: besides, when it shaU be in the 

Ovid sc. Well, the day grows old, gentlemen, and I must leave 
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you. Publius, if thou wilt hold my favour, abandon these idle, 
fruitless studies, that so bewitch thee. Send Janus home his back 
face again, and look only forward to the law: intend that. I wdll 
allow thee what shall suit thee in the rank of gentlemen, and main- 
tain thy society with the best; and under these conditions I leave 
thee. My blessings light upon thee, if thou respect them; if not, 
mine eyes may drop for thee, but thine own heart will ache for itself; 
and so farewell! What, are my horses come? 

Lxis. Yes, sir, they are at the gate without. 

Ovid se. That’s well. — Asinius Lupus, a word. Captain, I shall 
take my leave of you ? 

Tuc. No, my Lttle old boy, dispatch with Cothurnus there: I’ll 
attend thee, I — 

L\ls. To borrow some ten drachms: I know his project. {Aside. 

Ovid se. Sir, you shall make me beholding to you. Now, captain 
Tucca, what say you ? 

Tuc. Why. what should I say, or what can I say, my flower o’ the 
order? Should I say thou art rich, or that thou art honourable, or 
wise, or valiant, or learned, or liberal ? why, thou art all these, and 
thou knowest it, my noble Lucullus, thou knowest it. Come, be 
not ashamed of thy virtues, old stump: honour’s a good brooch to 
wear in a man’s bat at all times. Thou art the man of war’s 
Mccrpnos, old boy. W’hy shouldst not thou be graced then by them, 
as well as he is by his poets? — 


Enter Pvbous and whispers TucCA. 

How now, my carrier, what news ? 

Lus. The boy has stayed within for hifl cue this half-hour. [Aside. 
Tuc. Come, do not whisper to me, but speak it out: what; it 
is no treason against the state I hope, is it ? 

Lus. Yes, against the state of my master’s purse. [Aside, and exti. 
Pyr. [aloud.] Sir, Agrippa desires you to forbear him till the next 
week: his mules are not yet come up. 

Tuc. His mules! now the bots, the spavin, and the glanders, and 
some dozen diseases more, light on him and his mules! What, have 
they the yellows, his mules, that they come no faster? or are they 
foundered, ha? his mules have the staggers belike, have they? 

Pyr. 0 no, sir; — then your tongue might be suspected for one ot 

his mules. .... , „ 

Tuc He owes me almost a talent, and he thinks to bear it away 

with his mules, does he? Sirrah, you nut cracker, go your ways 

to him again, and tell him I must have money, I: I cannot eat 

stone-; and turfs, say. What, will he clem me and my follower? 

ask Urn an he will clem me; do. go. He would have me fry my 

jerkin, would he? Away, setter, away. Yet, stay, my 

tumbler, this old boy shall supply now. I Tnll not trouble him, 1 

cannot be importunate, I; I cannot be impudent ..--otnre 

Pyr. Alas, sir, no; you are the most maidenly blushing 

apon the earth. ^ 
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Trie. Dost thoa hear, my little six and fifty, or thereabouts? 
thnu art not to learn the humours and tricks of that old bald 
cheater. Time; thou hast not this chain for nothing. Men of worth 
have their chimeras, as well as other creatures; and they do see 
monsters sometimes, they do, they do, brave boy. 

Pyr. Better cheap than he shall see you, I warrant him. [Aside. 

Tuc. Thou must let me have six — six drachms, I mean, old boy: 
thou shalt do it; I tell thee, old boy, thou shalt, and in private too, 
dost thou see? — Go, walk off: [to Boy] — There, there. Six is 
the sum. Thy son’s a gallant spark and must not be put out of a 
sudden. Come hither, Callimachus; tby father tells me thou art 
too poetical, boy: thou must not be so; thou must leave them, 
young novice, thou must; they are a sort of poor starved rascals, 
that are ever wrapt up in foul linen; and can ooast of nothing but 
a lean visage, peering out of a scam-rentsuit, the very emblems of 
beggary. No, dost hear, turn lawyer, thou shalt be my solicitor. — 
’Tis right, old boy, is’t? 

Ovid $e. You were best tell it, captain. 

Tuc. No; fare thou well, mine honest horseman; and thou, old 
beaver. [To lAx-pui ] — Pray thee, Roman, when thou comest to town, 
see me at my lodging, visit me sometimes ? thou shalt be welcome, 
old boy. Do not balk me, good swaggerer. Jove keep thy chain 
from pawning; go thy ways, if thou lack money I’ll lend thee some; 
I’ll leave thee to thy horse now. Adieu. 

Ovid ae. Farewell, good captain. 

Tuc. Boy, you can have but half a share now, boy. 

. folloxced by Pyrgua. 

Ovid ae. ’Tis a strange boldness that accompanies this fellow 

Como. 

Ovid ju. rU give attendance 00 you to your horse, sir, please you. 

Ovid ae. No; keep your chamber, and fall to your studios- do so- 

The gods of Rome bless thee ! [Exit with Lnpua’. 

Ond JU. And give me stomach to digest this law: 

That should have follow’d sure, had I been he. 

0, sacred Poesy, thou spirit of arts, 

The soul of science, and the queen of souls; 

What profane violence, almost sacrilege. 

Hath here been offered thy divinities! 

That thine own guiltless poverty should arm 
Prodigious ignorance to wound thee thus 1 
For thence is all their force of argument 
Drawn forth against thee; or, from the abuse 
Of thy great powers in adulterate brains: 

When, would men learn but to distinguish spirits 
And set true difference ’twixt those jaded wits 
That run a broken pace for common hire. 

And the high raptures of a happy muse, 

Borne on the wings of her immortal thought, 

That kicks at earth with a disdainful heel. 
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And beats at heaven gates with her bright hoofs; 

They would not then, ^rith such distort^ faces. 

And desperate censures, stab at Poesy. 

Thev would admire bright knowledge, and their minds 
Should ne’er descend on so unworthy objects 
As gold, or titles; they would dread far more 
To be thought ignorant, than be known poor. 

The time was once, when wit drown’d wealth; but now, 
Your only barbarism is t’have wit, and want. 

No matter now in virtue who excels. 

He that hath coin, hath all perfection else. 

Tib. Ovid! 

Ovid. Who’s there? Come in. 


Enttr Tibullus. 

Tib. Good morrow, lawyer. 

Ovid. Good morrow, dear Tibullus; welcome: sit down. 

Tib. Not I. What, so hard at it? Let’s see, what’s here? 
Numa in decimo nono / Nay, I will see it — 

Ovid. Prithee away — 

Tib. If thrice in field a man vanquish hiafoe^ 

'Tis after m his choice to serve or no. 

How, now, Ovid! Law cases in verse? 

Ovid. In truth, I know not; they mn from my pen unwittingJy 
if they be verse. What’s the news abroad? 

Tib Off ^'itb this gown; I come to have thee walk. 

Ovid. No, good Tibullus, I’m not now in case. 

Pray let me alone. 

Tib. How! not in case? , 

Slight, thou’rt in too much case, by all this law. 

Olid. Troth, if I live, I wiU new dress the law 

In sprightly Poesy’s habiliments. , . . • 

Tib. Tlie hell thou wilt! What! turn law into verso? 

Thy father has school’d thee, I see. Here, read that same; 

There’s subject for you; and, if 1 mistake not, 

A XU versedeas to vour melancholy. 

Ovid. Howl subscribed ./uiio / O my life, my heaven I 

Tib. Is the mood changed ? , , , , , 

Ovid. Music of wit! note for th’ harmomous spheres! 

Celestial accents, bow you ravish me! 

Tib. What is it, Ovid ? .... t i„ 

Olid. 'J'hat I must meet my Julia, the princess Julia. 

Tib. M'here ? 

I’v?forgo.7^y 

Tib. I’ll save your pains: it is at Albius house, 

Tlie icweller’s, where the fair Lycons 1 j«. 

oiid. Who? Cytheris, Cornelius G^lus love? 

2’t6. Ay, he’ll be there too, and my Plautia. 
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Ovid. And why not your Delia? 

Tib. Yea, and your Corinna. 

Ovid. True; but, my aweet Tibullus, keep that aocret? 

I would not, for all Home, it should be thou^t 
I veil bright Julia underneath that name: 

Julia, the gem and jewel of my soul, 

That takes her honours from the golden sky, 

As beauty doth all lustre from her eye. 

The air respires the pure Elysian sweets 
In which she breathes, and from her looks descend 
The glories of the summer. Heaven she is. 

Praised in herself above ail praise; and he 
Which hears her speak, would swear the tuneful orbs 
Turn’d in his zenith only. 

Tib. Publius, tbou’lt lose thyself. 

Ovid. 0, in no labyrinth can 1 safelier err. 

Than when I lose myself in praising her. 

Hence, law, and welcome Muses, though not rich. 

Yet are you pleasing: let's be reconciled. 

And new made one. Henceforth, I promi<?o faith 
And all my serious hours to spend with you; 

With you, whose music striketh on my heart, 

And with bewitching tones steals forth my spirit. 

In Julia’s name; fair Julia: Julia’s love 
Shall be a law, and that sweet law I’ll study, 

The law and art of sacred Julia’s love: 

All other objects will but abjects prove. 

Tib. Come, we shall have thee as passionate as Propertius, anon. 
Ovid. 0, how does my Sextus? 

Tib. Faith, full of sorrow for his Cynthia’s death. 

Ovid. What, still? 

Tib. Still, and still more, his griefs do grow upon him 
As do his hours. Never did I know 
An onderetanding spirit so take to heart 
The common work of Fate. 

Ovid. 0, my 'nbullus, 

Let us not blame him; for against such chances 
The heartiest strife of virtue is not proof. 

We may read constancy and fortitude 
To other souls; but had ourselves been struck 
With the like planet, had our loves, like his, 

Been ravish’d from us by injurious death, 

And in the height and heat of our best days, 

It would have crack’d o\u sinews, shrunk our veins 
made our very heart-strings jar, like his. 

Come, let’s go take him forth, and prove if mirth 
Or company will but abate his passion. 

Tib. Content, and I implore the gods it may. 


i£!rtutU. 
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ACT II 


SCENE I. — A Room in Albius’s House. 
Enter Albius and Crispinus. 


Alh. Master Crispinus, you are welcome: pray use a stool, sir. 
Your cousin Cytheris will come down presently. We are so busy 
for the receiving of these courtiers here, that I can scarce be a 
minute with myself, for thinking of them; Pray you sit, sir; pray 
you sit, sir. 

Crisp. I am very well, sir. Never trust me. but your are most 
delicately seated here, full of sweet deUght and blandishment! an 
excellent air, an excellent air! 

Alb. Ay, sir, ’tis a pretty air. These courtiers run in my mind 
still; I must look out. For Jupiter’s sake, sit, sir; or please you 
walk into the garden? There’s a garden on the back-side. 

Crisp. I am most strenuously well, I thank you, sir. 

AJh. Much good do you, sir. 


Enter Chloe, with two Maids. 

Chlot. Come, bring those perfumes forward a Uttle, and strew 
some roses and violeta here: Fie! here be rooms savour the most 
pitifully rank that ever I felt. I cry the gods mercy, [sees AWius.] 

my husband’s in the wind of us! 

Alb. Why, this is good, excellent, excellent! well said, my sweet 

Cliloe; trim up your house most obsequiously. 

Chloe. For Vulcan’s sake, breathe somewhere else; m troth you 
overcome our perfumes exceedingly; you are too predominant 
Alb. Hear but my opinion, sweet wife. 

Chloe. A pin for your pinion! In sincenty, if you be thus ful- 
some to me in every thing, I’ll be divorced. Gods my body! you 
know what you were before I married you ; I was a gentlewoman 
born, I; I lost all my friends to be a citizen a wife, because I hwrd, 
indeed they kept their wives as fine as lathes; and that we might 
rule our husbands like ladies, and do what we listed; do you think 

^ 'Jtfj'Vackn^w^^ef^weet wife:— she speaks the best of 
wolan in I Jy, and" mov.s as mightily; which me I h^ 

rather she should make bumps on my head, as big as my two fingers. 

than I would offend her.— But, sweet wife- 

Chloe. Yet again ! Is it not grace enough for you, that I call yo 
husband, and you call me wife; but you must still be poking me, 

here ere the preateat [adiea, and 

galfa^test gentlemen of Rome, to >>« “X 

and I would fain advise thee to entertain them m the best rr, 

' sincerity, did you ever hear a man talk so idly I You 
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wouJd seem to bo master! you would have your spoke Id my cart! 
you would advise me to entertain ladies and gentlemen! Because 
you can marshal your pack-ncedles, horse-combs, hobby-horses, 
and wall-candJesticks in your warehouse better than I, therefore 
you can tell how to entertain ladies and gentlefolks better than I ? 

Alb. 0, my sweet wife, upbraid me not with that; gain savours 
sweetly from any thing; he that respects to get, must relish all 
commodities alike, and admit no difference between oado and 
frankincense, or the most precious balsamum and a tar-barrel. 

Chlce. Marry, fohl you sell snuffers too, if you be remember’d; 
but I pray you let me buy them out of your hand; for, I tell you 
true, I take it highly in snuff, to learn how to entertain gentlefolks 
of you, at these years, i’faith. Alas, man, there was not a gentleman 
came to your house in your t’other wife’s time, I hope ! nor a lady, 
nor music, nor masques! Nor you nor your house were so much 
as spoken of, before I disbnsed myself, from my hood and my 
farthingal, to these bum-rowls and your whale-bone bodice. 

Alb. Look here, my sweet wife; I am mum. my dear mummia, 

my balsamum, my spermaceti, and my very city of She has 

the most best, true, feminine wit in Rome! 

Cris. I have heard so, sir; and do most vehemently desire to 
participate the knowledge of her fair features. 

Alb. Ah, peace; you shall hear more anon: bo not seen yet, I 
pray you; not yet: observe. [Exit. 

Chloc. ’Sbody ! give husbands the head a little more, and they’ll 
be nothing but head shortly: What’s he there? 

1 Maid. I know not, forsooth. 

2 Maid. Who would you speak with, sir? 

Cria. I would speak with my cousin Cytheris. 

2 Maid. lie is one, forsooth, would speak with his cousin Cytheris. 

Ghlot. Is she your cousin, sir T 

Gria. [coming forward.] Yes, in truth, forsooth, for fault of a 
better. 

CMoe. She is a gentlewoman. 

Criij. Or else she should not be my cousin, I assure you. 

Chloe. Are you a gentleman born T 

Cria. That I am, lady; you shall see mine arms, if it please you. 

Ghlot. No, your legs do sufBcieutly shew you are a gentleman 

born, sir; for a man borne upon little legs, is always a ceatleman 
born. 


Cm. Yet, I pray you, vouchsafe the sight of my arms, mistress; 
for I bear them about me. to have them seen : My name is Criapinus, 
or Criapinaa indeed; which is well expressed in my arms; a face 

crying in chief; and beneath it a bloody toe, between three thorns 
pungent. 


Chlo^ Then you are welcome, sir: now you are a gentleman 
corn, I wn find in my heart to welcome you; for I am a gentle- 
woman born too, and will bear my head high enough, though ’twera 
my fortune to marry a tradesman. * 
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Crw. No doubt of that, sweet feature; your carriage shews it io 
any man's eye, that is carried upon you with judgment. 

Re-enltr ALBnjs. 

Alb. Dear ^rife, be not angry. 

Chloe. Gods my passion! 

Alb. Hear me but one thing; let not your maids set cushions in 
the parlour \rin<lo\vs, nor in the dining-chamber windows; nor upon 
stools, in eithej of them, in any case; for ’tie tavern-like: but lay 
them one upon another, in some out-room or corner of the dining- 
chamber. 

Chloe. Go, go; meddle with your bed-chamber only; or rather 
with your bed in your chamber only: or rather \vith your wife in 
your bed only; or on niy faith I’ll not be pleased with you o^y. 

Alb. Look here, my dear wife, entertain that gentleman kindly, 
I prithee^— mum. [Exit. 

Chloe. Go, I need your instructions indeed 1 anger me no^more, 
I advise you. Citi-sin, quotha! she’s a ^vise gentlewoman, i’faith, 
will marry herself to the sin of the city. 

Alb. [re-enierin^.] Hut this time, and no more, by h^v’n, wife: 
hang no pictures in the ball, nor in the dining-chamber, in any case, 
but in the gallery only; for ’tis not courtly else, o’ my word, wife. 

Chloe. ’Sprecious, never have done! . 

Alb. Wife— 

Chloe. Do 1 not bear a reasonable corrigible hand over him, 


Crispinusf 

CrU. By this hand, la<ly, vou hold a most sweet hand over him. 
Alb. [re-entering.] And then, for the great gilt andirons— 

Chloe. Again I Would the andirons were in your great guts for 

me 1 r c* '# 

Alb. I do vanish, wife. 

Chloe, How shall I do, master Crispinus ? here will be aU the 
bravest ladies in court presently to see your cousin Cythens: u 
the gods! how might I behave myself now, as to entertain them 

most courtly? , . 

Cris. Marry, lady, if you will entertain them most costly, you 

mast do thus: as soon as ever your maid or your man bnngs you 
word they are come, you must say, A pox on em / ivhat do tMj 
here? And yet, when they come, speak them as fair, and gi 
them the kindest welcome in words that can be. 

Chloe. Is that the fasliion of courtiers, CrispiniwT 
Cris. I assure you it is, lady; I have observed it. 

Chloe. For your pox. sir, it is easily hit on; but it is not so easy 

to speak fair after, methinks. „ nrord- a 

Alb. [re-entering.] 0. wife, the coaches are come, on my word, a 

ounibor of coftches ftnd courHors. 

Cldot. A vox on them / wlint do they kert r 

AO,. How now. wife! wouM’st thou not have them 

Chloe. Como! come, you are a fool, you.— He knows not 
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trick on’t. Call Cytheris, I pray you: and, good niastor Crispinua, 
you can observe, you say; let me entreat you for all the ladies’ 
behaviours, jewels, jests, and attires, that you marking, as well as I, 
we may put both our marks together, when they are gone, and 
confer of them. 

Crw. I warrant you, sweet lady; let me alone to observe till I 
turn myself to notliing but observation. — 

EiiUir CyrireBis. 

Good morrow, cousin Cytheris. 

Cyih. Welcome, kind cousin. What! are they come? 

A\ii. Ay, your friend Cornelius Callus, Ovid, Tibullus, Propertius, 
with Julia, the emperor’s daughter, and the lady Plautia, are 
’lighted at the door; and with them Hermogenes Tigellius, the 
excellent musician. 

Cylh. Come, let us go meet them, Chloe. 

Cklot. Observe, Crispinus. 

Crisp. At a hair’s breadth, lady, I warrant you. 

As they are going eui, enter CoRKELius Callus. Ovid, Ttbullus, 
Propertius, Hermooenes, Juua, and Plautia. 

Oal. Health to the lovely Chloe 1 you must pardon me, mistrees, 
that I prefer this fair gentlewoman. 

Cytk. I pardon and praise yon for it, sir; and I beeeoch your 
excellence, receive her beauties into your knowledge and favour. 

Jtd. Cytheris, she hath favour and behaviour, that commands 
as much of me: and, sweet Chloe, know I do exceodingly love you, 
and that I will approve in any grace my father tlie emperor may 
shew you. Is this your husband ? 

Alb. For fault of a better, if it please your highness. 

Chloe. Cods my life, how he shames me! 

Cyih. Not a wliit, Chloe, they all think you politio and witty; 
wise women choose not husbands for the eye, merit, or birth, but 
wealth and sovereignty. 

Ooid. Sir, we all come to grntulate, for the good report of you. 

Tib. And would be glad to deserve your love, sir. 

Alb. My wife uill answer you all, gentlemen; Pll come to vou 
again presently. 

Plan. You have chosen you a most fair companion here, Cytheris,* 
and a very fair house. 

Cyih. To both which, you and all mv friends are very welcome. 
Plautia. ^ 

Chloe. With all my heart, I assure your ladyship. 

Plan. Thanks, sweet mistress Cliloe. 

Jui. You must needs come to court, lady, i'faith, and there be 
euro your welcome shall be as great to us. 

Ovid. She Avill deserve it, madam; 1 see, even in her looks, Kontrv 
and general worthiness. * 
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Tib. I have not seen a more certain character of an excellent 
disposition. 

Alb. Ire-enUringi] Wife! 

Chloe, 0, they do so commend me here, the courtiers! what’s 
the matter now ? 

AV>. For the banquet, sweet wife. 

CAfoe. Yes; and I must needs come to court, and be welcome, the 
princess saye. [Exit with A&ius. 

Gal. Ovid and Tibullus, you may be bold to welcome your 
mistress here. 

Ovid. We find it so, sir. 

Tib. And thank Cornelius Gallus. 

Oind. Nay, my sweet Sextus, in faith thou art not sociable. 
Prop. In faith I am not, Publius; nor I cannot. 

Sick minds are like sick men that burn with fevers, 

Who when they drink, please but a present taste. 

And after bear a more impatient fit. 

Pray let me leave you; I offend you all, 

And myself most. 

Gal. Stay, sweet Propertius. 

Tib. You yield too much unto your griefs and fate. 

Which never hurts, but when we say it hurts us. 

Prop. 0 peace, Tibullus; your philosophy 
Lends you too rough a band to search my wounds. 

Speak they of griefs, that know to sigh and grieve: 

The free and unconstrained spirit feels 

No weight of my oppression. [Exit. 

Ovid. Worthy Roman! 

Methinks I taste his misery, and could 
Sit down, and chide at his malignant stars. 

Jvl. Methinks I love him, that he loves so truly. 

Cytk. This is the perfect’st love, lives after death. 

Gal. Such is the constant ground of virtue still. 

Plau. It puts on an inseparable face. 

Re-enter Chloe. 


Chht. Have you mark’d every thing, Crispinus ? 

Cria. Every thing. I warrant you. 

Chloe. What gentlemen are these? do you know them? 

Cri>. Av, they are poets, lady. 

Chloe. Poets ! they did not talk of me since I went, did they . 
Cris. 0 yes, and extolled your perfections to the heavens. 

Chloe. Now in sincerity they be the finest kind of men that ever 
I knew: Poets! Could not one get the emperor to make my 

husband a poet, think you 7 

Crie. No; lady, ’tis love and beauty make poe s: and mnee you 
like poets so well, vour love and beauties shall m^e mo a poet. 
Chloe. WTiat! shall they? and such a one m these ? 

Cris. Ay, &nd a better than these; I would be sorry else. 
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CWoe. And shall your looks change, and your hair change, and 
all, like these V 

Cris. Why, a man may be a poet, and yet not change his hair, 
lady. 

Chloe. Well, we shall see your cunning: yet, if you can change 
your hair, I pray do. 

Re-enter Albius. 


Alb. Ladies, and lordlings, there’s a slight banquet stays within 
for you ; please you draw near, and accost it. 

Jvl. We thank you, good Albius: but when shall we see those 
excellent jewels you are commended to have? 

Alb. At your ladyship's service . — I got that speech by seeing a 
play last day, and it did me some grace now: I see, ’tis good to 
collect sometimes; I’ll frequent these plays more than 1 have 
done, now 1 come to be familiar with courtiers. [Aside. 

Gal. Why, how now, HermogenesT what ailest thou, trow? 

Her. A little melancholy: let me alone, prithee. 

Gal. Melancholy I how so ? 

Ber. With riding: a plague on all coaches for me I 

Chios. Is that hard-favour’d gentleman a poet too, Cytheris? 

Cyth. No, this is Hermogenes: as humorous as a poet, though: 
be is a musician. 

Chios, A musician ! then he can sing. 

Cyth. That he can, excellently; did you never hear him? 

Chloe. 0 no: will he be entreated, think you? 

CyiK I know not. — Friend, mistress Chloe would fain hear 
Hermogenes sing: are you interested in him t 

Gal. No doubt, his own humanity >vill command him so far, to 
the satisfaction of so fair a beauty; but rather than fail, wo’ll* ail 
be suitors to him. 

Her. ’Cannot sing. 

Oal. Prithee, Hermogenes. 

Ber. 'Cannot sing. 

Gal. For honour of this gentlewoman, to whose house I know 
thou mayest be ever welcome. 

Chloe. That he shall, in truth, sir, if be can sine. 

Ovid. What’s that? 


Gal. This gentlewoman is wooing Hermogenes for a song. 

Ovid. A song! come, he shall not deny her. Hermogenw! 

Ber. ’Cannot sing. 

Gof. No, the ladies must do it; he stays but to have their thanks 
acknowledged as a debt to his cunning. 

JuL ITiat shall not want; ourself will be the first shall promise 
to pay him more than thanks, upon a favour so worthilv vouchnaf.^ 
Her. Thank you, madam; but ’will not sing. ^ouensafed. 

^t6. Tut, the only way to win him, is to abstain from entreating 


Cris. Do you love singing, lady ? 
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Chloe. O, passingly. 

Crw. Entreat tlie ladies entreat me to sing then, I beseech you. 
Chloe. I beseech your grace, entreat this gentleiuan to sing. 

Jul. That we ^ill, Cliloe; can lie sing excellently? 

Chloe. I think so, madam; for he entreated mo to entreat you 
to entreat him to sing. 

Cris. Heaven and earth! would you tell that? 

Jul. Good, sir, let’s entreat you to tiso your voice. 

Cri$. Alas, madam, I cannot, in truth. 

Pla. The gentleman is modest: I warrant you he aings excellently. 
Ovid. Herniogenes, clear your tliroat: I seo by him. here’s a 
gentleman will worthily challenge you. 

Crts. Not I, sir. I’ll challenge no man. 

Tib. That’s your modesty, sir; but we, out of an assurance of 
your e-TcclIcncy, challenge him in your beh.alf. 

Cris. I thank you, gentlemen. I’ll do my best. 
ffer. Let that best be good, sir, you were best. 

Gol. 0 . tliis contention is e.xcellent! \Vhat is’t you sing, sir? 
Cris. If I freely may di.^cover, I’ll sing that. 

Ovid. One of your own compositions, Hermogencs. Fie oflfers 
you vantage enough. 

Cria. Nay, truly, gentlemen. I’ll challenge no man. — I can sing 
but one .staff of the ditty neither. 

Gal The better: Hermogencs himself will be entreated to sing 
the other. 

CBlSPiNUS singe. 

If I freely may discover 

What would please me in my lover, 

I would have her fair and witty, 

Savouring more of court than city; 

A little proud, but full of pity: 

Light and humorous in her toying. 

Oft building hopes, and soon destroying. 

Long, but sweet in the enjoying; 

Neither too easy nor too hard: 

All extremes I would have barr’d. 

(7af. Believe me, sir, you sing most excellently. 

Oirid. If there were a praise above excellence, the gentleman 

highly deserves it. t 1 1 r 

Her. Sir, all this doth not yet make me envy you; for 1 know 1 

sing better than you. 

Tib. Attend Hermogencs, now. 

HERMOQENES, accompanied. 

She should be allow’d her passions. 

So they were but used as fashions; 

Sometimes froward, and then frowning, 

Sometimes sickish and then swowning. 
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Every fit with change still crowning. 

Purely jealous I would have her. 

Then only constant when I t-iave her: 

’Tis a virtue sliould not save her. 

Thus, nor her delicates would cloy me, 

Keither her peevishness annoy mo. 

Jill. Nay, Hermogeues, your merit hath long since been both 
known and admired of us. 

Her. You shall hear me sing another. Now will I begin. 

Gal. We shall do this gentleman’s banquet too much wrong, that 
stays for ladies. 

Jul. ’Tis true; and well thought on, Cornelius Gallus. 

Her. Why, ’tis but a short air, ’twill be done presently, pray 
stay: strike, music. • » 1 J 

Ovid. No, good He mogenes; we’ll end this difference within. 

Jill. ’Tis the common disease of all your musicians, that tliey 
know no mean, to be entreated either to begin or end. 

Alb. Please you lead the way, gentles. 

AU. Tlianks, good Albius. [Exeunt aU but Albius. 

Alb. 0, what a charm of thanks was here put upon me! 0 Jove, 
what a setting forth it is to a man to have many courtiers come to 
ms house! Sweetly was it said of a good old housekeeper, 7 had 
rather varU meat, than want guests ; especially, if thev be courtly 
pests. For, never tnist me, if one of their good legs made in a 
ijouse be not worth all the good cheer a man cjin make tlicm. He 
t^liat would have fine guests, let him have a fine wife! he that would 
have a fine wife, let him come to me. 


Re-enter CwsPiyus. 

Cris. By your kind leave, mastor Albius. 

Alb. What, you are not gone, master Crispinus? 

Cns. Yes, faith, I have a design draws me hence: pray, sir 
fashion me an excuse to the ladies. ’ 

Alh. Will you not stay and see the jewels, sir? 1 pray you stay 
Cns. Not for a million, sir, now. Ixjt it suflSce, I must'relinquish • 
»fid 80 , in a word, please you to expiate this compliment ’ 

Alb. Mum, [Exit 

Crw. ril presently go and enghle some broker for a poet’s gown 
and bespeak a garland: and then, jeweller, look to your beat jewel’ 

‘ [Exit 
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ACT III 

SCENE I. — The Via Sacra {or Holy Street). 

Enter Horacb, Cbispu^vs following. 

Hot. Umph! yes, I will begin an ode so; and it shall be to 
Mecsenas. 

Cris. ’Slid, yonder’s Horace! they say he’s an excellent poet: 
Mecanas loves him. I’ll fall into Ws acquaintance, if I can; I 
t-hinlr he be composing as he goes in the street! ha! ’tis a good 
humour, if he be: I’ll compose too. 

Hor. Swell me a howl with lusty wine^ 

Till I may see the plump Lyceus swim 

Above the brim: 

I drink as I would write, 

In flowing measure filTd with flame and sprite. 

Cris. Sweet Horace, Minerva and the Muses stand auspicious to 
thy designs I How farest thou, sweet man 7 frolic 7 rich 7 gallant 7 ha . 

Hor. Not greatly gallant, sir; like my fortunes, well: I am bold 
to take my leave, sir; you’ll nought else, sir, would you? 

Cris. Troth, no. but I could wish thou didst know us, Horace: 

we are a scholar, I assure thee. 

Hor. A scholar, sir! I shall be covetous of your fair knowledge^ 
Cris. Gramercv, good Horace. Nay, we are new turn d poet 
too, which is more; and a satirist too, which is more than that. 1 
write just in thy vein, I. I am for yoi^ odes, or your sermoM. 0 
any thing indeed; we are a gentleman besides; our name is Rufus 
Lubcrius Crispinus; we are a pretty Stoic too. 

Hor To the proportion of your beard, I think It, sir. 

Cris. By Phoebus, here’s a most neat, fine street, is t not . i 
protest to thee, I am enamoured of this street now, ^ 

half the streets of Rome again; ’tis so polite and 
front of a budding now! I study architecture too: if ever I shoiu 

build, I’d have a house just of that prosp^tive. 

Hor. Doubtless, this gallant’s tongue ha.s a good turn. 

Crl I do mako versos, when I come in snob a 3tr«t this: 
n vour citv ladies, you shall have them sit m eve^ shop 
Mus^ffTring ylu the Castalian dews, and the Thespian liquor. 
toT^ny “Irlve but the sweet grime and audacity to— s.p of 

their lips. Did you never hear any of my verses. r Aside, 

finr No sir — but I am in some fear I must now. L , 

T>n’ fin' thee some if I can but recover them, I composed 
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or your spangles, or your tricks: I affect not these high gable-ends, 
these Tuscan tops, nor your coronets, nor your arches, nor your 
pyramids; give me a fine, sweet— little delicate dressing with a 
bodkin, as you say; and a mushroom for all your other omatures! 
Hor. Is it not possible to make an escape from him? [^Aside. 
CrU. I have remitted my verses all this while; I think I have 
forgot them. 

Hor. Here’s he could wish you had else. {Aside. 

Cm. Pray Jove I can entreat them of my memory ! 

Hor. You put your memory to too much trouble, sir. 

Cm. No, sweet Horace, we must not have thee think so. 

Hor. I cry you mercy; then they are my ears 
That must be tortured: well, you must have patience, ears. 

Cm. Pray thee, Horace, observe. 

Eor. Yes, sir; your satin sleeve be^ns to fret at the rug that is 
underneath it, I do observe: and your ample velvet bases are not 
without evident stains of a hot disposition naturally. 

Cm. 0 — I'll dye them into another colour, at pleasure: How 
many yards of velvet dost thou think they contain T 
Hor. ‘Heart! I have put him now in a fresh way 
To vex me more:— faith, sir, your mercer’s book 
Will tell you with more patience than I can: — 

For I am crost, and so’s not that, I think. 

Cm. ‘Slight, these verses have lost me again! 

I shall not invite them to mind, now. 

Hor. Rack not your thoughts, good sir; rather defer it 
To a new time; I’ll meet you at your lodging, 

Or where you please: ’till then, Jove keep you, sirl 
Cm. Nay, gentle Horace, stay; I have it now. 

Hot. Yes, sir. Apollo, Hermes, Jupiter, 

Look down upon mo. \Asids. 

Cris. Rich uxis thy hap, eweft dainty cap. 

There to he placed; 

Where thy smooth black, sleek white may stnack. 

And both be graced. 

White is there usurp’d for her brow; her forehead: and then sleek, 
as the parallel to smooth, that went before. A kind of paranomasie, 
or agnomination: do you conceive, eir? 

Excellent^ Trotli, sir, I must be abrupti and leave you* 
Cm. Why, what haste hast thou? prithee, stay a little; thou 
shalt not go yet, by Phoebus. 

Hor, I shall not! what remedy? fio, how I sweat with suffering 
Cm. And then — ® 

Eor. Pray, sir, give me leave to wipe my face a little. 

Cm. Yes, do, good Horace. 

Hot. Thank you, sir. 

Death ! I must crave his leave to p — anon ; 

Or that I may go hence with half my teeth: 

I am in some such fear. This tyranny 
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la strange, to take mine ears up by commission, 

(Whetlier I will or no,) and make them stalls 
To his lewd solecisms, and worded trash. 

Happy thou, bold Bolanus, now I say; 

Whose freedom, and impatience of this fellow, 

Would, long ere this, have call’d him fool, and fool. 

And rank and tedious fooll and have flung jests 
As bard as stones, till thou hadst pelted him 
Out of the place; whilst my tame modesty 
Suffers my wit be matle a solemn ass, 

To bear his fopperies — [Aside. 

Cris. Horace, thou art miserably affected to be gone, I see. But 
— prithee let’s prove to enjoy thee a while. Thou hast no business, 
I assure me. Wliither is thy journey directed, ha? 
lior. Sir, I am going to visit a friend that’s sick. 

Cris A Wend! what is he; do not I know him ? 

Hor. No. sir. you do not know him; and 'tis not the worse for him. 
Cris. What’s his name? where is he lodged ? 

Hor. Where I shall be fearful to draw you out of your way, sir; 
a great way hence; pray, sir, let’s part. 

Cris. Nay, but where is’t? I prithee say. 

Hor. On the far side of all Tyber yonder, by Cs'sar’s gardens. 
Cris. 0, that’s my course directly; I am for you. Come, go; 

why stand’st lliou ? , t •* i 

Hor. Yes. sir: marry, the jjlngue is in that part of the city; i 

had almost forgot to tell you, sir. 

Cris. Fohl it is no matter, I fear no pestilence; I have not 

offended Pheebua. 

Hor. I have, it seems, or else this heavy scourge 

Could ne’er have lighted on me. 

Cris. Come along. . ^ 

Hor. I am to go down some half mile this way, sir, fir5^ to speaK 

with his physician: and from thence to his apothecary, wliore I 

shall Btav the mixing of dtvere drugs. j t i m 

Cris. Wliy, it’s all one, I have nothing to do. and I love not to 

bo idle; I’ll bear thee company. How call’st thou the apothecary? 

Hor. 0 that I knew a name would fright him now! — 

Sir, Rhadamanthus. Rhadamanthus, sir. 

There’s one so called, is a just judge in hell. 

And doth inflict strange vengeance on all those 
That here on earth torment poor patient spinta. ^ 

Cris He dwells at the Tlirce Furies, by Janus s templa 

for oweotmoaU., and he hee .aid 

madeVmost ao.eorn ,ow, I will never bail any 

Well then. I’ll swear, and speak him fair, if the worst come. 
But his name is ^Minos. not Rhadamanthus, Horace. 
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Hot. That may be, sir» I but guess’d at his name by his sign. But 
your latinos is a judge too, sir. 

Cris. I protest to theo, Horace, (do but taste me once,) if I do 
know myself, and mine own virtues truly, thou wilt not make that 
esteem of Varius, or Virgil, or Tibullus, or any of ’em indeed, as 
now in thy ignorance thou dost; which I am content to forgive: 
I would fain see which of these could pen more verses in a day, or 
OTth more facility, than I; or that could court hia mistress, kiss 
her hand, make better sport with her fan or her dog — 

Hor. I cannot bail you yet, sir. 

Cru. Or that could move his body more gracefully, or dance 
better; you should see me, were it not in the street — 

Hor. Nor yet. 

Cris. Why, I have been a reveller, and at my clotli of silver suit 
and my long stocking, in my time, and will be again — 

Hot. li you may be trusted, sir. 

Cris. And then, for my singing, Hermogones himself envies me. 
th.at is your only master of music you have in Rome. 

Hor. Is your mother living, sir? 

Cris. Aul convert thy tliouglits to somewhat else, I pray thee. 

Hor. You have much of the mother in you, sir; 

Your father is dead 7 

Cris. Ay, I thank Jove, and my grandfather too, and ail my 
kinsfolks, and well composed in their urns. 

Hor. The more their happiness, that rest in peace, 

Free from the abundant torture of thy tongue; 

Would I were with them tool 


Cris. What’s that, Horace? 

Hor. I now remember me, sir, of a sad fate 
A cunning woman, one Sabella, sung. 

When in her urn she cast my destiny, 

I being but a child. 

Cris. What was it, I pray Uiee? 

Hor. She told me I should surely never perish 
By famine, poison, or the enemy’s sword; 

Tlie hectic fever, cough, or pleurisy, 

Shoidd never hurt me, nor the tardy gout: 

But in my time, I should be once surprised 
By a strong tedious talker, that should vex 
And almost bring mo to consumption: 

Therefore, if I were wise, she warn’d me shun 
All such long-winded monsters as my bane; 

For if I could but ’scQpe thdt on© disco urscr* 

I might Qo doubt prove an old aged man. 

By your leave, sir. 


Cris. Tut, tut; abandon this idle humour ’tin 
mslsnoholy. >Fore Jove, oo^v I think 0^^ ^ 
here, to answer to one that has me in suit- awMf 
me. this is my hout; if I negieetK CL^S^^rns^ m‘n 



256 Ben Jonson’s Plays 

Thou art familiar with these things; prithee, if thou lov’st 
me. go. 

Hot. Now, let me die, sir, if I know your laws, 

Or have the power to stand still half so long 
In their loud courts, os while a case is argu^. 

Besides, you know, sir, where I am to go. 

And the necessity — 

Cris. ’Tis true. 

Hor. I hope the hour of my release be come: he will, upon this 
consideration, discharge me, sure. 

Cria. Troth, I am doubtful what I may best do, whether to leave 
thee or my affairs, Horace. 

Uor. 0 Jupiter! me, sir, me, by any means; I beseech you, me. 


Cria. No, faith. I’ll venture those now; thou shalt see I love 

thee — come, Horace. ,m.- u -j 

Hot. Nay, then I am desperate: I follow you, sir. Tis hard 

contending with a man that overcomes thus. 

Cria. And how deals Mecaenas with thee? liberally, ha? is he 

open banded? bountiful? 

Hor. He’s still himself, sir. . l ^ • j a 

Cria. Troth, Horace, thou art exceeding happy m thy mends ana 
acquaintance; thev are all most choice spirits, and of the first rank 
of Romans: I do not know that poet, I protest, has used his fortune 
more prosperously than thou hast. If thou wouldst bring me 
known to Meesnas, I should second thy desert well; thou shouldst 
find a good sure assistant of me, one that would speak all good ot 
thee in thy absence, and be content with the next place, not env^g 
thy reputaUon with thv patron. Let me not live, but I tlunk thou 
and I, in a small time, should lift them aU out of favour, both Virgil, 
Varius, and the best of them, and enjoy him wholly to ourselves. 

Hor. Gods, you do know it. I can hold no longer; 

This brizo has prick’d my patience. Sir, your silkness 
Clearly mistakes Mec.-cnas and his house. 

To think there breathes a spirit beneath his roof. 

Subject unto those poor affections 
Of undermining envy and detraction. 

Moods only proper to base grovelling minds. 

That place is not in Rome, I dare affirm. 

More pure or free from such low common evils. 

There’s no man griev’d, that this .s thought more rich. 

Or this more learned; each man hath his place. 

And to his merit his reward of grace. 

Which, ivith a mutual love, they all .. . . 

Oris You report a wonder: tis scarce credible, thi^ 

Hot. I am S^Srturer to anforce you to behj,re t; but tt ,s 
Cris Wliv this inflames me with a more ardent d&^ire 
thfnXf^eT’but l doubt I ahall find the entrance to his famihaiity 

somewhat more than difficult, Horace. 
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Hot, Tnt, you’ll conquer him, as you have done me; there's no 
standing out against yon, sir, I see that: either your importunity, 
or the intimation of your good parts, or— 

Cria. Nay, I’ll bribe his porter, and the grooms of his chamber; 
make his doors open to me that way first, and then I’ll observe my 
times. Say he should extrude me his house to-day, shall I there- 
fore desist, or let fall my suit to-morrow? No; I’ll attend him, 
follow him, meet him in the street, the highwaj^, run by his coach, 
never leave him. What! man hath not^g given him in this life 
without much labour — 

Bor. And impudence. 

Archer of heaven, Phoebus, take thy bow, 

And with a full-drawn shaft nail to the earth 
This Python, that I may yet run hence and live: 

Or, brawny Hercules, do thou come down. 

And, tho’ thou mak’st it up thy thirteenth labour. 

Rescue me from this hydra of discourse here. 


Enter Fuscos Aaisnus. 

AH. Horace, well met. 

Hot. 0 welcome, my reliever; 

Aristius, os thou lov’st me, ransom me. 

An, What ail’st thou, man? 

Hot. ’Death, I am seized on here 
By a land remora; I cannot stir. 

Nor move, but as he pleases. 

Cria. Wilt thou go, Horace? 

Hot. Heart! he cleaves to me like Alcides' shirt. 

Tearing my flesh and sinews: 0, I’ve been vex’d 
And tortured with him beyond forty fevers. 

For Jove’s sake, find some means to take me from him 
Ari. Yes, I will;— but I’ll go first and tell Mecaenas. 

Cria. Come, shall we go ? 

AH. Tho jest will make his eyes run, i’faith. [As'uie, 

Eor. Nay, Aristius! 

Ari. Farewell, Horace. [Goj'n^. 

Hor. ’Death! will he leave me ? Puscus Aristius! do you hear? 
Gods of Rome I You said you had somewhat to say to me in 
private. 

Ari. Ay, but I see you are now employed with that gentleman ; 

'twere offence to trouble you; I’ll take some fitter opportunitv 
farewell. 

Hor. Mischief and torment! 0 my soul and heart. 

How are yon cramp’d with anguish ! Death itself 
Brings not the like convulsions. 0, this day 1 
That ever I should view thy tedious face. — 

Cria. Horace, what passion, what humour is this ? 

Bor. Away, good prodigy, afflict me not. — 
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A friend, and mock me thuel Never was man 
So left under the axe.— 


Enter Minos with two Lietors. 

How now? 

Min. That’s he in the embroidered hat, there, with the asb- 
colour’d feather: his name is Laberius Crispinus. 

Ltd. Laberius Crispinus, I arrest you in the emperor’s name 

Cris. Me, sir I do you arrest me 7 

Lid. Ay, sir, at the suit of master Minos the apothecary. 

Hot. Thanks, great Apollo, I will not slip thy favour offered me 
In my escape, for my fortunes. [Exit hastily. 

Cris. Master Minos! I know no master Minos. Where’s Horace T 
Horace! Horace! 

Min. Sir, do not you know me? 

Cris. 0 yes, I know you, master Minos; cry you mercy. But 
Horace? God’s me, is he gone? 

Jlin. Ay, and so would you too, if you knew how.— OlTicer, look 
to him. 

Cris. Do you hear, master Minos? pray let us be used like a man 
of our own fashion. By Janus and Jupiter, 1 meant to have paid 
you next week every drachm. Seek not to eclipse my reputation 
thus vulgarly. 

Min. Sir, your oaths cannot serve you; you know I have for- 
borne you long. 

Cris. I am conscious of it, sir. Nay, I beseech you, gentlemen, 
do not exhale me thus, remember 'tis but for sweetmeats— 

Lid. Sweet meat must have sour sauc^ sir. Come along. 

Cris. Sweet master Minos, I am forfeited to eternal disgrace, if 
you do not commiserate. Good officer, be not so officious. 


Enter Tdcca and Pyrgi. 

Tne. Wliy, how now, my good brace of bloodhounds, whither do 
you drag the gentleman ? You mongrels, you curs, you ban-dogs! 
we are captain Tucca that talk to you, you inhuman pilchera. 

Min. Sir, be is their prisoner. 

Tuc. Their pestilence ! What are you, air ? 

Min. A citizen of Rome, sir. 

Tuc. Then you are not far distant from a fool, air. 

Min. A pothecary, sir. ..... 

Tuc. I know thou west not a physician: fob I out of my nostrils, 

thou Btink’st of lotium and the syringe; aivay, quack-salver. 


Follower, my sword. r-it 

1 Pyr. Here, noble leader; you’ll do no harm with lU I 

^‘^Tuc. Do you hoar, you goodman, slave? Hook, ram, rogue, 
catchpole, loose the gentleman, or by my velvet amis— 

Lid. What will you do, sir? 

wp hts heels, and seizes hts sw^’ra. 
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Tuc. Kiss thy hand, my honourable active varlet, and embrace 
thee thus. 

1 Pyr. 0 patient metamorjdiosis ! 

Tuc. My Bword, my tall rascal. 

Lid. Nay, soft, sir; some wiser than some. 

Tuc. Wbatl and a wit too? By Pluto, thou must bo cherish’d, 
slave; here’s three drachms for thee; hold. 

2 Pyr. There’s half his leadings gone. 

Txic. Give me. 

Lid. No, sir, yoiu* first word sliall stand; I'll bold all. 

Tuc. Nay, but rogut — 

Lid. You would make a rescue of our prisoner, sir, you. 

Tuc. I a rescue! Away, inhuman varlet Como, come, I never 
relish above one jest at mo.st; do not disgust me, slrrab; do not, 
rogue! I tell thee, rogue, do not 

Lid. How, sir! rogue? 

Tuc. Ay; why. thou art not angry, rascal, art thou? 

LAd. I cannot tell, sir; 1 am little better upon these terms 

Tuc. Ha, gods and fiends! why, dost hear, rogue, thou? give me 
thy hand; I say unto thee, thy hand, rogue. What, dost not thou 
know me? not me, rogue? not captain “i^cca, rogue ? 

Min. Come, pray surrender the gentleman ms sword, officer; 
we’ll have no fighting here. 

Tuc. What’s thy name? 

Min. Minos, an’t please you. 

Tue. Minos! Come hither, Minos; thou art a wise fellow, it 
seems; let me talk with thee. 

Crw. Was ever wretch so wretched as unfortunate I ! 

Tuc. Thou art one of the centumviri, old boy, art not? 

Min. No indeed, master ca|)tain, 

Tuc. Go to, thou shalt be then; I’ll have the© one, Minos. 
Take my sword from these rascals, dost thou seel go, do it; I 
cannot attempt with patience. What does this gentleman owe thee, 
little Minos ? 

Min. Fourscore sestertiee, sir. 

Tuc. What, no more! Como, thou shalt release him, Minos; 
what, ru be his bail, thou shalt take my word, old boy, and cashier 
th«e fuii^: thou shalt do’t, I say, thou shalt, little Minos, thou shalt. 

Crw. Yes; and as I am a gentleman and a reveller, I’ll make a 
piece of poetry, and absolve all, within these five days. 

Tw. Came, Minos is not to leam how to use a gentleman of 
quality, I know.— My sword: If he pay thee not, I will, and I must, 

MinosT' ^ pothecary too. Hast good eringos, 

Min. The best in Rome, sir. 

Tuc. Go to, then Vermin, know the house, 

1 Py^‘ I warrant you, colonel. 

Tuc. For this gentleman, Minos — 

ifin. ru take your word, captain. 
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Tuc. Thou hast it. My sword. 

ifin. Yes, sir; But you most discharge the arrest, master 
Crispinus. 

Txic. How, Minos! Look in the pentlemau’s face, and but read 
his silence. Pay, pay; ’tis honour, Minos. 

Cris. By Jove, sweet captain, you do most infinitely endear 
and oblige me to you. 

Ttic. Tut, I cannot compliment, by Mors; but, Jupiter love me, 
as I love good words and good clothes, and there’s an end. Thou 
shalt give my boy that girdle and hangers, when thou hast worn 
them a little more. 

Cri3. 0 Jupiter! captain, he shall have them now, presently: — 
Please you to be acceptive, young gentleman. 

1 Pyr. Yes, sir, fear not; I shall accept; I have a pretty foolish 

humour of taking, if you knew all. [Awk. 

Tuc. Not now, you shall not take, boy. 

Cris. By my truth and earnest, but he shall, captain, by your 
leave. 

Tue. Nav, an he swear by bis truth and earnest, take it. boy: 
do not make a gentleman forsworn. 

Lict. Well, air, there’s your sword; but thank master Minos; you 
had DOt carried it as you do else. 

Tuc. Minos is just, and you are knaves, and — 

Lid. What say you, sir ? 

Tttc. Pass on, my good scoundrel, pass on, I honour thee: 
[Exeunt Lidora.] But that I hate to have action with such base 
rogues as these, you should have seen me unrip their noses now, and 
have sent them to the next barber’s to stitching; for do you see — 
I am a man of humour, and I do love the varlets, the honest varlets. 
they have wit and valour, and are indeed good profitable, — errant 
rogues, as any live in an empire. Dost thou hear, poetaster? [To 
Criapinxu.] second mo. Stand up, Minos, close, gather, yet, so. 
Sir, {thou shalt have a quarter-share, be resolute) you shall, at my 
request, take Minos by the hand here, little Minos, I will have it so; 
ail friends, and a health; be not inexorable. And thou ehalt impart 
the wine, old boy, thou shalt do it, little Minos, thou shalt; make 
us pay it in our physio. What! we must live, and honour the gws 
sometimes: now Bacchus, now Comus, now Priapus; every god a 
little. [Histrio passes by.] What’s he that sUlks by there, ^y- 
Pyrgtis? You were best let him pass, sirrah; do. ferret, let him 

pass, do— 

2 Pvr. ’Tis a player, sir. ..... -n 

Tuc A player! call him. call the lousy slave hither; wha^ mil 

he sail by and not once strike, or vaU to a m.an of war? bal— iJo 
you hear, you player, rogue, stalker, come back here. 

Enter Histrio. 

No respect to men of worsliip, you slave! what, you fi 
you rascal, are you proud, ha? you grow rich, do you, and 


re proud, 
purchase. 
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jou twopenny tear-mouth ? you have Fortune, and the good year 
on your side, you stinkard, you have, you have! 

Hist. Kay, sweet captain, be conhned to some reason; I protest 
I saw you not, sir. 

Tuc. You did not? where was your sight, QEdipus? you waJk 
with hare’s eyes, do you ? I’ll have them glazed, rogue: an you say 
the word, they shall be glazed for you: come we must have you 
turn hddJer again, slave, get a base viol at your back, and march in 
a tawny coat, with one sleeve, to Goose-fair; then you’ll know us, 
you’ll see us then, you will, gulch, you will. Then, WilTi pUase 
your uxtrskip to have any music, captain ? 

Hist. Nay, good captain. 

Tuc. What, do you laugh, Howl^lasl death, you perstemptuous 
varlet, I am none of your fellows; I have commanded a hundred 
and fifty such rogues, 1. 

2 pyr. Ay, and most of that hundred and fifty have been leaders 
of a legion. lAsidr. 

Hist. If I have exhibited wrong. I’ll tender satisfaction, captaim 

Tuc. Say’st thou so, honest verminl Give me thy hand; thou 
shalt make us a supper one of these nights. 

Hist. When you please, by Jove, captain, most willingly. 

Tuc. Dost thou swear! To-morrow then; say and hoM. slave. 
There ere some of you players honest gentlemen-like scoundrels, 
and suspected to have some wit, as well as your poets, both at 
drinking and breaking of jests, and are companions for gallants. 
A man may skelder ye, now and then, of half a dozen shillinirs or so 

Dost thou not know that PantaJahus there ? 

Hi^. No, I assure you, captain. 

Tuc. Go; and be acquainted with him then; he is a gentleman 
p^el poet, you slave; his father was a man of worsliip 1 tell thee! 
Go, he pens Mgli lofty, in a new stalking strain, bigger than half 
the rhymers in the town again; he was born to fill thy mouth 
^notaurus, he was, he will teach thee to tear and rand. Rascal' 
to him, cher^ his muse, go; thou hast forty-forty shillings, f 
mean, stinkard; pve him m earnest, do, ho shall write for thee 
slave! If he ^n for thee once, thou shalt not need to travel with 
^y pumps full of gravel any more, after a bUnd jade and a hamper. 

Hist, ^th, I think I have not so much about mo, captain. ^ 

2UC. Its no matter; give him what thou host, stiff-toe PH rive 
my word for the rest; tliough it lock a shUling or two, it iilla S7fc! 
go, thou art an honest shifter; Til have the statute re^M fo; 
thea-Jlmos, I must teU thee. SHuos. thou hast dJS Jl 

It “iT’ “ note. BttlollLos f 
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J/iJi. Yes, forsooth, captain. 

2 Pyr. Do not we serve a notable shark ? [Aside, 

Tuc. And what new matters have you now afoot, sirrnh, ha? 
I would fain come with my cockatrice one day, and see a play, if I 
knew when there were a good bawdy one; but they say you have 
nothing but HtTMOUBS, Revels, and Satirbs, that gird and f— t at 
the time, you slave. 

Hist. No, I assure you, captain, not we. They are on the other 
side of Tyber: we have as much ribaldry in our plays as can be, 
as you would wish, captain: all the sinners in the suburbs come and 
a{)plaud our action daily. 

Tuc. I hear you’ll bring me o’ the stage there; you’ll play me, 
they say; 1 shall be presented by a sort of copper-laced scoundrels 
of you: life of Pluto! an you stage me, stinkard, your mansions 
shall sweat for’t, your tabernacles, varlets, your Globes, and your 
Triumphs. 

Hist. Not we, by Phoebus, captoin; do not do us imputation 

without desert. . 

Tuc. 1 will not, my good twopenny rascal; reach me thy neiit- 
Dost hear? what wilt thou give me a week for my brace of beagles 
here, my little point-trussers ? you shall have them act among ye - 
Sirrah, you, pronounce.— Thou shalt hear him speak m King Danus 

doleful strain. 

I Pyr. 0 doUful days / 0 direful deadly dump / 

0 xoicked uxrrld, and worldly wickedness / 

How can I hold my fist from crying, thump, 

In rue of this right rascal wreichedruss / 

Tuc. In an amorous vein now, sirrah: peace! 

1 Pyr. 0, she is wilder, and more hard, unthal. 

Than beast, or bird, or tree, or stony waU. 

Yet might she love me, to uprear her state: 

Axfi hvX fu>pts soffit noblcf truilc* 

Yei might she love me, to content her fire: 

Ay, but her reason masters her desire. 

Yet might she love me as her beauty's thraU: 

An hut 1 fear she cannot love at all. 

Tuc. Now, the horrible, fierce soldier, you, sirrah. _ 

2 Pyr. What! will I brave thuf ay, and beard thee loo, 

A Homan spirit scorns to bear a brain 
So full of base pusillanimity. 

T^: NaT'Jtiu Shalt sea that shall parish thee snon; prick up 
thine ears, stinkard. — The ghost, boys I 

1 Pyr. Vindicta. 

2 Pyr. Timoria I 

1 Pyr. Vindicta / 

2 Pyr. Timoria / 

1 Pyr. Veni / 

2 Pyr. Veni/ 
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Tac. Now thunder, eirrah, you, the rumbling player. 

2 Pyr. Ay, but somebody must cry. Murder / then, in n small 
voice. 


Tuc. Your fellow-aharer there shall do’t: Cry, sirrah, cry. 

1 PjT. Murder, murder I 

2 P^T. Who calls out murder t lady, was it you 7 
Hist. 0, admirable good, I protest. 

^ Tue. Sirrah, boy, brace your drum a little straitcr, and do the 
t’other fellow there, he in the — what sha’ call him — and yet stay too. 

2 Pyr. Nay, an thou daUiest, then I am thy foe. 

And fear shall force what friendship cannot win; 

Thy death shall bury what thy life conceals. 

Vxllain ! thou diest for more respecting her — 

1 Pyr. 0 stay, my lord. 

2 Pyr. Than me: 

Y et speak the truth, and I will guerdon thee! 

But if thou dally once again, thou diest. 

Tuc. Enough of this, boy. 

2 Pyr. Why, lament therefore: d — n'd be thy guts 
Vtlio king Pluto*$ Hellf end princely Erelyusi 
For ^rrotos must have food — 

Hist. Pray, sweet captain, let one of them do a little of a lady 
Tuc. 0! he will make thee eternally enamour’d of him, there: 
do, sirrah, do; ’twill allay your fellow’s fury a little. 

1 Pyr. Master, mock on; the scorn thou givest me. 

Pray Jove some lady may return on thee. 

2 Pyr. Now you shall see me do the Moor: master, lend me 
your scarf a little. 


Tuc. Here, ’tis at thy service, boy. 

2 Pyr. You, master Alinos, hark hither a little. 

How dost like 1^? art not rapt, art not tickled now? 
dost not applaud, rascal ? dost not applaud ? 

Hist. Yes: what will you oak for them a week, captain * 

^ from them; 

you II sell them for enghles, you: let’s have good cheer to-monW 

night at supper, stalker, and then we’ll talk; good canon and 
plover, do you hear, sirrah? and dn nnf 


plover, do you hear, sirrahT and" do not\rin;Vo‘*i““eaZ°plaTa? 
with you there; I cannot away with him: he will eat a fe/of 
nbi n? 'it' ® I am m my porridge, the lean Poluphagus, his belfy J 

likd BS-rathniin ? Ha Inntrfi IiIta n ■ V is 


m. Barathruo., heTooTa KV a 

^ some five and twenty- nray 

eir, will you present and accommodate it unto the nentleman^ 

mne own part. I am a mere stranger to hia humor. b«TdL l 
tte tn^na Asinine Lnpiis^ 


Tuc. WeU. go thy ways, pureue thy projects, let me alone with 
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this design; my Poetaster shall make thee a play, and thoo shah 
be a man of good parts in it. But stay, let me see; do not bring 
your i£sop, your politician, unless you can ram up his mouth with 
cloves; the slave smells ranker than some sixteen dunghills, and is 
seventeen times more rotten. Marry, you may bring Frisker, my 
zany; he’s a good skipping swaggerer; and your fat fool there, 
my mango, bring him too; but let him not beg rapiers nor scarfs, in 
his over-familiar playing face, nor roar out his barren bold jests 
^vith a tormenting laughter, between drunk and dry. Do you hear, 
stiff-toe? give Wm warning, admonition, to forsake his saucy 
glavering grace, and his goggle eye; it does not become him, sirrah: 
tell him so. I have stood up and defended you, I, to gentlemen, 
when you have been said to prey upon puisnes, and honest citizens, 
for socks or buskins; or when they have call’d you usurers or 
brokers, or said you were able to help to a piece of flesh— I have 
sworn, I did not think so, nor that you were the common retreats 
for punks decayed in their practice; I cannot believe it of you- 

Hist. Thank you, captain. Jupiter and the rest of the god* 
confine your modern delights without disgust. 

Txic. Stay, thou shalt see the Moor ere thou goest — 


Enter Dbmetbids at a distance. 

VVhat's he with the half arms there, that salutes us out of his cloak, 

like a motion, ha? . . . 

Hist. 0, sir. his doublet’s a little decayed; he is otheraise a very 
simple honest fellow, sir, one Demetrius, a dresser of plays about 
the town here; we have hired him to abuse Horace, and bnng ^ 
in. in a play, with all his gallants, as Tibullus, Mccmnaa, CorneUu* 

Gallus, and the rest. 

Tiic. And why so, stinkard ? -Am 

Hist. O, it will get us a huge deal of money, captain, and we 
have need on’t; for this winter has made us all poorer than *0 
many 6tar\-ed snakes: nobody comes at us, not a gentleman, nor ^ 
Tuc. But you know nothing by him, do you, to make a o* ; 
Hist. Faith, not much, captain; but our author will dense ttiai 

that shall serve in some sort. Cao 

Tuc. Why, my Parnassus here shall help lum, if thou wilt. ui 

tbv author do it impudently enough? u he 

'Hist. 0, I warrant you. captain, and spitefully jgj 

has one of tiio most overflowing rank wits in Home; he will sJarider 

anv man that breathes, if he disgust him. u 1 

'Tua. I’ll know the poor, egregious, mtty rascal; an he 
commendable qualities, I’U cherish h^-stay, 

Tartar— I’ll make a gathering for him, 1, a purse, and put the p 

slave in fresh rags; teU him so to comcformJri. 
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Jie-enier Minos, with 2 Pyrgus on his shoulders, and stalks 
backward and forward, as the hoy acts. 

Well said, boy. 

2 Pyr. Where art thou, hoy f where is Calipolis t 
Fight earthquakes in the entrails of the earth. 

And eastern whirlwinds in the hellish shades: 

Some foul contagion of the infected heavens 
5^ ^ the trees, and in their cursed tops 
The dxsmal night raven and tragic owl 
Breed and become forerunners of my fall / 

rue. Well, now fare ^eo well, my honest peony-biter: commend 

Dem. Yes, air. Bistno. 

thou didst stalk well: foreive 
Btuuk’st. kUnos; 'twas the savour of a po?t I 
swe^g m the street hangs yet in my nostrils. ^ 

c ris. Who, Horace ? 

Tuc^ Ay, he; do3t thou know him? 

Ye^ are twenty dnrohnn. he did ooni" 

sfhatire 

he is too well seconded. * nipany , let s avoid him now, 

[Bxeunt. 


ACT IV 

SCENE I.— ^ Jioom in Albiits’s Bouse. 

CM p Attendants. 

t/Uoe But, sweet ladv sav am T 
eourt, in sadness! ^ enough attired for the 

more than the Lest loose aacka 
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then you are aa well jewell’d as any of them; your ruff and linen 
about you is much more pure than theirs; and for your beauty, I 
can tell you, there’s many of them would defy the painter, if they 
could change with you. Marry, the worst is, you must look to be 
envied, and endure a few court-frumps for it. 

Chloe. 0 Jove, madam, I shall buy them too cheap! — Give me 
my mviff, and my dog tliere. — And will the ladies be any thing 
familiar with me, think you ? 

Cyth. 0 Junol why you shall see thorn flock about you with their 
puff-wings, and ask you where you bought your lawn, and what you 
paid for it? who starches you? and entreat you to help ’em to 
some pure laundresses out of the city. 

Ckloi. 0 Cupid !— Give me my fan, and my mask too.— And will 
the lords, and the poets there, use one well too, lady 7 

Cyth. Doubt not of that; you shall have kisses from them, go 
pit-pat, pit-pat, pit-pat, upon your lips, as thick aa stones out of slin^ 
at the assault of a city. And ’then your ears will be so furr’d with the 
breath of their compliments, that you cannot catch cold of your 
bead, if you would, in three winters after. 

Chht. Thank you. sweet lady. 0 heaven ! and how must one 

behave herself amongst ’em 7 You know all. n u 

Cyth. Faith, impudently enough, mistress Chloe, and well enougn. 
Carry not too much under thought betwixt yourself and them; nor 
your citv-mannerly word,/orsoo/A. use it not too often m 
but plain. Ay, madam, and no, madam: nor never say, your 
nor your honour ; but, you, and you, my lord, and my lady, tue 
other they count too simple and minsitive. And though they 
desire to kiss heaven with their titles, yet they will count them 
fools that give them too humbly. , , . t i i f^p 

Chloe. 0 intolerable, Jupiterl by my troth. My, I would not fo 

a world but you had lain in my bouse; and. i faith, you shall not 
pay a farthing for your board, nor your chambers. 

Cijih. 0. sweet mistress Oiloo! 

Chloe. rfaith you shall not, lady; nay, good lady, do not oHer i 

Enter Gallus and Tibitllus. 

Qal. Come, where be these ladies? By your leave, bright 
this gentleman and I are come to man you to court; yo 

late kind entertainment is now to be requited with a heaven y 

banquet. _ ,, , 

Cyth. A heavenly banquet, Gallus I 

for the company invited thither; your self, and this fair genti 

womao. , ^ • 

Chloe. Are we in^ted to court sir . . .. . to 

courtier. 
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Chloe. In sincerity, I thank her, sir. You have a coach, imve you 
not? 

Txh. The princess hath sent her own, lady. 

Chloe. 0 Venus! that’s well; I do long to ride in a coach most 
vehemently. 

Cyih. But, sweet Gallus. pray you resolve me why you give that 
heavenly praise to this earthly banquet? 

Gal. Because, Cytheris, it must be celebrated by the heavenly 
powers: all the gods and goddesses will be there; to two of which 
you two must be exalted. 

Chloe. A pretty fiction, in truth. 

Cyth. A fiction, indeed, Chloe, and fit for the fit of a poet. 

(?a/. Why, Cj’theris, may not poets (from whose divine spirits all 
the honours of the gods have been deduced) entreat so much honour 
of gods, to have their divine presence at a poetical banquet? 

Cyth. Suppose that no fiction; yet, where are your habilities to 
make us two goddesses at your feast ? 

Oal. Who knows not, Cytheris, that the sacred breath of a true 
poet can blow any virtuous humanity up to deity? 

Tib. To tell you the female truth, which is the simple tnith 
ladies; and to shew that poets, in spite of the world, are able to 
deify themselves; at tliis banquet, to which you are invited we 
intend to assume the figures of the gods; and to give our several 
Iov« the forms of goddesses. Ovid will be Jupiter; the princess 
Julia, Juno; Gallus here, Apollo; you, Cytheris. Pallas; I will be 

Bacchus; and my love Plautia, Ceres: and to install you and vour 
husband, fair Chloe, in honours equal with ours, you shall be a 
goddess, and your husband a god. ^ ^ 

Chlot* A god !~0 my gods ! 

Tib. A god, but a lame god, lady; for he shall be Vulcan and 
you Venus: and this mil make our banquet no leas than heavenhT 
In sincerity, It will be sugared. Good Jove whatanpAi?^ 

foolish thing it is to be a poet! but, hark you sweet OvriiArio 

bandd"^*^ posj'b'y l^Te out my husband? m’ethinks a bodv's^hus 
band does not so well at court; a body’s friend, or so-but. hisband ! 

hl^l ® ma^mose^ for all the world, and the 

• Chloe! your husband will be left with,,,,* 

m the lobby, or the great chamber, when you sSl be put to 
closet, by this lord, and by tliat lady. ^ 

Chloe. Nay, then I am certified; he shall go. 

Enter Horace. 

Oal Horace! welcome. 

hear you the news ? 

Jib. mat news, my Quintus! 

IT I melancholic friend, Propertius, 

™ *™®If «P in his Cynthia’s tomb; 

And will by no entreaties be drawn thence. 
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Erdtr Albiits, vniroducing Cbispinus and DemETBIUS. / ofloicerf 

hy Tucca. 

AUb. Nay, good Master Crispinus, pray you bring near the 
gentieman. 

Hot. Crispinus 1 Hide me, good Gallos; Tibullus, shelter me. 

^ [Going. 

Cris. Make your approach, sweet captain, 

Tib. What means Horace? 

Hor. I am surprised again; farewell. 

Oal. Stay, Horace, 

Bor. What, and bo tired on by yond’ vulture! No: 

Phmbus defend me 1 hastily. 

Tib. ’Slight, I bold my life 
This same is he met him in Holy-street 

Gal. Troth, ’tis like enough.— This act of Propertius relisheth 

very strange with me. . , 

Tuc. By thy leave, my neat scoundrel: what, is this the mad 

boy you tolk’d on? 

Cris. Ay, this is master Albius, captain. ^ 

Tuc. Give me thy hand, Agamemnon; we hear abroad thou ^ 
the Hector of citizens: What sayeat thou ? are we welcome to tnee, 

“‘’^ft.^We'lMmT.'^ptaia, by Jove and all the gods in t^e 
Tuc. No more, we conceive thee. W hich of these is thy 
MenelausT thy Helen, thy Lucrece? that we may do her honour, 

mod bov. . , • I 

Cris. 'She in the little fine dressing, sir, is my mistress. 

Alb. For fault of a better, sir. j 

Tuc. Abetter! profane rascal: I cry thee mercy, my good scroyle. 

was’tthon? 

.Alb. No harm, captain. hifhflr 

Tuc. She is a Venus, a Vesta, a Melpomene: come hither, 

Penelope: what’s thy name. Iris? 

blasr U we,e. 

ia it not? 
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Cyth. Nay, pUy, cousin; it wants but such a voice and hand to 
grace it, as yours is. 

Crw. Alas, cousin, you are merrily inspired. 

Cyth. Pray you pla}-, if you love me. 

Cris. Yes, cousin; you know I do not hat© you. 

Tib. A most subtile wench! how she hath baited him with a 
viol yonder, for a song] 

Cris. Cousin, ’pray you call mistress Cliloe! she shall hear an 
essay of my poet^. 

Tw. I’ll call her.— Come hither, cockatrice: hero's one will set 
thee up, my sweet punk, set thee up. 

Chloe. Are you a poet so soon, sir I 

Alb. Wife, mum. 


Crisfinus playi and sings. 

Love is blind, and a wanton; 

In the whole world, there is scant one 
— Such another: 

No, not bis mother. 

He hath pluck’d her doves and sparrows, 
To feather his sharp arrows. 

And alone prevaileth. 

While sick Venus waileth. 

But if Cj'pris once recover 
The wag: it shall behove her 
To look better to him: 

Or she will undo Him. 


AU). 0, most odoriferous music I 

Tttc. Aha, stinkard! Another Orpheus, you slave, another 
Orpheu^ an Anon nding on the back of a dolphin, rascal 1 
Ckd. Have you a copy of this ditty, sir ? 

Cris, Master Albius has. 


sh^^thtm ^ 

“It io thorn 

and will brook the air, etinkard. 

Oal. How ! To his bright mistress Cantrfui / 

“ borrowed name; as Ovid’s Corinna, or 
Prop^hus his Cynthia, or your Nemeais, or Delia, Tibullus, 

Ta Whv ^ remomber. 

piSaryT ^ “ borro^fed; ’lis Horace’s: heng him, 

Tuc. How I ho borrow of Horae© f he shall pawn himself 
brokers first Do you hoar. Poetasters f I L-n^C 

worehip— He shall write with Horace, for a taLutl^and^Tet^M^^^ ° 
and ^ whole college of critics take his part- thou shalt 
Phoebus; thou shaft Phaeton, thou ehSt ^ ^ ^ 

*K489 
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Dem. Alas, sir, Horace! he is a mere sj)ong6; nothing bat 
Humours and observation; he goes up and down sucking from every 
society, and when he comes home squeezes himself dry again. I 
know him, I. 

Tue. Thou say’st true, my poor poetical fury, he will pen all he 
knows. A sharp thorny-tooth’d satirical rascal, fly him; he carries 
hay in his horn: he will sooner lose his best friend, than his least 
jest. What he once drops upon paper, against a man, lives eternally 
to upbraid him in the mouth of every slave, tankard-bearer, or 
waterman; not a bawd, or a boy that comes from the bake-house, 
but shall point at him: ’tis all dog, and scorpion; he carries poison 
in his teeth, and a sting in his tail. Fough! body of Jove! Dl have 
the slave whipt one of these days for his Satires and his Humours, 
by one cashier’d clerk or another. 

Cris. We ll undertake liim, captain. , 

Dem. Ay, and tickle him i’faith, for his arrogancy and his im- 
pudence, in commending his own things; and for his translating. 
I can trace him, i’faith. 0, he is the most open fellow living; l 
had as lieve as a new suit I were at it. 

Tuc. Say no more then, but do it; ’tis the only way to get thee 
a new suit; sting him, my Uttle neufts; I'll give you instructions: 
I’ll be your intelligencer; we’ll all join, and hang upon him like so 
many horse-leeches, the players and all. We shall sup together, 
Boon; and then we’ll conspire, i’faith. 

Gal. O that Horace had stayed still here! 

Tib. So would not I; for both these would have turn d Fyina- 


goreans then. 

Gal. What, mute ? . , , • 

Tib Av. as fishes, i’faith: come, ladies, shall we go? 

Cijtk. We wait you. sir. But mistress ChJoe asks, if you have not 
a god to spare for this gentleman. 

Gal. Who, captain l^cca ? 

^^ Yee if we can invite him along, he shall be Mars. 

Ckhe. Has Mars any thing to do with Venus? 

Site.*^Nay.^*'thln*i p^ay let him be invited: And what shall 
Cris[)inu8 be? 

Tib. Mercury, mistress Chloe. 

C/efoe. Mercury! that’s a ^et, is it. . he is a herald 

Gal. No, lady, but somewhat inclimng that way, he 


“‘S!: A herald at amis! good; and Mercury! pretty: he haa to 

do \vith Veous too? , , j 

Tib A Uttle with her face, lady; or so. 

rwoe ’Tis very well; pray let us go, I long to be at it 

gS'r a.eet 

captain. 
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Tuc. Yes, I follow: bufc thou must not talk of this now, roy little 
bankrupt 

Alb. Captain, look here, mum. 

Dtm. I’ll go write, sir. 

Tuc. Do, do; stay, there’s a drachm to purchase gingor»bread for 
thy muse. [Extunt. 


SCENE II . — A Room in Lupus’s House. 

Enter Lupus, Histrio, and Lictors. 

Lup. Come, let us talk here; here we may be private; shut the 
door, lictor. You are a player, you say. 

Hist. Ay, nn’t please your worship. 

Lup. Good; and how are you able to give this intelligence? 

Hist. Marry, sir, they directed a letter to me and my fellow- 
sharers. 

Lup. Speak lower, you are not now in your theatre, stager* my 

sword, knave. They directed a letter to you, and your fellow- 
sharers: fonvard. 

Hist. Yes, sir, to hire some of our properties; as a sceptre and 
crown for Jove; and a caduceus for Mercury; and a petasus 

Lup. Caduceus and petasus! let me see your letter This is 

a conjuration: a conspiracy, this. Quickly, on with my buskins: 

1 11 act a tragedy, i’faith. Will nothing but our gods serve these 

poeto to profane? dispatch! Player. I thank thee. The emperor 

t“o^^®dge of thy good service. [A huKkxng un7Am.] 

Who 8 there now? Look, knave. [Exit Lictor.] A eroum and a 
sceptre / this is good rebellion, now. own ana a 


Re-enter Lictor. 

Lie. ’Tis your pwthecary, sir, master Minos. 

Z«p. What tell’st thou me of pothecariea, knave! Tell him I 
have affairs of state m hand; I can ulk to no apothecaries now 
Heart of me! Stay the pothecaiy there. [Walks in a miutinn 
posture.] You shall see, I have fishM out a cunning piece of^l^ 
now: they have had some intelligence, that their project is dis 


Enter Minos. 

You are welcome, or; take the potion from him there* I hav« 
antidote more than you wot of, sir; throw it on thn 

so! Now feteh in dog; 

ments now: arrest him; you ahall go with me sir^I^ Sl-u ^ 
pothecary ; I’ll give you i glister, ffaith. Have I TlSVav 

hctOTs: the half pikes and the haT’ 
herds. Uke them down from the Uree there. Player, ^fm^ 
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As iJity are going out, enter Mec^as and Horace. 

Msc. Whither now. Asinius Lupus, with this armory? 

Lnp. I cannot talk now; I charge you assist mo: treasonl 
treason! 

Hot. How! treason? 

Lup. Ay; if you lovo the emperor, end the state, follow me. 

[EzeuTd. 

SCENE III . — An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Ovid, Julu, Callus, Cytheris, Tibullus, Plautu, Aijits, 
Chloe, Tucca, Crispinus, Hermoqenes, Pyrgos, charac- 
teristically habited, as gods and goddesses. 

Ovid. Coda and goddesses, take your several scats. Now, Mer- 
cury, move your caduceus, and, in Jupiter's name, command 
silence. 

Cris. In the name of Jupiter, silence. 

Her. The crier of the court hath too ciarihed a voice. 

Oal. Peace, Momus. 

Ovid. Oh, he is the god of reprehension; let him alone: 'tia his 
office. Mercury, go forward, and proclaim, after Phcebus, our high 
pleasure, to all the deities that shall partake this high banquet. 

Cris. Yes, sir. 

Gal. The great god, Jupiter, — [Here, and at every break in the 
line, Crispinus repeats aloud the words of Callus.] - Q/* 
licentious goodness, Willituj to make this feast no fas t -—From 


any manner of pleasure;- 


•lYor to bind any god or godde ss — To be 

any thing the more god or goddess, for their naines.' Ue gwes them 

all free license To apeak no wiser than persons of baser titles ; — - 

And to be rxothing belter, than comnum men, or women. And 

therefore no qod — —Shall need to keep himself more strictly to his 

goddess Than any man does to his wife: Nor any goddess 

Shall need to keep herself more strictly to her god Than any xcoman 

does to her husbami. But, since it is no part of urisdom, 

these days, to come into bondsj— It shall be lawful for every lover- 
To break loving oaths, 
others. 


To chaiuje their lovers, and make love to 
As the heat of every one's blood, .And the spirit of our 


nectar, shall inspire. And Jupiter save Jupiter! 

Tib. So; now we may play the fools by authority. 

Her. To play the fool by authority is wisdom. 

Jul. Away uith your mattery sentences, .Alomus; they are loo 

crave and wise for this meeting. .... j k 

Ovid. Mercury, give our jester a stool, let him sit by; and reacn 

him one of our catea * 1 u- ii.At 

Tuc. Dost hear, mad Jupiter? we’ll have it enact^L he that 

speaks the first wise word, shall be made cuckold. W hat say st 

tbou ? Is it not a good motion ? 

Ovid. Deities, are you all agreed? 

All Agreed, great Jupiter. 
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Alb. I have read in a book, that to play the fool wisely, is high 
wisdom. ® 

Gal. How now, Vulcan! will you be the first wizard? 

Owi. Take his wife, Mars, and make him cuckold quickly. 

Tuc. Come, cockatrice. 

Cbloe. No. let me alone with him, Jupiter: I’ll make you take 
heed, air, while you live again; if there be twelve in a comnanv 
that you be not the \riBest of ^em. ^ 

Alb. No more; I will not indeed, wife, hereafter; I’ll be hero* 
mum. 

0 (Ad Fill US a bow! of nectar, Ganymede: we mil drink to our 
daughter Venus. 

Oai Uok fo your wife Vulcan: Jupiter begins to court, her. 
^^16. Nay, let Mars look to it; Vulcan must do as Venus does, 

catemite: Look you play Ganymede well now, 

vou slave. Do not spill your nectar; carry your cup even* so! 
\ ou should have mbbed your face witli whiL of ogge,^you rascal 
till your brows had shone like our sooty brother’s hwe, as sleek as a 

M Dium? tb°5 in 'rine. till you made them 

Ovid. Here, daughter Venus, I drink to thee. 

CAtoa Thank you, good father Jupiter. 

auffeTZ'’<JuirteXS7 

It wefi ^,:.^*t-puin 

Tuc. Well said, minstrel Momus: I must put you in mu<»t T t 
nhen wUi yon be m fooling of youreelf, fidler.^nev"? ’ 

in flaoe ever “'■>« « a better fool 

Tuc. Thank you, rascal. 

wi* ait iiSfoS!’ wbo fill, her father 

rtlj 'paging. Jupiter, before my face ? 

faoeriun^’’ " ' * atand in awe of thy 

nt a 'f. 'aee. Jupiter. 

she paint it so horribly? we are a^ng, ootouea^ wd 

theSngrgo®£^tftr:tin1'’^,"gSlit™-7ST^ 

}n wickedness? This makes our pLte. ihatTnn*^ 

hve as profane as we: By my go^S Jupi^ T P™^"eness, 

the other gods hero, bind thee hand^ 

the earth and make a poor poet of C 
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Oal. A good smart-toDgued goddess, a right Juno! 

Oind. Juno, we will cudgel thee, Juno; we told thee so yesterday, 
when thou wert jealous of us for Thetis. 

Pt/r. Nay, to-day she had me in inquisition too. 

Tiic. Well said, my fine Phrygian fry; inform, inform. Give me 
some wine, king of heralds, I may drink to my cockatrice. 

Ovid. No more, Ganym^e; we will cudgel thee, Juno; by Styi 
we will. 

Jul. Ay, ’tis well; gods may grow impudent in iniquity, and 
they must not be told of it — 

Ovid. Yea, we will knock our chin against our breast, and shake 
thee out of Olympus into an oyster-boat, for thy scolding. 

Jul. Your nose is not long enough to do it, Jupiter, if all thy 
strumpets thou hast among the stars took thy part. And there is 
never a star in thy forehead but shall be a horn, if thou persist to 
abuse me. 

Cri4. A good jest, i’faithu 

Ovid. We tell thee thou angerest im, cotquean; and we wui 
thunder thee in pieces for thy eotqueanity. 

Cris. Another good jest. 

Alb. 0, my hammers and my Cyclops! This boy fills not wine 
enough to make us kind enough to one another. ... 

Tuc. Nor thou hast not collied thy face enough, stinkard. 

Alb. I’ll ply the table with nectar, and make them friends. 

Her Heaven is like to have but a lame skinker, then. 

Alb Wine and good livers make true lovers; I’ll sentence them 
together. Here, father, here, mother, for shame, drink 
diSnk, and forget this dissension; you two should cling togeth 

before our faces, and give us example of umty. 

Gal. 0. excellently spoken, Vulcan, on the sudden! 

Tih. Jupiter may do well to prefer lus tongue to some ofii 

Tuc. ^nS'to'ngue shall be gentleman-usher to his wit, and stUl go 
before it. 

An excellent fit office! 

PrtA Av And AD 0 xcell^?nt good jest besiuos. , - 

Her ' mat. have you hired Mercury to cry your jests you make . 

T^- ^blockhead, your only block of 

tadHon^ow^a-dnys. Jo applaud other folk, 

Her True- with those that are not artificers themsehes. 

oan YOU nod. and the mirth of the jest droops. 

Pur He has filled nectar so long, till his brain swims m it 
What, do we nod, fellow-gods! Sound music, and let 

startle our Bpiritfi with a song. ^ ^ 

Tuc. Do. Apollo, thou art a good musician. 

Gal. Wliat says Jupiter? 

Ovid. Ha! ha! 

Gal. A song. 
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Omd. Why, do, do, sing. 

Pla. Bacchus, what say you ? 

Tib. Ceres? 

Pla. But, to this song? 

Tib. Sing, for my part. 

Jill. Your belly weighs down your head, Bacchus; 
toward. 

Tib. Begin, Vulcan. 

Alb. What else, what else? 

Tuc. Say, Jupiter — 

Ovid. Mercury — 

CrU. Ay, say, say. 

Alb, Wake ! our mirth begins to die; 

Quicken it with tunes and wine. 

Raise your no^; you're out; fie, fie I 
This drowsiness is an ill sign. 

We banish him the quire of gods, 

That droops agen: 

Then all are men. 

For here's not one but nods. 


here’s a song 


[^Music. 


Ovid. I like not this sudden and general heaviness amongst our 
godheads; tis somewhat ominous. Apollo, command us louder 
music, and let Mercury and Momus contend to please and revive 
our senses. n ; • 


Herm. Then, in a free and lofty strain. 

Our broken tunes we thus repair; 
Oris. And we answer them again. 

Running division on the panting air; 
Ambo. To celebrate this feast of sense. 

As free from scandal as offence. 
Herm. Here is beauty for the eye; 

Cris. For the ear sweet melody. 

Herm. Ambrosiac odours, for the smell; 

Cris. Delicious nectar, for the taste; 

Ambo. For the touch, a lady's tvaist; 

Which doth all the rest exceL 


Ovid. Ay, this has waked us. Mercury, our herald- oq fmm 
ouTMlf, the gi^t go^upiter, to the great emperor Augustufoewr 
and command Ima from us, of whose bounty he hath rec^v^Te 
sirnamo of Augustus, that, for a thank-oflfering to our 
he presently sacrifice, as a dish to this banquet, his bSfni 
wauton daughter Julia: she’s a curst quean tell him aS 1 
80old behind hi 8 back; therefore te ITbB 
him thij. Mercury in our lugh oame of JupitS 
Jul. Stay, feather-footed Mercury, and tell Autmafna 
the great Juno Saturn; if he thiS it hard to do^ 
commanded him, and eacrifiee hia daughter, that he hS do 
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80 teo times, than suffer her to love the well-nosed poet, Ovid; 
whom he shall do well to whip or cause to be whipped, about the 
capitol, for soothing her in her follies. 

BnUr Augustus C.iaAR, Mecjek.\s, Horace, Lupus, Histrio, 

Minds, and Lictors. 

C(&9. What sight is this ? Mecsenas ! Horace ! say ? 

Have we our senses? do we hear and see? 


Or are these but imaginary objects 

Drawn by our phantasy! Why apeak you not? 

Let us do sacr^ice. Are they the gods? [Ovid and Ote rest huel. 
Reverence, amaze, and fury hght in me. 

What, do they kneel! Nay, then I see ’tis true 
1 thought impossible: O, impious sight! 

Let me divert mine eyes; the very thought 
Everts my soul wth passion: Look not, man, 

There is a panther, whose unnatural eyes 
Will strike thee dead: turn, then, and die on her 
With her own death. [Offers to kill hts daughter. 

Mu. Hor. What means imperial Caesar? 

Cess. What would you have me let the strumpet live 
That, for t.hia pageant, earns so many deaths? 

Tuc. Boy, slink, boy. 

Pvr. Pray Jupiter we be not followed by the scent, master. 

[jE’.ccun^ Txicca and Fyrgus. 

Cess. Say, sir, what are you ? 

Alb. I play Vulcan, sir. 

Coes. But what are you, sir? 

Alb. Your citizen and jeweller, sir. 

C ( BS . And what are you, dame? 

Chloe. I play Venus, forsooth. 

Cos. I ask not %vhat you play, but what you are. 

Chios. Your citizen and jeweller’s wife, air. 


Cces. And you, good sir? 

Cris. Your gentleman parcel-poet, sir. 

Cces. 0, that profaned name ! — 

And are these seemly company for th«. 
Degenerate monster? All the rest I know. 

And hate all knowledge for their hateful sakes. 
Are you, that first the deities inspired 
With skill of their high natures and their powers. 
The first abusers of their useful light; 

Profaning thus their dignities in their forn^ 

And making them, like you, but counterfeits? 

0 who shall follow Virtue and embrwe her. 
V^en her false bosom is found nought but air . 
And vet of those embraces centaurs epnng. 

That war with human peace, and poison “en-” 
Who shall, with greater comforts comprehend 


[ Exit . 
[To Julia - 
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Her unseen being and her excellence; 

When you, that teach, and should eternise her, 
Live as she were no law unto your lives. 

Nor lived herself, but with your idle breatlis? 

If you think gods but feign'd, and virtue painted, 
Know we sustain an actual residence. 

And with the title of an euaperor, 

Retain his spirit and imperial power; 

By which, in imposition too remiss. 

Licentious Naso, for thy violent wrong, 

In soothing the declined affections 
Of our base daughter, w’o exile thy feet 
From all apjiroach to our imperial court, 

On pain of death; and thy misgotten love 
Commit to patronage of iron doors; 

Since her soft-hearth sire cannot contain her. 

J/ec. 0. good my lord, forgive! be like the gods. 

Hot. I>et royal bounty, Caesar, mediate. 

C(X3. There is no bounty to be ahew’d to such 
As have no real goodness: bounty is 
A spice of virtue; and what virtuous act 
Can take effect on them, that have no power 
Of equal habitude to apprehend it., 

But Hve in worship of that idol, vice. 

As if there were no virtue, but in shhe 
Of strong imagination, merely enforced? 

This shews their knowledge is mere ignorance. 

Their far-fetch’d dignity of soul a fancy. 

And all their square pretext of gravity 
A mere vain-glory; hence, away with them! 

I ^vi]l prefer for knowledge, none but such 
As rule their lives by it, and can becalm 
All sea of Humour with the marble trident 
Of their strong spirits: others fight below 
With gnats and shadows; othere nothing know. 


{Exeunt. 


SCENE V.— A Street before thx Pniaee. 

Enter TcccA, Crispinds, and Pyrqus, 

Tuc What’s become of my litUe punk, Venus, and the poult- 
foot stinkard, her husband, ha? ^ 

^Cris. O, they are rid home in the coach, as fast as the wheels can 

Tuc. God Jupiter is banned. I hear, and his cockatrice Juno 
lock d op. H^rt, an all the poetiy in Parnassus get mo to be 0 
^ayer again, PU sell em my share for a sesterce. But this is 
Humours, Hora^, that goat-footed envious slave; he’s turn’d 
fa^ now; an informer, the roguel ’tis he has betray’d us aE 
Did you not see him with the emperor crouching ? 
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CHa. Yea. 

Tuc. Well, follow me. Thou shalt libel, and Til cudgel the rascal. 
Boy, provide me a truncheon. Revenge shall gratuJate him, tarn 
Marti, quam Mercurio. 

Pyr. Ay, but master, take heed how you give this out; Horace 
is a man of the sword. 

Cria. ’Tis true, in troth; they say he’s valiant. 

Tuc. Valiant? so is mine a — . Gods and fiends! I’ll blow him 
into air when I meet him next: he dares not fight with a puck-fist. 

[Horace ■passes over (he stage. 

Pyr. Master, he comes ! 

Tuc. Where? Jupiter save thee, my good poet, my noble 
prophet, my little fat Horace. — I scorn to beat the rogue in the 
court; and I saluted him thus fair, because he should suspect 
nothing, the rascal. Come, we’ll go see how far forward our journey- 
man is toward the untrussing of him. 

Cris. Do you hear, captain? I’ll write nothing in it but inno- 
cence, because I may swear I am innocent, [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Horace, MEc.a-VAS, Lupus, Histrio, and Lictors. 

Bor. Nay, why pursue you not the emperor for your reward now, 
Lupus? 

Mec. Stay, Asinius; 

You and your stager, and your band of lictors: 

I hope your service merits more respect. 

Than thus, without a thanks, to be sent hence. 

His. Well, well, jest on, jest on. 

Bor. Thou base, unworthy groom I 
Lup. Ay, ay, ’tis good. 

Hor. Was this the treason, this the dangerous plot, 

Thy clamorous tongue so bellow’d through the court? 

Haidst thou no other project to encrease 
Thy grace with Caesar, but this wolfish train. 

To prey upon the life of innocent mirth 
And harmless pleasures, bred of noble wit? 

Awayl I loath thy presence; such as thou, 

They are the moths and scarabs of a state. 

The bane of empires, and the dregs of courts; 

Who, to endear themselves to an employment. 

Care not whose fame they blast, whose life they endanger; 

And, under a disguised and cobweb mask 
Of love unto their sovereign, vomit forth 
Their own prodigious malice: and pretending 
To be the props and columns of their safety. 

The guards unto his person and his peace, 

Disturb it most, with their false, lapwing-cries. 

Lup. Good! Cassar shall know of this, believe it. 
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Mtc. Caesar doth kaow it, wolf, aod to bis knowledge, 

He will, I hope, reward your base endeavours. 

Princes that will but hear, or give access 
To such officious spies, can ne’er be safe: 

They take in poison with an open ear. 

And, free from danger, become slaves to fear. {Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.— i4n open S-pace before the Palact. 

Enter Ovid. 

Banish’d the court! Let me be banish’d life. 

Since the chief end of life is there concluded: 

Within the court is all the kingdom boundod. 

And as her sacred sphere doth comprehend 
Ten thousand times so much, as so much place 
In any part of all the empire else; 

So every body, moving in her sphere. 

Contains ten thousand times as much in him, 

As any other her choice orb excludes. 

As in a circle, a magician then 
Is safe against the spirit he excites; 

But, out of it, is subject to his rage. 

And loseth all the virtue of his art: 

So I, exiled the circle of the court. 

Lose all the good gifts that in it I ’joy’d. 

No virtue current is, but with her stamp. 

And no vice vicious, blanch’d with her white hand. 

The court’s the abstract of all Rome’s desert. 

And my dear Julia the abstract of the court. 

Metbinks, now I come near her, I respire 
Some air of that late comfort 1 received; 

And while the evening, with her modest veil, 

Gives leave to such poor shadows as myself 
To steal abroad, 1, like a heartless ghost. 

Without the living body of my love, 

Will here walk and attend her: for I know 
Not far from hence she is imprisoned, 

And hopes, of her strict guairiian, to bribe 
So much admittance, as to speak to me. 

And cheer my fainting spirits with her breath. 

Jufia. [a-ppeare above at her eharnber window.'] Ovid? mv love? 
Ovid. Here, heavenly Julia. 

Jid. Here I and not here! O, how that woid doth play 
With both our fortunes, differing, like ourselves, ^ 

Both one; and yet divided, as opposed 1 
I high, thou low: 0, this our plight of place 
Doubly presents the two lets of our love. 

Local and ceremonial height, and lowness: 

Both ways, I am too high, and thou too low. 
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Our minds are even jet; 0, why should our bodies, 
Tiiat are their slaves, be so without their rule? 
riJ cast myself down to thee; if I die, 
rU ever live mth thee: no height of birtli. 

Of place, of duty, or of cruel power. 

Shall keep me from thee; sliouid my father lock 
This body up within a tomb of brass. 

Vet I’ll be with thee. If the forms I hold 
Now in m}' soul, be made one substance with it; 

That soul immortal, and the same ’tis now; 

Death cannot raze the affects she now retaioeth: 

And then, may she be any where she will. 

The souls of parents rule not children’s souls, 

When death sets both in their dissolv’d estates; 

Then is no child nor father; then eternity 
Frees all from any temporal respect. 

I come, my Ovid; take me in thine arms. 

And let me breathe my soul into thy breast 
Ovid. 0 stay, my love; the hopes thou dost conceive 
Of thy quick death, and of thy future life, 

Are not authentical. Thou choosest death, 

So thou might’st ’joy thy love in the other life: 

But know, my princely love, when thou art dead, 

Thou only must survive in perfect soul; 

And in the soul are no affections. 

We pour out our affections with our blood, 

And, with our blood’s affections, fade our loves. 

No life hath love in such sweet state as this; 

No essence is so dear to moody sense 

As flesh and blood, whose quintessence is sense. 

Beauty, composed of blood and flesh, moves mote, 

And is more plausible to blood and flesh. 

Than spiritual beauty can be to the spirit 
Such apprehension as we have in dreams, 

When, sleep, the bond of senses, locks them up. 

Such shall we have, when death destroys them quite. 

If love be then thy object, change not life; 

Live high and happy still: 1 still below, 

Qo.se wth my fortunes, in thy height shall joy. 

Jut. Ay me, that virtue, whose brave eagle’s wings, 
With every stroke blow stars in burning heaven, 

Should, like a swallow, prejing towards storms, 

Fly close to earth, and with an eager plume, 

Pursue those objects which none else can see, 

But seem to all the world the empty air! 

Thus thou, poor Ovid, and all virtuous men. 

Must prey, like swallows, on invisible food. 

Pursuing flies, or notliing: and thus love. 

And every worldly fancy, is transposed 
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By worldly tyranny to what plight it list. 

0 father, since thou gav’st me not my mind, 

Strive not to rule it; take but what thou giiv’st 
To ihy disposure: thy affections 

Rule not in me; I must bear all my griefs. 

Let me use all my pleasures; virtuous love 
^Vas never scandal to a goddess’ state.— 

But he’s inflexible! and, my dear love. 

Thy life may chance be shorten’d by the length 
Of my unwilling speeches to depart. 

Farewell, sweet life; though thou be yet exiled 
The officious court, enjoy me amply still: 

My soul, in this my breath, enters thine ears. 

And on this turret’s floor will I lie dead, 

Till we may meet again: In this proud height, 

1 kneel beneath thee in my prostrate love. 

And kiss the happy sands that kiss thy feet. 

Great Jove submits a sceptre to a cell. 

And lovers, ere they part, will meet in hell. 

Ovid. Farewell all company, and, if I could. 

All light with thee! hell’s shade should hide my brows. 

Till thy dear beauty’s beams redeem'd my vows. 

Jxd. Ovid, my love; alas! may we not stay 
A little longer, tliink’st thou, unaiscern’d? 

Ovid. For thine own good, fair goddess, do not stay. 
Who would engage a firmament of fires 
Shining in thee, for me, a falling star? 

Be gone, sweet life-blood; if I should discern 
Thyself but touch’d for my sake, I should die. 

Jvi. I will begone, then; and not heaven itself 
Shall draw me back. 

Ovid. Yet, Julia, if thou wilt, 

A little longer stay. 

Jvl. I am content. 

Ovid. 0, mighty Ovid ! what the sway of heaven 
Could not retire, my breath hath turned back, 

Jid. ^Vho shall go first, my love? my passionate eyes 
WiJl not endure to see thee turn from ma 
Ovid. U thou go first, my soul will follow thee. 

Jul. Then we muet stay. 

Ov\d. Ay me, there is no stay 
In amorous pleasures; if both stay, both die. 

thy father; hence, my deity. [Julia retires from (hs 
Fear forgoth sounds m my deluded ears; 

]^d not hear him; I am mad with Jove. 

There is no spirit under heaven, that works 
With such illumon; yet such witchcraft kill me, 

Ere a sound mind, without it> save life) 

Here, on my knees, I worship the blest place 


[Going 


tffitidoiD. 
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That held my goddess; and the loving air. 

That closed her body in his silken arms. 

Vain Ovid! kneel not to the place, nor air; 

She’s in thy heart; rise then, and worship there. 

The truest wisdom silly men can have, 

Ifl dotage on the follies of their flesh. (Ezit. 


ACT V 

SCEXE I . — An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter .Mec.enas, Gallus, Tibullus, Horace, and 

Equites Romani. 

CcM. We, that have conquer’d still, to save the conquer'd, 
And loved to make inflictions fear’d, not felt; 

Grieved to reprove, and jo3dul to reward; 

More proud of reconcilement than revenge; 

Resume into the late state of our love. 

Worthy Cornelius Gallus, and Tibullus: 

You both are gentlemen: and, you, Cornelius, 

A soldier of renown, and the first provost 
That ever let our Roman eagles fly 
On swarthy .^gypt, quarried %vith her spoils. 

Yet (not to bear cold forms, nor men’s out-terms. 

Without the inward tires, and lives of men) 

You both have virtues sWning through your shapes; 

To shew, your titles are not writ on posts, 

Or hollow statues which the best men are. 

Without Promethean stuffings reach’d from heaven! 

Sweet poesy’s sacred garlands crown your gentry; 

Which is, of all the faculties on earth. 

The most abstract and perfect; if she be 
True-born, and nursed with all the sciences. 

She can so mould Rome, and her monuments, 

Within the liquid marble of her lines, 

That they shall stand fresh and miraculous. 

Even when they mix with innovating dust; 

In her sweet streams shall our brave Roman spirits 
Chase, and swim after death, with their choice deeds 
Sliining on their white shoulders; and therein 
Shall Tyber, and our famous rivers fall 
With such attraction, that the ambitious line 
Of the round world shall to her centre shrink, 

To hear their music: and, for these high parts. 

Cajsar shall reverence the Pierian arts. 

Mec. Your majesty’s high grace to poesy. 

Shall stand ’gainst all the dull detractions 
Of leaden souls; who, for the vain assumings 
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Of some, quite worthless of her sovereign wreaths. 
Contain her worthiest prophets in contempt. 

Oal. Happy is Rome of all earth’s other states. 

To have so true and great a pre.^idcnt. 

For her inferior spirits to imitate, 

AsCssaris: who addeth to the sun 
Influence and lustre; in increasing thus 
His inspirations, kindling fire in us. 

Hor. Pheebua himself shall kneel at Caesar’s shrine, 
And deck it with bay garlands dew’d with wine, 

To quit the worship Ciesar does to him; 

Where other princes, hoisted to their thrones 
By Fortune’s passionate and disorder'd power, 

Sit in their height, like clouds before the sun, 

Hindering his comforts; and, by their excess 
Of cold in virtue, and cross heat in vice. 

Thunder and tempest on those learned heads, 

Whom Qesar with such honour doth advance. 

Tib. All human business fortune doth command 
Without all order; and >vith her blind hand, 

She, blind, bestows blind gifts, that still have nurst, 
They see not who, nor how, but still, the worst. 

CcBs. C»sar, for his rule, and for so much stuff 
As Fortune puts in his hand, shall dispose it, 

As if his hand had eyes and soul in it, 

With worth and judgment. Hands, that part with gifts 
Or will restrain their use, without desert. 

Or with a misery numb’d to virtue’s right, 

Work, as they had no soul to govern them. 

And quite reject her; severing their estates 
JYom human order. Whosoever can, 

And will not cherish virtue, is no man. 

Enler sotne of tht Equestrian Order. 

Eques. Virgil is now at hand, imperial Gesar. 

Cos. Rome’s honour is at hand then. Fetch a chair 
.\nd set it on our right hand, where ’tis fit * 

Rome’s honour and our o^vn should ever sit. 

Now he is come out of Campania, 

I doubt not he hath fimsh’d all his dJneids. 

Which, like another soul, I long to enjoy. 

What think you three of Virgil, gentlemen. 

That are of his profession, though rank’d higher; 

what say’st thou, that art the poor^t. 

And likeliest to envy, or to detract? 

Hot. Ca?sar speaks after common men in this , 

To make a difference of me for my poorness* 

As if the filth of poverty sunk as deep * 

Into a knowing spirit, as the bane 
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Of richea doth into an ignorant soul. 

No, Opsar, they bo pathless, moorish minds 
Tiiat being once made rotten with the dung 
Of damned riches, ever after sink 
Beneath the steps of any villainy. 

But knowlodge is the nectar that keeps sweet 
A perfect soul, even in this grave of sin; 

And for my sou], it is as free as Cesar’s, 

For what I know is doe I’ll give to all. 

He that detracts or envies virtuous merit. 

Is still the covetous and the ignorant spirit. 

CcBs. Thanks, Horace, for thy free and wholesome sharpness, 
Wliich pleaseth Cassar more than servile fawns. 

A flatter’d prince soon turns the prince of fools. 

And for thy sake, we’ll put no difference more 
Between the great and good for being poor. 

Say then, loved Horace, thy true thought of Virgil. 

Bor. I judge him of a rectified spirit. 

By many revolutions of discourse, 

(In his bright reason’s inffuence,) refined 
From all the tartarous moods of common men; 

Bearing the nature and similitude 
Of a right heavenly body; most severe 
In fashion and collection of himself; 

And, then, as clear and confident as Jove. 

Oal. And yet so chaste and tender is his ear. 

In suffering any syllable to pass, 

That he thinks may become the honour’d name 
Of issue to his so examined self, 

That all the lasting fruits of bis full merit, 

In his own poems, he doth still distaste; 

And if his mind’s piece, which bo strove to paint. 

Could not with fleshly pencils have her right. 

Tib. But to approve his works of sovereign worth. 

This observation, methinks, more than serves. 

And is not vulgar. That which he hath writ 
Is with such judgment labour’d, and distill’d 
Through all the needful usee of our lives. 

That could a man remember but his lines. 

He should not touch at any serious point, 

But he might breathe his spirit out of him. 

You moan, he might repeat part of his works. 

As fit for any conference he can use? 

Tib. True, royal Caasar. 

Ccp.s. Worthily observed; 

And a most worthy virtue in his works. 

What thinks material Horace of his learning? 

Bar. His learning savours not the school-like gloss. 

That most consists in echoing words and terms. 
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And soonest wins a man an empty name; 

Nor any long or far-fetcb’d circumstance 
Wrapp'd in the cnhoas generalties of arts; 

But a direct and analytic sum 

Of all the worth and first efiecta of arts. 

And for his poesy, 'tis so ramm’d with life. 

That it shall gather strength of life, with being, 

And live hereafter more admired than now. 

Ccu. This one consent in all your dooms of him. 
And mutual loves of all your several merits. 

Argues a truth of merit in you all. — 

Enter Visou,. 

See, here comes Virgil ; we will rise and greet biny 
Welcome to Caesar, Virgil I Caesar and Virgil 
Shall differ but in sound; to Cssar, Virgil, 

Of his expressed greatness, shall be made 
A second sirname, and to Virgil, Caesar. 

Where are thy famous iEneids 7 do us grace 
To let us see, and surfeit on their sight. 

Firg. Worthless they are of Cssar’s gracious eyes. 
If they were perfect; much more with their wants. 
Which are yet more than my time could supply. 
And, could groat Caesar’s expectatioa 
Be satisfied with any other service, 

I would not shew them. 

C(M. Virgil is too modest; 

Or seeks, in vain, to make our longings more: 

Show them, sweet Virgil. 

Ftrp. Then, in such due fear 
As fits pre.scnters of great works to Caesar, 

X humbly shew them. 

Ccee. Let us now behold 
A human soul made visible in life; 

And more refulgent in a senseless paper 
Than in the sensual complement of Idngs. 

Read, read thyself, dear Virgil; let not me 
Profane one accent with an untuned tongue: 

Beet matter, badly shewn, shews worse than bad. 

See then this chair, of purpose set for thee 
To read thy poem in; refuse it not 
Virtue, without presumption, place may take 
Above best kings, whom only she should make, 

F I'rg. It will bo thought a thing ridiculous 
To present eyes, and to all future times 
A gross untruth, that any poet, void 
Of birth, or wealth, or temporal dignity. 

Should, with decorum, transcend Caesar’s chair. 

Poor virtue raised, high birth and wealth set under, 
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Crosaeth heaven’s courses, and makes worldlings wonder. 

Ca&s. The course of heaven, and fato itself, in this , 

Will Gesar cross; much more all worldly custom. 

Bor. Custom, in course of honour, ever errs; 

And they are best whom fortune least prefers. 

CcEs. Horace hath but more strictly spoke our thoughts. 

The vast rude 8\\ing of general confluence 
Is, in particular en^, exempt from sense: 

And therefore reason (which in right should be 
The special rector of all harmony) 

Shall shew we are a man distinct by it. 

From those, whom custom raptetb in her press. 

Ascend then, Virgil; and where first by chance 
We here have turn’d thy book, do thou first read. 

Virg. Great Gesar hath his will; I will ascend. 

'Twere simple injury to his free hand, 

Tliat sweeps the cobwebs from unused virtue. 

And makes her shine proportion’d to her worth, 

To be more nice to entertain his grace. 

Than he is choice, and liberal to afford It. 

Cces. Gentlemen of our chamber, guard the doors. 

And let none enter; \Exeunt Equites.] peace. Begin, good Virgil 
Virg. Meanwhile the skie^ 'gan thunder, and in tail 
Of that, fell -pouring storms of sleet and hail: 

The Tyrian lords and Trojan youth, each where 
\Yith Venus' Dardane nephew, now, in fear, 

Seek out for several shelter through the plain. 

Whilst floods come rolling from the hills amain. 

Dido a cave, the Trojan prince the same 

Lighted upon. There earth and heaven's great dame, 

That hath the charge of marriage, first gave sign 
Unto his contract; fire and air did shine. 

As guilty of the match; and from the kill 
The nymphs with shriekings do the region fill. 

Here first began their bane; this day was ground 
Of all their ills; fur note, nor rumour's sound, 

\or nice respect of state, moves Dido ought; 

Her love no longer now by stealth is sought: 

She calls this wedlock, and toilh that fair name 
Covers her fault. Forthwith the bruit and fame. 

Through all the greatest Lybian towns is gone; 

Fame, a fleet evh, than which is swifter none. 

That moving grows, and flying gathers strength; 

Little at first, and fearful; but at length 

She dares attempt Ike skies, and stalking proud 

M feel on ground, her head doth pierce a cloud / 

This child, our parent earth, siirr'd up tcifh spite 
Of all the gods, brought forth; and, as some write. 

She was last sister of that giant race 
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Th/it ihorigJU to scale Jove's court; right swift of face. 

And swifter far of wing; a monster tost. 

And dreadful. Look, how many plumes are placed 
On her huge corps, so many waking eyes 
Stick underneath: and, which may stranger rise 
In the report, as many tongues she bears, 

As many mouths, as many listening ears. 

Nightly, in midst of all the heaven, she flies. 

And through the earth's dark shadow shrieking cries: 

Nor do her eyes once bend to taste sweet slup; 

By day on tops of houses she doth keep, 

Or on high towers; and doth thence affright 
Cities and towns of most conspicuous site: 

As covetous she is of tales and lies, 

As prodigal of truth: this monster^— 

Lup. Come, follow me, assist me, second mel Where’s 

the emperor? 

1 Eques, [toiVAin.] Sir, you must pardon us. 

2 Eques. [unMm.] is private now; you may not enter. 

Tuc. [un^Am.] Not enter I Charge them upon their allegiance, 

oropshin. 

I Eques. [unfAin.] We have a charge to the contrary, sir. 

Lup. [unfAtn.] I pronounce you all traitors, horrible traitors: 
What! do you know my affairs? I have matter of danger and 
state to impart to Cwsar. 

Cces. What noise is there? who’s that names C«8ar? 

Lup. [mVAin.] A friend to Cssar. 

One that, for Caesar’s good, would speak with Ccesar. 

Cces. Wlio is it ? look, Cornelius. 

1 Eques. [unVAin.] Asinius Lupus. 

Cces. 0, bid the turbulent informer hence; 

We have no vacant ear now, to receive 
The unseason’d fruits of his officious tongue, 
ifec. You must avoid him there. 

Lup. [wfAin.) I conjure thee, as thou art Caesar, or respectest 
thine own safety, or the safety of the state, Ca?sar, hear me, speak 
with me, C»sar; ’tis no common business I come about, but such, 
as being neglected, may concern the life of Ocesar. 

Cos. The life of Cajsar 1 Let him enter. Virgil, keep thy seat 
Elites. Cwi(Am.] Bear back, there: whither will you? keep 


ErUet Lupus, Tucoa, and Lictora. 

Tuc. By thv leave, goodman usher: mend thy peruke; so 
Lup. Lay hold on Horace there; and on Mecanas, lictors. 
Komans, offer no r^ue, upon your allegiance: read, royal Casar 
[Qxves a paper.] 1 U tickle you. Satyr. ^ 

pnek-Gst^ Humours, he will; he will squeeze you, poet 
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Lup. ril lop you off for an unprofitable branch, yon satirical varlet 
Tuc. Ay, and Epaminondas your patron here, with his flagon 
chain; come, resign: [takes off Afectenas' chain,] tliough *twere your 
great grandfather’s, the law baa made it mine now, sir. Look to 
him, my party-coloured rascals; lodt to him. 

Ccts. Vhiat is this, Asinius Lupus? I understand it not. 

L/)ip. Not understand iti A libel, Csesar; a dangerous, seditious 
libel; a libel in picture. 

Cces. A libel ! 

Lup. Ay, I found it in this Horace his study, in Mecanas his 
house, here; I challenge the penalty of the laws against them. 

Tuc. Ay, and remember to b^ their land betimes; before some 
of these hungry court-hounds scent it out. 

Cces. Shew it to Horace: ask him if he know it. 

Lup. Know it! his hand is at it, Cesar. 

Cces. Then 'tis no libel. 

Hot, It is the imperfect body of an emblem, Cesar, I began for 
Mec^enas. 

Lup. An emblem! right: that’s Greek for a libel. Do but mark 
how confident ho is. 

Hot. a just man cannot fear, thou foolish tribune; 

Not, though the malice of traducing tongues. 

The open vastness of a tyTaut’s ear, 

The senseless rigour of the wrested laws, 

Or the red eyes of strain’d authority. 

Should, in a point, meet all to take his life: 

His innocence is armour ’gainst all these. 

Lup. Innocence! 0 impudence! let me see, let me see! Is not 
here an eagle! and is not that eagle meant by Cesar, ha? Does 
not C-esar give the eagle? answer me; what sayeet thou ? 

Tuc. Hast thou any evasion, stinkard? 

Lup. Now he’s turn’d dumb. I’ll tickle yon, Satyr. 

Hor. Pish; ha, ha! 

Lup. Dost thou pish me ? Give me my long sword. 

Bor. With reverence to great C-esar, worthy Romans, 

Observe but this ridiculous commenter; 

The soul to my device was in this distich: 

Thus oft, the base and ravenous multitude 
Survive, to share the spoils of fortitude. 

Whi' h in this body I have figured here, 

A vulture— • li i 

Lup. A vulture! Ay, now, ’tis a vulture. 0 abominaMe! 

monstrous! monstrous! has not your vulture a beak? has it no 
legs, and talons, and wings, and feathers? 

Tuc. Touch him, old buskins. 

Bor. And therefore must it be an eagle? 

Mec. Respect him not, good Horace: say your device. 

Bor. A vulture and a wolf— 
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Lup. A wolf! good: that’s I; I am the wolf: my name’s Lupus ; 
I am meant by the wolf. On, on; a vulture and a wolf — 

Hor. Preying upon the carcass of an ass— • 

Lup. An ass! good still: that’s I too; 1 am the ass. You mean 
me by the ass. 

i/ec. Prithee, leave braying then. 

Hot. If you will needs take it, I cannot with modesty give it 
from you. 

Mec. But, by that beast, the old Egyptians 
Were wont to hgure, in their hieroglyphics, 

Patience, frugality, and fortitude; 

For none of which we can suspect you, tribune. 

Cos. Who was it. Lupus, that inform’d you first. 

This should be meant by us ? Or was’t your comment f 

lAip. No, Cfesar; a player gave me the first light of it indeed 
Tuc. Ay, an honest sycophant-Uko slave 
CcM. Where is that player? 

Tuc. He is without here. 

C<zo. Call him in. 

Tuc. Call in the player there: master .£sop, call him. 

Bquiits. Player! where is the player ? bear back: none 

but the player enter. 

Evier Sao?, foUoxoed by CRispiNtrs and Dsmetrius. 

Tue. Yes, this gentleman and his Aohatas must. 

Cru. Pray you, master usher: — we’ll stand close, hera 
Tuc. ’Tis a gentleman of quality, this; though he be somewhat 
out of clothes, I tell ya — Come, ^sop, hast a baydeaf in thy mouth ? 
Well said; be not out, stinkard. 'Thou shalt have a monopoly of 
nlajdng confirm’d to thee, and thy covey, under the emperor’s 
broad seal, for this service. 

CcM. Is this he T 

Lup. Ay, Cssar, this is ha 

CcES. Let him be whipped lactora, go take him hence. 

And, Lupus, for your fierce credulity. 

One fit lum with a pair of larger ears: 

’Tis Csesar’s doom, and must not be revoked 
We hate to have our court and peace disturb’d 
With these quotidian clamoiua See it doua 
^p. CsBsar l [Exeunt some of the Liciors, toith Lupus and /Bsop 
Ctxs, Gag him, [that] we may have his silenoa 
Virg. Caesar hath done like Caesar. Fair and just 
Is his award, against these brainless creatures. 

’Tis not the wholesome sharp morality. 

Or modest anger of a satiric spirit. 

That hurts or wounds the body of the state; 

But the sinister application 

Of the malicious, ignorant, and base 

Interpreter; who will distort, and strain 


, and a politician besides 
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The general scope and purpose of an author 
To liis particular and private spleen. 

Cau. We know it, our dear Virgil, and esteem it 
A most dishonest practice in that man, 

Will seem too witty in another’s work. 

What would Cornelius Callus, and Tibullus? [They wTiiiptr Ccuar. 

Tm£. [to Meccenas.] Nay, but as thou art a man, dost hear! s 
man of worship and honourable: hold, here, take thy chain again. 
Resume, mad Mecsnas. What! dost thou think I meant to have 
kept it, old boy f no: I did it but to fright thee, I, to try how 
thou would’st take it. What ! will I turn shark upon my friends, or 
my friends’ friends? I scorn it with my three souls. Osme, I love 
bully Horace as well as thou dost, I: ’tis an honest hieroglyphic. 
Give me thy wrist, Helicon. Dost thou think I’ll second e’er a 
rhinoceros of them all, against thee, ha? or thy noble Hippocrene, 
here? I’ll turn stager first, and be whipt too: dost thou see, bully? 

CcBs. You have your will of Csesar: use it, Romans. 

Virgil shall be your pr®tor; and ourself 
Will here sit by, spectator of your sports; 

And think it no impeach of royalty. 

Our ear is now too much profaned, grave Maro, 

With these distastes, to take thy sacred lines; 

Put up thy book, till both the time and we 
Be fittod with more hallow’d circumstance 
For the receiving of so divine a work. 

Proceed with your design. 

Mec. 0<d. Tib. Thaidis to great Gcsar. 

Qal. Tibullus, draw you the indictment then, whilst Horace 
arrests them on the statute of Calumny. Mecesnas and I will take 
our places here. Lictors, a.ssist him. 

Uor. I am the worst accuser under heaven. 

C7af. Tut, you must do it; ’twill be noble mirth. 

Hot. I t^e no knowledge that they do malign me. 

Tib. Ay, but the world takes knowledge. 

Hot. Would the world knew 
How heartily I wish a fool should hate mel 

Tuc. Body of Jupiter! what! will they arraign my bri.sk Poetaster 

and his poor journeyman, ha? Would I were abroad skeldering for 
a drachm, so I were out of this labyrinth again! I do feel myseli 
turn stinkard already: but I must set the best face I have * 
now. — Well said, my divine, deft Horace, bring the 

whoreson detracting slaves to the bar, do; make them hold up 
spread golls; I’ll give in evidence for thee, if thou wilt JaKe 
courage, Crispinus; would thy man had a clean band! 

Cris. What must wo do, captain ? . l u 1 

Tuc. Thou shalt see anon: do not make division with thy legs so. 

C<M. What’s he, Horace? 

Hot. I onlv know him for a motion, Ca?sar. ^ , 

Tuc. I am one of thy commanders, Caesar; a man of semce ana 
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action: my name is Pantilius Tucca; 1 have served io thy wars 
agcaiast .Mark Antony, I. 

Gets. Do you know him, Cornelius? 

Gol. He’s one that hath had the musterin?’, or eonvoy of a com- 
pany now and then: I never noted liim by any other employ meut. 

Cits. We will observe him better. 

Tib. Lictor, proclaim silence in the court. 

Lid. In the name of Caesar, silence! 

Tib. Let the parties, the accuser and the accused, present them- 
selves. 

Lid. The accuser and the accused, present yourselves in court. 

Gris. Detn. Here. 

Viry. Read the indictment. 

Tib. Rufus Laberius Crispinus, and Demetrius Fannius, hold up 
your hands. You are, before this time, joinily and severally indided, 
and here presently to be arraigned wj^n the statute of calumny, or Lex 
Remmia, the one by the name of Jl"fiis Laberius Crispinus, alias 
Cri-spinas, poetaster and plagiarii; the other by the name of Demetriu.^ 
Fannius, play-dresser and plagiary. That you {not having the fear 
of Phoebus, or his shafts, before your eyes) contrary to the peace of 
our liege lord, Augustus Casar, his croum and dignity, and against 
the form of a statute, in that case made and provided, have most 
ignorantly, foolishly, and, more like yourselves, maliciou.dy, gone 
about to deprave, and calumniate ike person and writings of Quintus 
Horalius Flaceus, here present, poet, and priest to the Muses: and to 
that end have mutually conspired and plotted, at sundry times, as by 
several means, and in sundry places, for the better accomplishing your 
base and envious purpose; taxing him falsely, of self-love, arrogancu 
tm^ence, railing, filching by translation, etc. Of all which calumniM 
and every of them, in manner and form aforesaid; what answer uou » 
Are you guilty, or not guiUy ? ' 

Tuc. Not guilty, say. 

Gris. Dem. Not guilty. 

Tib. How will you be tried? 

Tuc. By the Roman Gods, and the noblest Romans. 


CrU. Dm. By the Roman god.s, and the noblest Romans^"***' 
to b’eTri3'’by'lhe3er"“' 

Tuc. Ay, so the noble captain may be joined with them in com- 
oiissiOD^ ^y« r i 'j 

in ‘I''™ 

Virg. \^at says the plaintiff ? 

Bor. I am content. 

Firy. Captain, then take your place. 

fKn worshipful pnetorl ’tis more of thv gentleness 

than of my deser^g, I wusse. But since it hath pleas^^he S 
to make choree of my wisdom and gravity, comef 
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varleta; let’s hear you talk for yourselves, no;v, an hour or twa 
What can you say? Make a noise. Act, act! 

Virg. Stay, turn, and take an oath first. You shall swear. 

By thunder-darting Jove, the king of gods. 

And hy the genius of Augustus Ccesar; 

By your own while and uncorrupted souls, 

And the deep reverence of our Rorruin justice; 

To judge this case, xoith truth and equity: 

As bound by your religion, and your laws. 

Now read the evidence: but first demand 

Of either prisoner, if that writ be theirs. \Qives him two papers. 
Tib. Shew this unto Crispinus. Is it yours? 

Tuc. Say, ay. [Aii’rfe.]-— What! dost thou stand upon it» pimp? 
Do not deny thine own Minerva, thy Pallas, the issue of thy brain. 
Cris. Yes it is mine. 

Tib. Shew that unto Demetrius. Is it yours? 

Dem. It is. 

Tuc. There’s a father will not deny his own bastard now, I 
warrant thee. 

Virg. Read them aloud. 

Tib. Ramp up my genius, be not retrograde; 

But boldly nominate a spade a spade 
Vfhai, shall Iky lubrical and glibbery muse 
Live, as she were defunct, like punk in stews / 

Tuc. Excellent! 

Alas / that were no modem consequence. 

To have colhumal buskins frighted hence. 

No, teach thy Incubus to poetise; 

Arid throw abroad thy spurious snoUeries, 

Upon that puft-up lump of balmy froth, 

Tuc. Ah, Ah! 

Or clumsy chilblain'd judgment; that with oath 

Magnificates his merit; and befpawls 

The conscious time, with humorous foam and brawls, 

As if his organons of sense would crack 
The sinews of my patience. Break his back, 

0 poets all and some / for now ive list 

Of strenuous vengeance to clutch the fist. CRrsPT^rs. 

Tuc. Ay, marry, this was written like a Hercules in poetry, now 

CcBS. Excellently well threaten’d! 

Virg. And as strangely worded, C»sar. 

CcBs. Wo observe it. 

Virg. The other now. . 

Tuc. This is a fellow of a good prodigal tongue too, this wiu ao 

W^)l« 

Tib. Our Muse is in mind for th' untTu^r\g a poet; 

1 slip by his name, for most men do know it: 

A critic, that all the world bescumbers 

With satirical humours and lyrical numbers: 
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Tuc. Art thou there, boy ? 

And for the most part, hitnself doth advance 
IFi/A much self-love, and more arrogance. 

Tuc. Good again! 

And, but that I tcould not be thought a prater, 

I could tell you he were a translator. 

1 know the authors from whence he has stole, 

And could trace him too, but that I understand them not full and wluAe. 

Tuc. That line is broke loose from all his fellows: chain inm up 
shorter, do. 

The note I can give you to know him by. 

Is, that he keeps gallanls' company; 

Whom I could wish, in time should him fear. 

Lest after they buy repentance too dear. Deme. Faitnius. 

Tuc. Well said! This carries pnlm with it. 

Hot. And why, thou motley g^, why should they feat? 

When hast thou known us wrong or tax a fnend ? 

I dare thy malice to betray it. Speak. 

Now thou curl’st up, thou poor and nasty snake, 

And shrink'st thy poisonous head into thy bosom: 

Out, viper! thou that eat’st thy parents, hence! 

Rather, such speckled creatures, as thyself. 

Should be eschew’d, and shunn’d; sucli as will bite 
And gnaw their absent friends, not cure their fame; 

Catch at the loosest laughters, and a0eot 
To be thought jesters; such as can devise 
Things never seen, or head, t’impair men’s name^ 

And gratify their credulous adversaries; 

Will carry tales, do basest offices. 

Cherish divided fires, and still encrease 
New flames, out of old embers; will reveal 
Each secret that’s committed to their trust: 

These be black slaves; Romans, take heed of the.so 
Tuc. Thou twang’st right, litUe Horace: they be indeed a couple 
of chap-fall n curs. Come, we of the bench, let’s rise to the 
aod condemn them quickly* 

Fi'rp. Before you go together, worthy Romans, 

We are to tender our opioioo; 

And give you those instructions, that may add 
Unto your even judgment in the cause: 

Which thus we do commence. First, you must know 
^at where there is a true and perfect mea-it, * 

There can be no dejection; and the scorn 
Of humble baseness, oftentimes so works 
In a high soul, upon the grosser spirit. 

That to his bloaitd and offendod 
There seems a hideous fault blazed in the 
When only the disease is in his ey^ 

Here-hence it comes our Horace now stands tax’d 
L4S9 
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Of impudence, self-love, and arrogance. 

By those who share no merit in themselves; 

And therefore think his portion is as smalJ. 

For they, from their own guilt, assure their souls. 

If they should confidently praise their works, 

In them it would appear inflation: 

Which, in a full and well digested man. 

Cannot receive that foul abusive name, 

But the fair title of erection. 

And, for his true use of translating men. 

It still hath been a work of as much palm. 

In clearest judgments, as to invent or make. 

His sharpness, — that is most excusable; 

As being forced out of a suffering virtue, 

Oppressed with the license of the time: 

And howsoever fools or jerking pedants. 

Players, or such-like buffoon barking wits, 

May with their beggarly and barren trash 
Tickle base vulgar ears, in their despite; 

This, like Jove’s thunder, shall their pride control, 

“ The honest satire hath the happiest soul.” 

Now, Romans, you have heard our thoughts; withdraw when you 
please. 

Tib. Remove the accused from the bar. 

Tu£. Who holds the urn to us. ha? Fear nothing. I’ll quit you, 
mine honest pitiful stinkards; I'll do’t. 

Cris. Captain, you shall eternally girt me to you, as I am generous. 
Tuc. Go to. 

CcM. Tibullus, let there be a case of vizards privately provided; 
we have found a subject to bestow them on. 

Tib. It shall be done, Ca?8ar. 

Cas. Here be words, Horace, able to bastinado a man’s ears. 
Hot. Ay. 

Please it, great Ca?sar, I have pills about me, 

Mixt with the whitest kind of hellebore. 

Would give him a light vomit, that should purgo 
His brain and stomach of those tumorous heats: 

Might I have leave to minister unto him. 

6'cw. 0, bo his iEsculapius, gentle Horacel 
You shall have leave, and he shall be your patient. 

Virgil, 

Use your authority, command him forth. 

Virg. CaDsar is careful of your health, Crispinus; 

And hath himself chose a physician 
To minister unto you: take his pills. 

Hor. They are somewhat bitter, sir, but very wholesome. 

Take yet another; so: stand by. they’ll work anon. , 

Tib. Romans, return to your several seats: lictors, bnng forwaro 
the urn ; and set the accused to the bar. 
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Tue. QuickJj, you whoreson egregious varleta; come forward. 
Whatl shall we sit all day upon you? You moke no more haste 
now, than a beggar upon pattens; or a physician to a patient that 
has no money, you pilchera. 

Tib. Rufva Laberi-iu Crispinxu, and Demetrius Fannius, hold up 
your hands. You have, acceding to the Roman custom, put yourselves 
upon trial to the urn, for divers and sundry calumnies, whereof you 
have, before this time, been indicted, and are now presently arraigned: 
prepare yourselves to hearken to the verdict of your tryers. Caius 
Cilnius Mecanas pronounceth you, by this hand-writing, ouiltu. 
Cornelius Callus, guilty. Pantilius Tucea~— 

Tue. Parcel-guilty, I. 

Dem. He means himself; for it was he indeed 
Suborn’d us to the calumny. 

Tue. I, you whoreson cantharides! was it I? 

D^. I appeal to your conscience, captain. 

Tib. Then you confess it now? 

Dem. I do, and crave the mercy of the court, 

Tib. What saith Crispinus? 

Cris. 0, the captain, the captain — 

Bof. My physio begins to work with my patient, I see. 

Vtrg. Captain, stand forth and answer. 

Tw. Hold thy peace, poet prastor: I appeal from thee to Osar 
A. AJo me nght, royal Oesar. ’ 

Cos. Marry, and I will, sir. — Lictors, gag him; do. 

And put a case of vizards o’er his head, 

That he may look bifronted, as he speaJu. 

Tuc. Gods and 6ends! Caasar! thou wilt not, Csesar, wilt thou? 
Away, you whoreson vultures; away. You tliink I am a dead 
corps now, because Oesar is disposed to jest with a man of mark 
or so. Hold your hook’d telons out of my desh, you inhuman 
harpiM. Go to, do’t. Whntl will the royal August^ c^t awav 
a gentleman of wors^p, a captain and a commandw^ for a couole of 
condemo d cditiff calmnoious c&rgod? ^ 

C<ss. Dispatch^ lictore. 

S^tard, Tibullus. ^ 

^rg. Demand what cause they had to malign Horace. 

h* ^ confess; but that 

he kept better company, for the most part, than I* and that 

men loved him than loved me; and that his wi?tings belt 

^rg. jnius envious souls repine at others’ eood. * 

En^in? 1^’*' ^ 

i ,y ‘ me, 

Gall^ Tibullus, and the best-beet Ctesar 

^dear Mecanas; whUe these, with many more, 

;^ose namwl wisely slip, shall think me wortR 
Their hoDour^d and adored society^ ^ 
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And read and love, prove and applaud my poems; 

1 would not wish but such as you should spite them. 

Cris. 0—1 

Tib. How now, Crispinxis? 

Cris. 0, I am sick — ! 

Hor. A bason, a bason, quickly; our physio works. Faint not> 
man. 

Cris. 0 Ttlrograde reciprocal incubus. 

Coes. What’s that, Horace? 

Hor. ReirogradCt reciprocal, and incubus, are come up. 

Gal. Thanks be to Jupiter! 

Cris. 0-~—^jlibb c ry ~ luhrical rfc/unc/— 0— I 

Hor. Well said ; here’s some store. 

Virg. What are they? 

Hor. Qlibbery, luhrical, and defunct. 

Gal. 0, they came up easy. 

Cris. 0 0—1 

TQj. What’s that? 

Hor. Nothing yet. 

Cris. Magnificatc — 

Mec. MagnificcUe / That came up somewhat hard. 

Hor. Ay. What cheer, Crispinus? 

Cris. 01 I shall cast up my spurious snotleries — 

Hor. Good. Again. 

Cris. Chilblain' d —0 ~ - O cluinsie— 

Hor. That clumsie stuck terribly. 

Mec. What’s all that, Horace? 

Hor. Spurious, snotleries, chilblain'd, clumsie. 

Tib. O Jupiter 1 , 

Qai. Who would have thought there should have been such a deal 

of filth in a poet? 

Cris. 0 — —balmy froth — 

C(BS. What’s that ? 

Cris. Puffie inflate lurgidous ventaeity. 

Hor. Barmy, froth, puffie, inflate, turgidous, and ventosily &re como 

up. 

Tib. 0 terrible windy words. 

Gal. A siffn of a windy brain. 

Cris. 0 oblatrfi”* furibund faluate strenuous— 

Hot. Here’s a deal; oblatrant, furibund, faiuaie, ^rmuous. 

Cces. Now all’s come up, I trow. What a tumult he bad m his 


Hor. No, there’s the often conscious damp behind still. 

Cris. 0— conscious— damp. _ . .u • 

Hor. It is come up, thanks to Apollo and ^sculapms; yet there s 

another; you were best take a pill more. 

Cris. 0, no; 0 0 « 

Hor. Forco youreelf then a littJo with your nngor. 

Cris. 0 0 prorumped. 
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Tib. Prorumped/ What a noise it made I as if his spirit would 
have pronimpt with it. 

Crw. 0 0 01 

Virg. Help him, it sticks strangely, whatever it Is. 

Cris. 0 clutchi. 

Hot. Now it is come; cluUhl. 

Gees. CluicM! it is well that’s come up; it had but a narrow 
passage. 

Crii. 0 — ! 

Virg. Again ! hold him, hold his head there. 

Gris. Sjuxrling gu3U quaking custard. 

Hot. How now, Crispinua ? 

Cris. 0— 

Tib. Nay, that are all we, I assure you. 

Hot. How do you feel yourself f 

Cris. Pretty and well, I thank you. 

Virg. These pills can but restore him for a time. 

Not cure Him quite of such a majady, 

Gaught by so many surfeits, which have hU’d 
His blood and brain thus full of crudities: 

’Tis necessary therefore he observe 
A strict and wholesome diet. Look you take 
Each morning of old Gate’s principles 
A good draught next your heart; that walk upon, 

Till it be well digested: then oome home. 

And taste a piece of Terence, suck his phrase 
Instead of liqnorice; and, at any hand, 

Shan Plautus and old Ennius: they are meats 
Too harsh for a weak stomach. Use to read 
(But not without a tutor) the beet Greeks, 

As Orpheus, Mussus, Pindaros, 

Hesio^ Gallimachus, and Theocrite, 

High Homer; but beware of Lycopbron, 

He is too dark and dangerous a dish. 

You must not hunt for wild outlandish terms, 

To stuff out a peculiar dialect; 

But let your matter run before your words. 

And if at any time you chance to meet 
Some GallO'Beigic phrase, you shall not straight 
Rack your poor verse to give it entertainment. 

But let it pass; and do not think yourself 
Much damnified, if you do leave it out. 

When nor your understanding, nor the sense 
Gould well receive it This fair abstinence. 

Id time, will render you more sound and clear: 

And this have I prescribed to you, in place 
Of a strict sentence; which till he perform. 

Attire him in that robe. And henceforth learn 
To bear yourself more humbly; not to swell. 
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Or breathe your insolent and idle spite 
On him whose laughter can your worst affright. 

Tih. Take him away. 

Cris. Jupiter guard C®sarl 
Virg. And for a week or two see him lock’d up 
In some dark place, removed from company; 

He will talk idly else after his physio. 

Now to you, sir. [to Demeinus.] The estremity of law 
Awards you to be branded in the front, 

For this your calumny: but since it pleaseth 
Horace, the party wrong’d, t* intreat of Csesar 
A mitigation of that juster doom, 

With Caesar’s tongue thus we pronounce your sentence. 

Demetrius Fannius, thou shalt here put on 
That coat and cap, and henceforth think thyself 
No other than they make thee; vow to wear them 
In every fair and generous assembly, 

Till the best sort of minds shall take to knowledge 
As well thy satisfaction, as thy wrongs. 

Ilor. Only, grave praetor, here, in open court, 

I crave the oath for good behaviour 
May be administer’d unto them both. 

Virg. Horace, it shall: Tibullus, give it them. 

Tib. Rufus Laherius Cri^pinu^, and Demetrius Fannius, lay 
hands on your hearts. You shall here solemnly attest and srcear, that 
never, after (his instant, either at hooksellere^ stalls, in taver^, turn- 
penny rooms, Ujring-houses, noblemen's buUeries, puxsnes chambns. 
{the best and farthest places where you are admitted to come,) you shati 
once offer or dare {thereby to endear yourself the more to any ptoyer. 
snnhle, or guilty gull in your company) to malm, traduce, or detr^t 
person or writings of Quintus Horaitus Flaccus, or 
eminent men, transcending you in merit, wJ^m 

cause to xoork upon, either for that, or for keejnng in 6^^ 

acquaintance, or enjoying belter frier^; or xf. 

Sn and desperate resolution, you that then 
the baloon, or in the next presence, being an 
his favourers, be brought as xnluntary gentlemen to 
sieving of it. NeUher shaU you, at any time, 
the tide of the Vntrussers or ff 

tcriling to over-run your performance in libel, upon 0 / 

taker^upfor lepers inunt, and lomng both your Mme 
he irrecoverably forfeited to the hospital of fools. So help you o 
Roman gods and the Genius of great Casar. 

Virg. So! now dissolve the court. 

Hor. Tib. Gal. Mec. And tha^ to Osar. 

That thus hath exercised his patience. 

Gets. Wo have, inde^ you worthiest friends of Osar. 

It is the bane and torment of our ears. 

To hear the discords of those jangling rhymers, 
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That with their bad and scandalous practices 
Bring all true arts and learning in contempt. 

But let not your high thoughts descend so low 
As these despised objects; let them fall, 

With their flat grovelling souls: bo you yourselves; 
And as with our best favours you stond crown’d. 

So let your mutual loves be still renown’d. 

Envy will dwell where there is want of merit. 
Though the deserving man should crack his spirit. 


Blush, folly, blush; here’s none that fears 
The wagging of an ass’s ears, 

Although a wolfish case he wears. 

Detraction is but baseness’ varlct; 

And apes are apes, though clothed in scarlet [ExeuiU. 

Rumpatur, quisquis rumpitur invidiS. 

'* Here, reader, in place of the epilogue, was meant to thee an apology 
from the author, with bis reasons for the publishing of this book: but, 
since be is no less restrained, than tbou deprived of it by authority, he 
prays thee to think charitably of what tbou bast read, till tbou mayest 
bear him speak what be batb written.” 


HORACE AND TREBATIUS. 

A DiaLOOUB. 

Sat. 1. Lib. 2. 

Bor. There are to whom I seem excessive sour. 
And past a satire’s law t’ extend my power: 

Others, that think whatever 1 have writ 
(Vants pith and matter to eternise it; 

And that they could, in one day's light, disclose 
A thousand verses, such as I compose. 

What shall I do, iSrebatius t say. 

Treb. Surcease. 

Hor. And shall my muse admit no more increase t 
Treb. So I advise. 

Bor. An ill death let me die, 

If ’twere not best; but sleep avoids mine eye. 

And I use these, lest nights should tedious seem. 

Treb. Rather, contend to sleep, and live like them, 
That, holding golden sleep in special price, 

Rubb’d with sweet oils, swim ^ver Tyber thric^ 
And every even with neat wine steeped be: 

Or, if such love of writing ravish thee. 

Then dare to sing unconquer’d Caesar’s deeds; 

Who cheers such actions wiA abundant mee^ 

Hor. That, father, I desire; but, when I try, 
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I feel defects in every faculty: 

Nor is’t a labour fit for every pen, 

To paint the horrid troops of armed men, 

The lances burst, in Gallia’s slaughter’d forces; 

Or wounded Parthians, tnmbled from their horses: 

Great Cjusar’s wars cannot be fought with words. 

Treb. Yet, what his virtue in his peace affords. 

His fortitude and justice thou canst shew 
As wise Lucilius honour’d Scipio. 

Bor. Of that, my powers shall suffer no neglect, 

When such slight labours may aspire respect: 

But, if I watch not a most chosen time. 

The humble words of Flaccus cannot climb 
Th’ attentive ear of Gesar; nor must I 
With leas observance shun gross Hattery: 

For he, reposed safe in his own merit. 

Spurns back the gloses of a fawning spirit. 

Treb. But how much better would such accents sound 
Than with a sad and seriovis verse to wound 
Pantolabus, railing in his saucy jests, 

Or Nomentanus spent in riotous feasts T 
In satires, each man, though untouch’d, complains 
As he were hurt; and hates such biting strains. 

Hor. What shall I do ? Milonius shakes his heels 
In ceaseless dances, when his brain once feels 
The stirring fervour of the wine ascend; 

And that his eyes false numbers apprehencL 
Castor his horse, Pollux loves handy-lights; 

A thousand heads, a thousand choice delights. 

My pleasure is in feet my words to close, 

As, both our better, old Lucilius does: 

He, as his trusty friends, his books did trust 
With all his secrets; nor, in things unjust. 

Or actions lawful, ran to other men: 

So that the old man’s life described, was seen 
As in a votive table in his lines: 

And to his steps my genins inclines; 

Lucanian, or Apulian, I know not whether. 

For the Venusian colony ploughs either; 

Sent thither, when the Sabines were forced thence. 

As old Fame sings, to give the place defence 
’Gainst such as, seeing it empty, might make road 
Upon the empire; or there fix abode: 

Whether the Apulian borderer it were, 

Or the Lucanian violence they ” 

But this my style no living man shall touch. 

If firet I be not forced by base reproach; 

But like a sheathed sword it shall defend 
My innocent life; for why should I contend 
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To draw it out, when no maiicioua thief 
Robs my good name, the treasure of my life? 

0 Jupiter, let it with rust be eaten. 

Before it touch, or insolently threaten 
The life of any witli the least disease; 

So much I love, and woo a general peace. 

But, he that wrongs me, better, 1 proclaim, 

Ho never had assay’d to touch my fame. 

For he shall weep, and walk with every tongue 
Throughout the city, infamously sung. 

Servius the prxtor threats the jaws, and urn. 

If any at his deeds repine or spurn; 

The witch Canidia, that Albutius got, 

Denounceth witchcraft, where she loveth not; 

Thurius the judge, doth thunder worlds of ill. 

To such as strive with his judicial mil. 

All men affright their foes in what they may. 

Nature commands it, and men must obey. 

Observe with me: The wolf his tooth doth use. 

The bull his horn; and who doth this infuse. 

But nature? There’s luxurious Sca*va; trust 
His long-lived mother with liim; bis so just 
And scrupulous right-hand no misehief will; 

No more than with his heel a wolf will kill. 

Or ox with jaw: marry, let him alone 
With temper’d poison to remove the croon. 

But briefly, if to age I destined be, 

Or that quick death’s black wings environ me; 

If rich, or poor; at Rome; or fate command 

1 shall be banished to some other land; 

What hue soever my whole state shall boar, 

1 will write satires ^1, in spite of fear. 

Treb. Horace, I fear thou draw’st no lasting breath; 
And that some great man’s friend will be thy doaUL 
Hor. What! when the man that first did’ satirise 
Durst pull the skin over the ears of vice. 

And make who stood in outward fashion clear, 

Give place, os foul within ; shall I forbear ? 

Did La>liu3, or the man so great with fame. 

That from sack’d Carthage fetch’d his worthy name. 
Storm that Lucilius did Motellus pierce, 

Or bury Lupus quick in famous verso? 

Rulers and subjects, by whole tribes he checkt, 

But virtue and her friends did still protect: 

^d when from sight, or from the judgment-seat. 

The virtuous Scipio and wise I^tclius met, 

Unbr^^ with him in all light sports they shared. 

their most frugal suppers were prepared. 

Whate’er I am, though both for wealth and wit 



302 Ben Jonson’s Plays 

Beneath Laciliue I am pleased to sit; 

Yet Envy, spite of her empoison’d breast. 

Shall say, I lived in grace here with the best; 

And seeking in weak trash to make her wound. 

Shall find me solid, and her teeth unsound: 

’Less learn’d Trebatius’ censure disagree. 

Treb. No, Horace, I of force must yield to thee; 

Only take heed, as being advised by me, 

Lest thou incur some danger: better pause. 

Than rue thy ignorance of the sacred laws; 

There’s justice, and great action may be sued 
’Gainst such as wrong men’s fames with verses lewd. 

Hot. Ay, with lewd verses, such as libels be, 

And aim’d at persons of good quality: 

I reverence and adore that just decree. 

But if they shall be sharp, yet modest rhymes. 

That spare men’s persons, and but tax their crimes, 

Such shall in open court find current pass. 

Were Cjesar judge, and with the maker’s grace. 

Treb. Nay, I’ll add more; if thou thyself, being clear, 

Shall tax in person a man fit to bear 
Shame and reproach, his suit shall quickly be 
Dissolved in laughter, and thou thence set free. 

TO THB READER 

If, by looking on wbat is past, thou bast deserved that name, I am 
willing thou should'st yet know more, by that which follows, an Apol<v 
osTiCAL Dialogue; which was only once spoken upon the stage, all 
the answer I ever gave to sundry impotent libels then cast out (and some 
yet remaining) against me, and this play. Wherein I take no 
to revive the times; but that posterity may make a difference between 
their manners that provoked me then, and mine that neglected ihem ever. 
For, in these strifes, and on such persons, were as wretched to ancci a 
victory, as it is unhappy to be committed with them. 

Non annorxim canities est laudanda, sed moruzn. 


SCENE, The Author’s Lodgir^e. 

Enler Nasutus and Polyposus. 

Nas. I pray you, lei's go see him, how he looks 
After these libels. 

Pol. 0 vex'd, vex'd, I warrant you. 

Nas. Do you think so? I should be sorry for him. 

If I found that. 

Pol. 0, they are such bitter things, 

He cannot choose. 

Nas. But, is he guilty of them f 
Pol. Fuh I that's no matter. 

Nas. No / 

Pol. No. Here's his lodging. 
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We'U sttal u-ponhim: or let's listen: siatf. 

Ht has a humour oft to talk I' himself. 

Nas. They are your manners lead me, not mine own. 

[They come forward; the scene opens, and discovers the 
Author in hia study. 

Aut. The fates have not spun him the coarsest thread. 

That (free from knots of perturbation) 

Doth yet so live, although htU to himself. 

As he can safely scorn the tongues of slaves. 

And neglect fortune, more than she can him. 

It is the happiest thing this, not to be 
Within the reach of malice: it provides 
A man so well, to laugh off in;urt«; 

And never sends him farther for his vengeance. 

Than the vex'd bosom of his enemy. 

I, now, but think how poor their spite sets off. 

Who, after all their waste of sulphurous terms, 

And burst-out thunder of their charged mouths. 

Have nothing left but the unsavoury smoke 
Of their black vomit, to upbraid themselves: 

Whilst I, at whom they shot, sit here shot-free. 

And as unhurt of envy, as unhit. 

[Pol. and Nas. discover themsclvea 
Pol. Ay, but the multitude they think not so, sir: 

They think you hit, and hurt: and dare give out. 

Your silence argues it in not rejoining 
To this or that late libel. 

Aut. 'Las, good rout / 

I can afford them leave to err so still: 

And lilu the barking students of Bears-coUege, 

To swallow up the garbage of the time 
With greedy gullets, whilst myself by. 

Pleased, a^ yet tortured, with their beastly feeding. 

'Tis a sweet madness runs along with them. 

To think, all that are aim'd at still are struck: 

Then, where the shaft still lights, make that the mark: 

And so each fear or fever-shaken fool 
May challenge Teucer's hand in archery. 

Good troth, \f I knew any man so vile. 

To act the crimes these Whippers reprehend. 

Or what iheir servile apes gesticulate, 

I should not then much muse their shreds were liked:^ 

Since ill men have a lust t' hear others' sins, 

AU good men have a zeal to hear sin shamed. 

But when it is all excrement they vent, 

Base filth and offal; or thefts, notable 
As ocean-piracies, or highway-stands; 

And not a crime there tax'd, but is their oum. 

Or what their own foul thoughts suggested to them; 
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And that, in all their heat of taxiruj others, 

Not one of them bid lives himself, if krunon, 

Improbior satiram scribente cinsdo. 

What should I say more, than turn stone unih wonder I 
Nas. I never saw this play bred all this tumult: 
What was there in it could so deeply offend. 

And stir so many hornets ? 

Aut. Shall I tell you ? 

Naa. Yes, and ingenuously. 

Aut. Then, by the hope 
Which I prefer unto all other objects, 

I can profess, I never writ that piece 
More innocent or empty of offence. 

Some salt it had, but neither tooth nor gall. 

Nor was there in it any circumstance 
Which, in the setting ii>wn, I could suspect 
Might be perverted by an enemy's tongue; 

Only it had the fault to be calTd mine; 

That was the crime. 

Pol. No / why, they say you tax'd 
The law and laioyers, captains and the players. 

By their particular names. 


Aut It is not so. 

I used no name. Afy books have still been taught 
To spare the persons, and to speak the vices. 

These are mere slanders, and enforced by such 
As have no safer ways to men's disgraces. 

Bui their own lies and loss of honesty: 

Fellows of practised and most laxative tongues. 
Whose empty and eager bdlies, in the year, 

Compel their brains to many desperate shifts, 

(/ spare to name them, for their wretchedness 
Fury itself would pardon). These, or such. 
Whether of malice, or of ignorance. 

Or itch t' have me their adversary, I know not. 

Or all these mixt; but sure 1 am, thru years 
They did provoke me with their petulant styles 
On every stage: and I at last unwiUing. 

But weary, I confess, of so much trouble, ^ 
Thought / would try if shame could win upon em: 
And therefore chose Augustus C<xsar s timu. 

When wit and arts were at their height tn Rome, 

To shew that Virgil, Horace, and the rest 
Of those great master-spirits, did wl want 
Detractors then, or praclicers against Utem. 

And by this line, although no ^rallel, 

/ hopi at last they would sit down and blush . 

But nothing I could find 
A nd thouak the impudence of flies be great. 
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Yet this hath so 'provok'd the angry vxisps. 

Oft as yott said, of the next nest, the homHs, 

That they fly buzzing, mad, about my nostrils. 

And, lilu so many screaming grassfwppers 
Eeld by the wings, fill every ear with noise. 

And what ? those former calumnies you mention'd. 

First, of the law: indeed I brought »n Ovid 
Chid by his angry father for neglecting 
The study of their laws for poetry: 

And I am warranted by his own tvords: 

Saspe pater dixit, studium quid inutile tentos? 
Maconides nullas ipse rcliquit opes. 

And in far harsher terms elsewhere, as these: 

Non me verbosas leges ediscere, non me 
Ingrato voces prostituisso foro. 

But how this should relate unto our laws, 

Or the just ministers, with least abuse, 

I reverence both too much to understandj 
Then, for tlte captain, 1 will only speali 
An epigram I here Itave made: it is 
Unto TRUB Soldiers. That's the lemma: mark it. 
Strength of my country, whilst I bring to \ iew 
Such as are miB-cali'd o&ptaina, and wrong you. 

And your high names; I do desire, that Chenoe, 

Be nor put on you, nor you take oiTeoco: 

I Bwear by your true friend, my muse, I love 
Your great profession which I once did j)rove; 

And did not shame it with my actions then. 

No more than 1 dare now do with my pen. 

He that not trusts me, having vow’d thus much, 

But’s angry for the captain, still: is such. 

Noxofor the players, it is true, I tax'd them. 

And yet but some; and those so sparingly. 

As aU the rest might have sat stiU unquestion'd. 

Had they bxd had the wit or conscience 
To think well of themselves. BtU impotent, they 
Thought each man's vice belong'd to their wAote tribe • 
And much good do't them / What Huy have done 'gainst 
I am not moved xoith: if gave them meat. 

Or got them clothes, 'lis well; that was their end. 

Only amongst them, I am sorry for 
Some better natures, by the rest so drawn. 

To run »n that vile line 
Pol. And is this all I 
WiU you not answer Hun Hu libels f 
Aut No. 

Pol. Nor the TJntrussers f 
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Aut Neither. 

Pol. y’ore undone then, 

Aut. With whom t 
Pol. The world. 

Aut. The hated I 
Pol. It win he taken 
To be stupidily or tameness in you. 

Aut. Bui they that have incensed me, can in soul 
Acquit me of that guilt. They know 1 dare 
To spurn or baffle them, or squirt their eyes 
With ink or urine; or I could do worse. 

Arm'd with Archilochus' fury, write lambics. 

Should make the desperate lashers hang themselves; 

Rhitne them to death, as they do Irish rats 
In drumming tunes. Or, living, I could stamp 
Their foreheads with those deep and public brands. 

That the whole company of barber-surgeons 
Should not take o§ with all tluir art and plasters. 

And these my prints should last, still to he read 
In their pale fronts; when, what they wriU 'gainst me 
Shall, like a figure drawn in water, fleet. 

And the poor wretched papers be employed 
To clothe tobacco, or some cheaper drug: 

This I could do, and make them infamous. ^ 

But, to what end f when their own deeds have mark d em; 
And that I know, within his guilty breast 
Each slanderer bears a whip that shaU torment him 
Worse than a million of these temporal plagues: 

Which to pursue, were but a feminine huinour. 

And far beneath the dignity of man. 

Nas. 'Tis true; for to revenge their injuries. 

Were to confess you felt them. Let them go. 

And use the treasure of the fool, their tongues, 

WliO makes his gain, by speaking worst of best. 

Pol. 0, but they lay particular imputations— 


Aut. As whatt , 

Pol. TheU all your writing ts mere ratling. 

Aut. Ha ? 

If all the salt in the old comedy 

Sf^d be so censured, or the sharper wit 

Of the bold satire termed scolding rage, . . „ , » 

What age could then compare unth those for buffoons f 

What should be said of Aristophanes, 

Persius, or Juvenal, whose names we now 
8o glorify in schools, at least pretend U ?— 

Have they no other ? 

Pol. Yes; they say you are slow. 

And scarce bring forth a play a year. 

Aut 'Tis true. 
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I xDould they could not say that I did that / 

There's all the joy (hat I take in their trade. 

Unless such scribes as these might be proscribed 

Th' abused theatres. They tvould think it strange^ now, 

A man should take but coUs-foot for one day. 

And, between whiles, spit out a better poem 
Than e'er the master of art, or giver of wit. 

Their belly, made. Y et, this is possOile, 

If a free mind had but the patience. 

To think so much together and so vile. 

But that these base and beggarly conceits 
Should carry it, by the multitude of voices. 

Against the most abstracted work, opposed 
To the stuff'd nostrils of the drunk^ rout / 

0, this would make a team'd and liberal soul 
To rive his stained quill up to tlie back, 

And damn his long-ioatch'd labours to the fire; 

Things that were bom when none but the still night 
And his dumb candle, saw his pinching throes; 

Were not his oum free merit a more crown 
Unto his travails than their reeling claps. 

This 'tis that strikes me silent, seals my lips, 

And apis me rather to sleep out my time. 

Than I would waste it in contemned strifes 
With these vile Ibides, these unclean birds, 

That make their mouths their clysters, and still purge 
From their hot entrails. But I leave the monsters 
To their oum fate. And, since the Comic Muse 
Hath proved so ominous to me, I will try 
//Tragedy have a more kind aspect; 

Her favours in my next / iciU pursue. 

Where, if I prove the pleasure but of one. 

So he judicious he, he shall he alone 

A theatre unto me; Once TU say 

To strike the ear of time in those fresh strains. 

As shall, beside the cunning of their ground. 

Give cause to some of wonder, some despite. 

And more despair, to imitate their sound. 

1, that spend half my nights, and all my days. 

Here in a cell, to get a dark paleface. 

To come forth uxrth the ivy or the bays. 

And in this age can hope no other grace 

Leave me / There's something come into my thought 
That must and shall be sung high and aloof. 

Safe from the wolfs black jaw, and the duU’ass's hoof. 

Nas. I reverence these raptures, and obey them. 

[The scene oloae^ 
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TO TUB NO LESS NOBLE BY VIRTUE THAN BLOOD 

ESME LORD AL’BIGNY 

My Lord, — If ever any ruin were so great as to survive, I think this be 
one ! send you, Tlie Lall of Sejaaus. It is a poem, that, if I well remember, 
in your lordship's sight, suffered no less violence from our people here, 
than the subject of it did from the rage of the people of Rome; but with 
a different late, as. I hope, merit: for this hath outlived their malice, and 
begot itself a greater favour than be lost, the love of good men. Amongst 
whom, if I make your lordship the first it thanks, it is not without a just 
confession of the bond your benefits have, and ever shall hold upon me, 

Your lordsliip's most faithful honourer. Ben Jonson. 


TO THE READERS 

The following and voluntary labours of my friends, prefixed to my book, 
have relieved me in much whereat, without them, I should necessarily 
have touched. Now 1 will onlv use three or four short and needful notes, 

and so rest. . 

First, if it be objected, that what I publish is no true poem, in the strict 
laws of lime, I confess it: as also in the want of a propi.-r chorus; whose 
habit and moods are such and so diflicult, as not any, whom I have seen, 
since the ancients, no, not they who have most presently affected laws, 
have yet come in the way of. Nor is it needful, or almost possible m tbe« 
our times, and to such auditors as commonly things are presented, to 
observe the old state and splendour of dramatic poems, with preservation 
of any popular delight. But of this I shall take more seasonable cause 
to speak, in my observations upon Horace bis Art of Poetry, which, wtn 
the text translated, I intend shortly to publish. In the mean time, u >o 
truth of argument, dignity of persons, gravity and height of 
fulness and frequency of sentence, I have discliarged the other 0 “ccs oi 
a tragic witer let not the absence of these forms be imputed to me, 
wherein I sliall give you occasion liereafter, and without my 
think I could better prescribe, than omit the due use for want ol a con 

''^The^nM?1s,‘*?cst in some nice nostril the 

affprtpd I do let vou know, that I abhor nothing more; and I nave oniy 
do^e U io shew m"y integrity in the story, and save myself in 
torturers that bring all wit to the rack; whose o<»es are ev« 
spoiling and rooting up the Muses gardens; their whole ^ 

moles, as bliodly working under earth, to cast any, the least, hills p 

''^Whireas they are to Latin, and the work in Enjltoh, it was 
none but the learned would take the pains to confer 
themselves being all in the learned tongues, save one, 

ti^' chi^^S s^Jnt/^^irec^V^he eSi,^ 

is not varied. 
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Lastly 1 would inform you, that this book, In all numbers, is not the 
same with that which was acted on the public stage; wherein a second 
pen had good share: in place of which, I have rather chosen to put weaker, 
and. no doubt, less pleasing, of mine own, than to defraud so happy a 
genius of his right by my loathed usurpation. 

Fare you well, and If you read farther of me. and like, 1 shall cot be 
afraid of it, though you praise me out. 

Neque enim mihi cornea fibra est* 

But that I should plant my felicity in your general saying, good, or well, 
etc., were a weakness which the better sort of you might worthily contemn, 
if not absolutely bale me for. Hen Jonson; 

and DO such. 

Quern 

Palma negata macrum, donata reducit opimum. 

THE ARGUMENT 

/Elius Sejanus, son to Seius Strabo, a gentleman of Rome, and bom at 
Vulsinium; after his long service in court, first under Augustus; after- 
ward, Tiberius: grew into that favour with the latter, amd won him by 
those arts, as there wanted nothing but the name to make him a co-partner 
of the empire. Which greatness of his, Drusus, the emperor's son, not 
brooldng; after many smothered dislikes, it one day breaking out, the 
prince struck him publicly on the face. To revenge which diyrace, Livia. 
the wife of Drusus (being before corrupted by him to her dishonour, 'and 
the discovery of her husband's counsels) Sejanus practiseth with, together 
with her physician called Eudemus, and one Lygdus an eunuch, to poison 
Drusus. This their inhuman act having successful and unsuspected 
passage, it emboldenetb Sejanus to further and more insolent projects, 
even the ambition of the empire; where finding the lets he must encounter 
to be many and hard, in respect of the issue of Gerroaoicus, who were 
next in hope for the succession, he deviseth to make Tiberius’ self bis 
means, and instils into bis ears many doubts and suspicions, both against 
the pnnees, and their mother Agrippina; which Caesar jealously hearken- 
ing to, as covetously consentetb to their ruin, and their friends. In this 
time, the better to mature and strengthen bis design, Srianus labours to 
marry Livia, and worketh with all his ingine, to remove Tiberius from the 
knowledge of public business, with allurements of a quiet and retired Ufe; 
the latter of which, Tiberius, out of a proneness to lust, and a desire to 
hide those imaatural pleasures wbidi he ooidd not so publicly practise 
embraceth; the former eokindteth bis fears, and there gives him first 
cause of doubt or suspect towards Sejanus: against whom be raiseth in 
private a new instrument, one Sertorius Macro, and by him underworketh 
discovers the other’s counsels, his means, his ends, sounds the affections ol 
the senators, divides, distracts them: at last, when Sejams least looketh 
and is most secure ; with pretext of doing him an unwonted honour in the 
senate, he trains him from bis guards, and with a long doubtful letter in 
one day hath him suspected, accused, condemned, and tom in oieces'bv 
the rage of tlic people. ' 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Tiberius. 

Drusus senior. 
Nero. 

Drusus junior. 
Caligula. 

Lucius Arruntius. 
Caius Silius. 

Titius Sabinus. 
Marcus Lepidus. 
Cremutius Cordus. 
Asinius Callus. 
Regvlus. 
Terbntius. 
Gracinus Laco. 
Eudsuus. 

Rufus. 

Sejanus. 

Latiaris. 

Varro. 

Sertorius Macro. 
Cotta. 

Douirius Afbr. 


Haterius. 

Sanquinius. 

POMPONIUS. 

Julius Posthumus. 
Fulcinius Trio. 
Minutius. 

Satrius Secundus. 
Pinnarius Natta. 
Opsius. 

Tfibuni. 

Prcecones. 

Flamen. 

Tubicincs. 

l^untius. 

Lictores. 

Ministri. 

Tibicines. 

Servi, fie. 

Agrippina. 

Livia. 

SosiA. 


SCENE, — Rome 


ACT I 


SCENT5 I . — A Stale Room in the Palace. 

Enter Sabinus and Snxus, followed by Latiaris. 

Sah. Hail, Caiua 1 Silius! 

Sil. Titius Sabinus, 2 hail! 

You’re rarely met in court. 

Sab. Therefore, well met. 

Sil. ’Tis true: indeed, this place is not our sphere. 

Sab. No, Silius, we are no good inginers. 

We want their fine arts, and their thriving use 
Should make us graced, or favour’d of the times; 

We have no shift of faces, no cleft tongues. 

No soft and glutinous bodies, that can stick, 

Like snails on painted walls; or, on our breasts. 

Creep up, to fall from that proud height, to which 
We did by slavery,* not by service climb. 

We are no guilty men, and then no great; 

We have no place in court, office in state. 

That we can say,^ we owe unto our crimes: 

» De Caio Silio, vid. Tacit. Lips. edit, quarto; Ann. Lib. I. p. li, Lft 


ii. p. 28 et 33. 

* De Titio Sablno, vid. Tacit. Lib. iv. p. 79- 


• Tacit. Ann. Lib. i. p. 2. 


^ Juv. Sat. I. V. 75. 
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We barn with no black secrete,' which can make 
Us dear to the pale authors; or live fear’d 
Of their still waking jealousies, to raise 
Ourselves a fortune, by subverting theirs. 

We stand not in the lines, that do advance 
To that 80 courted point 

Enter Sateius and Natta, at a distanee. 

Sil. But yonder lean 
A pair that do. 

Sab. [saltUcs Latiarie.] Good cousin Latiaris. — * 

Sil. Satrius Secundus,^ and Pinnarius Natta,^ 

The great Sejanus’ clients: there be two. 

Know more than honeat counsels; whose close breasts. 

Were they ripp'd up to light, it would be found ' 

A poor and idle sin, to which their trunks 
Had not been made fit organa. These can lie, 

Flatter, and swear, forswear, deprave,® inform, 

Smile, and betray; make guilty men; then beg 
The forfeit lives, to get their livings; cut 
Men’s throats with whisperings; sell to gaping suitors 
The empty smoke, that flies about the palace; 

Laugh when their patron laughs; sweat when he sweats; 

Be hot and cold with him; change every mood. 

Habit, and garb, as often as he varies; 

Observe him, as his watch observes his clock; 

And, true, as turquoise in the dear lord’s ring, 

Look well or ill with him: • ready to praise 
His lordship, if he spit, or but p— fair. 

Have an indifferent stool, or break wind well; 

Nothing can ’scape their catch. 

Sab. Alas ! these things 
Deserve no note, conferr’d with other vile 
And filthier flatteries,? that corrupt the times; 

When, not alone our gentries chief are fain 
To make their safety from such sordid acts; 

But all our consuls,® and no little part 
Of such os have been praetors, yea, the most 
Of senators,* that else not use their voices, 

Start up in public senate and there strivo 
Who shall propound most abject things, and base. 


• Juv. Sat. iii. v. 49, etc. 

t P- 94 , et Dion. Step. edit. foL 

I^ID. iVlll. p. 711 . 

^ De Satrio Secundo. et 

• Vid. Sen. de Benef. Lib. iii. cap. 26* 

• lacit. Ann. Lib. iii. p. 69, • P^Hav-si ^ ^ 
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So much, as oft Tiberias bath been heard. 

Leaving the court, to cry.^ 0 race of m«i, 

Prepar»i for servitude ! — which ahew’d that he. 

Who least the public liberty could like. 

As lothly brook’d their 8at servility. 

Sil. Well, all is worthy of us, were it more. 

Who with our riots, pride, and civil hate, 

Have so provok’d the justice of the gods: 

We, that, mthin these fourscore years, were bora 
Free, equal lords of tlie triumph^ world. 

And knew do masters, bat affections; 

To which betraying first our hberties. 

We since became the slaves to one man's lusts; 

And now to many: * every minist’ring spy 
That will’ accuse and swear, is lord of you. 

Of me, of all our fortunes and our lives. 

Our looks are call’d to question,® and our words. 

How innocent soever, are made crimes; 

We shall not shortly dare to tell our dreams. 

Or think, but ’t^vill be treason. 

Sab. 'Rants’ arts 

Are to give flatterers grace; accusers, power; 

That those may seem to kill whom they devour. 

Enier CoBDUS and Arbuntius. 

Now, good Cremutius Cordos * 

Cor. [sahUes Sabinus ] Hail to your lordship! 

Nat. [whiapers Latiaris.] Who’s that salutes your cousin? 
Lot. ’Tis one Cordus, 

A gentleman of Rome: one that has writ 
Annals of late, they say, and very welL 
Nat. Annals! of what times? 

Lot. I think of Pompey’s,® 

And Caius Csesar’s; and so down to these. 

Nat. How stands he affected to the present state? 

Is he or Drusian,® or Germanican, 

Or oura, or neutral? 

Lot. I know liim not so far. 

Nat. Those times are somewhat queasy to be touch u, 
Have you or seen, or heard part of his work ? 

Lot. Not I ; he means they shall be public shortly. 


' Lege Tadt. Aon. Lib. L p. 24 - de Romano, 

et Lib iii. Aim. p. 6i et 62. Juv. Sat. x. v. 87. 'c-nec 

» Vid. Tacit. Ann. i. p. 4, et Lib. ui. p. 62. Suet. Tib. cap. 61. Se 

de Bcncf. Lib. ill cap. 26. , . o, a. Cons ad 

« Dc Crem. Cordo, vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. c 16 

M^ci.nra. Dio. Lib. fvii. p. 710- Suet. Aug. c. 35 - Tib. c. 61. Cal. c. 

* Vid! d^^fenom Tadt. Ann. Lib. U. p. 39 - et Lib. Iv. p. 79 - 
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Nat. 0, Cordus do you c&U him ? 

Lat. Ay. [Exeunt Natla and Salritts. 

Sal). But these otir times 
Are not the same, Amintius.^ 

Arr. Times! the men. 

The men are not the same; ’tis we are base. 

Poor, and degenerate from the c^^altod strain 
Of our great fathers. Wiiere is now the soui 
Of god-like Cato? he, that durst be good. 

When Ctrsar durst be evil; and had power. 

As not to live his slave, to die his master? 

Or where’s the constant Brutus, that being proof 
Against all charm of benefits, did strike 
So brave a blow into the monster's heart 
That sought unkindly to captive his country! 

0, they are fled the light! Those mighty spirits 
Lie raked up with their ashes in thear urns. 

And not a spark of their eternal fire 
Glows Id a present bosom. All's but blaze, 

Flashes and smoke, wherewith we labour so. 

There’s nothing Roman in us; no thing good. 

Gallant, or great: ’tis true that Cordus says, 

" Brave Cassias was the last of all that race.” 


Drusus parses over the stage, attended hy Haterius, etc. 

Sab. Stand by! lord Drusus.* 

Hat. The emperor’s son I give place. 

Sil. I like the prince w'ell. 

Arr. A riotous youth; ^ 

There’s little hope of him. 

Sab. That fault his age 
Will, as it grows, correct. Mcthinks he bears 
Himself each day more nobly than other; 

And wins no less on men's affections, 

Than doth his fatlier lose. Believe me, I love him; 

And chiefly for opposing to Sejanus.^ 

Sil. And I, for gracing his young kinsmen ao,^ 

The sons® of prince Germanicus; ’ it shews 
A gallant clearness in him, a straight mind, 

That envies not, in them, their father’s name. 


P- ’■ Suet. Tib. c. Dio. Rom. 

• Tacit. Ana. Lib. iii. p. 62 . 

^ Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74 . • Ann i iK u, 

^eoiibt 

h-^. p! '■ "■ ub. 
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Arr. His name was, while he lived, above all envy; 
And, being dead, without it. 0, that man! 

If there were seeds of the old virtue left. 

They lived in him. 

Sil. He had the fruits, Amintius, 

More than the seeds: ^ Sabinus, and myselt 

Had means to know him within; and can report him. 

We were his followers, he would call us friends; 

He was a man most like to virtue; in all, 

And every action, nearer to the gods. 

Than men, in nature; of a body as fair 
As was his mind; and no less reverend 
In face, than fame: ^ he could so use his state. 

Tempering his greatness with his gravity. 

As it avoided all self-love in him. 

And spite in others. What liis funerals lack’d 
In images and pomp, they had supplied 
With honourable sorrow, soldiers’ s^ness, 

A kind of silent moiiming, such, as men. 

Who know no tears, but from their captives, use 
To shew in so great losses. 

Cor. I thought once. 

Considering their forms, age, manner of deaths. 

The nearness of the places where they fell. 

To have parallel’d him with great Alexander: 

For both were of best feature, of high race, 

Year’d but to thirty, and, in foreign lands, 

By their own people alike made away. 

Sai. I know not, for his death, how you might wrest it; 
But, for his life, it did as much disdain 
Comparison, with that voluptuous, rash. 

Giddy, sod drunken Macedon’s, as mine 
Doth with my bondman’s. All the good in him. 

His valour and his fortune, he made his; 

But he had other touches of late Romans, 

That more did speak him: 3 Pompey’s dignity. 

The innocence of Cato, C®sar s spirit. 

Wise Brutus’ temperance; and every virtue. 

Which, parted unto others, gave them name. 

Flow’d mix’d in him- He was the soul of goodness; 

And all our praises of him are like streams 
Drawn from a spring, that still rise full, and leave 
The part remaining greatest. 

Arr. I am sure 


» VId. Tacit. Ann. Lib. IV. p. 79. . 

• Tacit. Ann. Lib. ii. p. 47 . ct Dion. Rom. Hist. 

• Vid. apud VeU. Paterc. Ups. 4to. p. 35 * 47 . 
tcteres. 


Ub. \yii. p. 795. 
istoruro hominuin char* 
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He was too great for us.i and that they knew 
Who did remove him hence. 

Sab. When men grow fast 
Honour'd and loved, there is a trick in state, 
Which jealous princes never fail to use, 

How to decline that growth, with fair pretext, 
And honourable colours of employment, 

Either by embassy, the war, or such. 

To shift them forth into another air. 

Where they may purge and lessen; so was ho: * 
And had his seconds there, sent by Tiberius, 
And his more subtile dam, to discontent him; 
To breed and cherish mutinies; detract 
His greatest actions; give audacious check 
To his commands; and work to put him out 
In open act of treason. All which snares 
When his wise cares prevented, 3 a fine poison 
Was thought on, to mature their practices. 


Enter Sbjanus talking to Terknttus, / o/fou;ed by Satrids, 

Natta, etc. 

Cor. Here comes Sejanus.* 

8U. Now observe the stoops. 

The bendings, and the falls. 

Arr. Most creeping base ! 

Sej. [to Naita.] I note them well: no more. 

Say you f 
Sat. My lord. 

There is a gentleman of Rome would buy 

Scj. How call you him you talk’d with f 
Sat. Please your lordship, 

It is Eudemus,® the physician 
To Livia, Drusus’ wife. 

•Sc;'. On with your suit. 

Would buy, you said— 

Sat. A tribune’s place, my lord. 

Sej. What will he give f 
Sat. Fifty sestertia.® 

Sej. Livia’s physician, say you, is that fellow ? 
b>ai. It is, my lord: Your lordship’s answer. 


p. Lib. Ivli. 

etc. Leg. Suet. Tib. c. 5I. Di“p ,06 ’ 

Suet Tib. Dio. Ub.L. Pit. it Senec. 

• De Eudemo isto vid. Tacit. Ann. Ub. iv. d. 7 a 
Moneta nostra 375 lib. vid. Budsum de asse, Lib. ii. p, 64 
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Sej. To what ? 

Hat. The place, my lord. ’Tis for a gentleman 
Your lordship will well like of, when you see him; 

And one. that you may make yours, by the grant. 

3e). Well, let him bnng his money, and his name. 

Sat. ’Thank your lordship. He sliall, my lord- 
Sej. Come hither. 

Know you tbia same Eudemus? is be leam’d? 

Sat. Reputed so, my lord, and of deep practice. 

Sej. Bring him in, to me, in Uie gallery; 

And take you cause to leave us there together: 

I would confer with him, about a grief — 

On. [BxeutU Sejartus, Salrtua, Terentius, etc. 

Art. So! yet another? yet? 0 desperate state 
Of grovelling honour! seeat thou this, O sun, 

And do we see thee after? Methinks, day 
Should lose his light, when men do lose their shames. 

And for the empty circumstance of life. 

Betray their cause of living. 

Sil. Nothings©.* 

Sejanus can repair, if Jove should ruin. 

He is now the court god; and well applied 
With sacrifice of knees, of crooks, and cringes; 

He will do more than all the bouse of heaven 
Can, for a thousand hecatombs. ’Tis he 
Makes us our day, or night; hell, and elysium 
Are in his look: we talk of Rhadamanth, 

Furies, and firebrands; but it is his frown 
That is all these; where, on the adverse part. 

His smile is more, thsji e’er yet poets feign’d 
Of bliss, and shades, nectar — 

Art. A serving boy I 

I knew him, at Caius’ trencher.* when for hire 
He f)ro3tituted his abused body 
To that great gormond, fat Apicius; 

And was the noted pathic of the time. 

Sab. And, now,* the second face of the whole world I 

The partner of the empire, hath his image 
Rear’d equal with Tiberius, born in ensigns; 

Commands, disposes every dignity, 

Centurions, tribunes, heads of provinces, 

Prators and consuls; all that heretofore 
Rome’s general suffrage gave, is now ^ sale. 

The gain, or rather spoil of all the earth, 


1 De logenio. moribus. et potciitia Sejaai, leg. Tacit. Ana. Lib, Iv. p. 74- 

Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. lyii. p. 7o^- jy _ gt Dio. 

‘Cains divi Augusti nepos. Cons. Tacit. Ann. lid. iv. p. /i. 

63. .tc, T.cit. ibid. Dion. Ibid, et nie passim. 
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One, and his house, receives. 

Sil. He hath of late 

Made him a strength too, strangely, by reducing 
All the pnetorian bands into one camp. 

Which ho commands: pretending that the soldiers, 

By living loose and scatter’d, fell to riot; 

And that if any sudden enterprise 
Should be attempted, their united strength 
\Vould be far more than sever’d; and their life 
More strict, if from the city more removed. 

Sab. Where, now, be builds what kind of forts be please, 

Is heard to court the soldier by his name, 

Woos, feasts the chiefest men of action, 

Whose wants, not loves, compel them to be hisL 
And though he ne’er were liberal by kind. 

Yet to his own dark ends, he’s most profuse. 

Lavish, and letting fly, he cares not what 
To his ambition. 

Arr. Yet, hath he ambition? 

Is there that step in state can make hhn higher. 

Or more, or anything he is, but less ? 

Sil. Nothing but emperor. 

Arr. The name Tiberius, 

I hope, will keep, howe’er he hath foregone 
The dignity and power. 

Sil. Sure, while he lives. 

Arr. And dead, it comes to Drusua. Should he fail, 

To the brave issue of Germanicus; 

And they are three: i too many^^a ? for him 
To have a plot upon! 

Sab. I do not know 

The heart of his designs; but, sure, their face 
Looks farther than the present. 

Arr, By the gods. 

If I could guess he had but such a thought, 

My sword should cleave him down from head to heart. 

But I would find it out: and with my hand 
I’d hurl his panting brain about the air 
In mites, as small as atomi, to undo 
The knotted bed — 

Sab. You are observ’d, Arruntius. 

Arr. [turns to Afa/to, Terentxvs, eie.) Death! I dare teD him 
6o; and all hid spies: 

You, sir, I would, do you look? and vou. 
iSa6. Forbear. 

‘ Nero, Drusus, et Caligula Tadt. Ibid. 
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SCENE n. 

{The former Scene continued.) 

A Gallery discovered opening into the State Room. 

Enter Satrius with Eudemds. 

Sat. Here he will instant be: let’s walk a turn; 

You're in a muse, Eudemus. 

End. Not I, sir. 

I wonder he should mark me out so! well, 

Jove and Apollo form it for the best. 

Sat. Your ^ fortune’s made unto you now, Eudemus, 

If you can but lay hold upon the means; 

Do but observe his humour, and— believe it — 

He is the noblest Roman, where ho takes — 


Enter Sejanus. 


Here comes his lordship. 

Sej. Now, good Satrius. 

Sat. This is the gentleman, my lorcL 
Sej. Is this? 

Give me your hand— we must be more acquainted. 
Report, air, hath spoke out your art and learning; 
And I am glad I have so needful cause. 

However in itself painful and hard. 

To make me known to so great virtue. — Look, 

Who is that, Satrius? [Exit -Snt.]— I have a grief, sir, 
That will desire your help. Your name’s Eudemus ? 
Eud. Yes. 

Sej. Sir? 

Eud. It is, my lord 
Sej. I hear you are 
Physician to Livia,2 the princess. 

Eud. I minister unto her, my good lord 
Sej. You minister to a royal lady, then. 

Eud. She is, my, lord, and fair. 

Sej. That’s understood 
Of all her sex, who are or would be so; 

And those that would be, physic soon can make them: 
For those that are, their beauties fear no colours. 

Eud. Your lordship is conceited 
Sej. Sir, you know it. 

And can, if need be, read a learned lecture 
On this, and other secrets. ’Pray you, tell me, 

What more of ladies besides Livia, 

Have you your patients? 


• Lege TerentU defensionem Tacit, ^n. Lib. vi. p. 102. 

* Germanici soror, uxor Dnisi. Vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74. 


[Aside. 


3*9 


Sejanus 

Eud. Maoy, my good lord. 

The great Augusta, i Urgulania,* 

MutiBa Prisca,^ and Plancina; < divers — 

Stj. And all these teU you the particulars 
Of every several grief T how 6rst it grew. 

And then increased; what action caused that; 

What passion that: and answer to each point 
That you will put them ? 

Eud. Else, my lord, we know not 
How to prescribe the remedies. 

Sej. Go to, 

Tou are a subtile nation, you physicians I 
And grown the only cabinets in court,^ 

To ladies’ privacies. Faith, which of these 
Is the most pleasant lady in her physic ? 

Come, you are modest now. 

Eud. 'Tis my lord. 

Sej. Why, sir, I do not ask you of their urines. 
Whose smell’s moat violet, or whose siege is best. 

Or who makes hardest faces on her stool ? 

Which lady sleeps with her own face a nights? 

Which puts her teeth off, with her clothes, in court? 
Or, which her hair, which her complexion. 

And, in which box she puts it; These were questions. 
That might, perhaps, have put your gravity 
To some defence of blush. But, I enquired. 

Which was the wittiest, merriest, wantonneat? 
Harmless intergatories, but conceits. — 

Methinks Au^sta should be most perverse. 

And froward in her fit. 

Eud. She’s so, my lord. 

Sej. I knew it: and Mutilia the most jocund. 

Eud. ’Tis very true, my lord 
Sej. And why would you 

Conceal this from me, now ? Come, what is Livla ? 

I know she’s quick and quaintly 8pirite<l, 

And will have strange thoughts, when she is at leisure: 
She tells them all to you. 

Eud. My noblest lord. 

He breathes not in the empire, or on earth, 

Whom I would be ambitious to serve 
In any act, that may preserve mine honour. 

Before your lordship. 


RotS! HU 5 . Suet. Tib. Dio. 

* Delidum Au^sta. Tacit. Ann. Lib. ii. et iv 
» Adultera Julii Posthumi. Tacit. Ann. Ub. iv. p 77 
« Pi^iua uxor. Tacit. Ann. Lib. U. ui. Iv. 

Vid. Taat. Ann. Ub. Iv. p. 74. et Plin. Nat. Hist. Ub. xxix. c. i 
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Sej. Sir, you can lose no honour, 

By trusting aught to me. The coarsest act 
Done to my serWce, I can so requite, 

As all the world shall style it honourable: 

Your idle, virtuous definitions, 

Keep honour poor, and are as scorn’d as vain: 

Those deeds breathe honour that do suck in gain. 

Eud. But, good my lord, if I should thus betray 
The counsels of my patient, and a lady’s 
Of her high place and worth; what might your lordship, 
WTio presently are to trust me with your own, 

Judge of my faith? 

Sej. Only the best I swear. 

Say now that I should utter you my grief. 

And with it the true cause; that it were love. 

And love to Li via; ^ you should tell her this: 

Should she suspect your faith; I would you could 
Tell me as much from her; see if my brain 
Could be turn’d jealous. 

Eud. Happily, my lord, 

I could in time tell you as much and more; 

So I might safely promise but the first 
To her from you. 

Sej. As safely, my Eudemus, 

I now dare call thee so, as I have put 
The secret into thee. 

Eud. My lord — 

Sej. Protest not, 

Thy looks are vows to me; use only speed. 

And but affect her with Sejanu.s’ love,* 

Thou art a man, made to make consuls. Go. 

Eud. My lord. I’ll promise you a private meeting 
This day together. 

Sej. Canst thou 7 
Eud. Yes. 

Sej. The place ? 

Eud. My gardens, whither I shall fetch your 
Sej. Let me adore my ^sculapiue. 

Why, this indeed is physio! and outspeaks 
The knowledge of cheap drugs, or any use 
Can be made out of itl more comforting 
Than ail your opiates, juleps, apozems. 

Magistral syrups, or Be gone, my mend. 

Not barely styled, but created so; 

Expect things greater than tiry largest hopes. 

To overtake thee: Fortune shall be taught 
To know how ill she hath deserv’d thus long, 

To come behind thy wishes. Go, ftod speed- 
‘ Cods. Tadt. Ann, Lib. Iv. p. 74- * Tacct. ib» • 


lordship. 


[Exit Eudemus. 
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Ambition makes more trusty slaves than need. 

These fellows, ^ by the favcm- of their art, 

Have still the means to tempt; oft-times the power. 
If Livia will be now corrupted, then 
Thou hast the way, Sejanus, to work out 
His secrets, who, thou know’st, endures thee not. 
Her husband, Dnisus: and to work against them. 
Prosper it, Pallas, thou that better’st wit; 

For Venos hath the smallest share in it. 


Enler Tiberius ^ and Dbusus, aUeruUd. 


Tib. [to HaUrius, who hioels to Aim.] We not endore these 
flatteries; let him stand; 

Our empire, ensigns, axes, rods and state 
Take not away our human natore from us: 

Look up on us, and fail before the gods. 

Sej. How like a god speaks Qesarl 
Arr. There, observe I 

He can endure that second, that’s no flattery. 

0, what is it, proud slime will not believe 
Of his own worth, to hear it equal praised 
Thus with the godsl 
Cor. He did not hear it, sir. 

Arr. He did not! Tut, he must not, we think meanly. 

’Tis your most courtly known confederacy. 

To have your private parasite redeem 
What be, in public, subtilely will lose. 

To making him a name. 

Hat. Right mighty lord— [Gives Arm letters. 

Tib. We must m^e np our ears ’gainst theee assaults 
Of charming tongues; ^ we pray you use no more 
These contumelies to us; style not us 
Or lord, or mighty, who profess ourself 
The servant of the senate, and are proud 
T enjoy them our good, just, and favouring lords. 

Cor. Rarely ^ dissembled 1 
Arr. Priuce-like to the life. 

Sab. When power that may command, so much descends. 
Their bondage, whom it stoops to, it intends. 

Tib. Whence are these letters ? 

Bat. From the senate. 


Tib. So. 
Whence these? 


[La/, gives him letters. 


» Eud. specie artis frequeos secretia. Tacit, ibid. Vld. Plin, Nat Hlsi 
Lib. XXIX. c. X. m czimiiiat. medicorum. 

• De initio Tiberii principatus vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. I. p. Lib Iv 
P- 75 - et Suet. Tib. c, 27. De Haterio vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. 1 p 5 

• Cons. Tacit. An^Ub. ii. p. 50. et Suet. Tib. c. 27 et to. ^ 
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Lot. From thence too. 

Tib. Are they sitting now? 

Lot. They stay thy answer, Caesar. 

Sil. If man 

Had but a mind allied unto his words. 

How blest a fate were it to us, and Rome! 

We could not think that state for which to change. 
Although the aim were our old liberty: 

The ghosts ^ of those that fell for that, would grieve 
Their bodies lived not, now, again to serve. 

Men are deceived, who think there can be thrall 
Beneath a virtuous prince: Wish’d liberty 
Ne’er lovelier looks, than under such a crown. 

But, when his grace * is merely but lip-good. 

And that, no longer than he airs himself 

Abroad in public, there, to seem to shun 

The strokes and stripes of flatterers, which within 

Are lechery unto him, and so feed 

His brutish sense with their afflicting sound. 

As, dead to virtue, he permits himself 
Be carried like a pitcher by the ears. 

To every act of vice: this is the case 
Deserves our fear, and doth presage the nigh 
And close approach of blood and t3n‘aany. 

Flattery is midwife ^ unto prince’s rage: 

And nothing sooner doth help forth a tyrant. 

Than that and whisperers’ grace, who have the time, 
The place, the power, to make all men offenders. 

Art. He should be told this; and be bid dissemble 
With fools and blind men: we that know the evil. 
Should hunt the palace-rats,* or give them bane; 

Fright hence these worse than ravens, that devour 
The quick, where they but prey upon the dead: 

He shall be told it. 

Sab. Stay, Arruntius, 

We must abide our opportunity; 

And practise what is fit, as what is needful. 

It is not ^e t’ enforce a sovereign’s ear: 

Princes hear well, if they at all will hear. 

Art. Ha, say you so? well! In the mean time, Jove, 
(Say not, but I do call upon thee now,) 


» Brutl. Cassti, Catonis, etc. 

adulaUo^lo prlncip.m. Arts. 

It p^i^r^rSa. V.d. 

Suet, Tib. c. 6i. et Sen. Benef. Ijh- ^ yict. et Tacit. Hist. 

qS* “ecTefif ?rim infamant ignar'iun. et quo incauUor 

dedperetur, palam laudatum, etc. 
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Of all wild beasts preserve me from a tyrant: 

And of all tame, a flatterer. 

Sit. ’Tis well pray’d. 

Tib. [having read the lelterg.] Return the lords this voice, 
— We are their creature, 

And it is fit a good and honest prince. 

Whom they, out of their bounty, have instructed ^ 

With so dilate and absolute a power. 

Should owe the office of it to their service, 

And good of all and every citizen. 

Nor shall it e’er repent us to have wish’d 
The senate just, and favouring lords unto us, 

Since their free loves do yield no less defence 
To a prince’s state, than his own innocence. 

Say then, there can be nothing in their thought 
Shall want to please us, that hath pleased them; 

Our suffrage rather shall prevent than stay 
Behind their wills: ’tis empire to obey. 

Where such, so great, so grave, so good determine. 

Yet, for the suit of Spain,* to erect a temple 
In honour of our mother and our self. 

We must, ^vith pardon of the senate, not 
Assent thereto. Their lordships may object 
Our not den;^g the same late request 
Unto the Asian cities: we desire 
That our defence for suffering that be known 
In these brief reasons, with our after purpose. 

Since deified Augustus hindered not 
A temple to be built at Pergamum, 

In honour of himself and sacred Rome; 

We, that have all his deeds ® and words observed 
Ever, in place of laws, the rather follow’d 
That pleasing precedent, because with our.^, 

The senate’s reverence, also, there was Join’d. 

But as, t’ have once received it, may deserve 
The gain of pardon; so, to be adored 
With the continued style, and note of gods, 

^ough ail the provinces, were wild ambition. 

And no less pride; yea, even Augustus’ name 
Woidd early vanish, should it be profaned 
With such promiscuous flatteries. For our part. 

W© her© protest it, dod ar© covetous 
Posterity should know it, we are mortal ; 

And can but deeds of men: ’twere glory enouch 
^uld we be truly a prince. And, they shall add 
Abounding grace unto our memory. 


1 

t 

t 


Vid. Suet. Tib. c. 20. et Dio. Hist. Lib. ! 
Taat. Ann. Lib. iv. p, 84 et 85. 

Cons. Strab. Ub. vi de Tib. 


p. 696, 
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That shall report us worthy our forefathers. 

Careful of your affairs, constant in dangers. 

And not afraid of any private frown 

For public good. These things shall be to us 

Temples and statues, reared in your minds. 

The fairest, and most during imagery: 

For those of stone or brass, if they become 
Odious in judgment of posterity, 

Are more contemn’d as dying sepulchres. 

Than ta’en for living monuments. We then 
Make here our suit, alike to gods and men; 

The one, until the period of our race. 

To inspire us with a free and quiet mind. 

Discerning both divine and human laws; 

The other, to vouchsafe us after death. 

An honourable mention, and fair praise. 

To accompany our actions and our name: 

The rest of greatness princes may command, 

And, therefore, may n^lect; only, a long, 

A lasting, high, and happy memory 
They should, without being satisfied, pu^e: 
Contemj)t of fame begets contempt of virtuo- 
Nat. Rarel 
Sat. Mostdivinel 
Sej. The oracles are ceased. 

That only Civsar, with their tongue, might speai. 

Arr. Let me be gone: most felt and open this 1 

Cot. Stay. , 

Arr. Whatl to hear more cunning and fine words. 

With their sound fiattcr’d ere their sense be meant? 

Txb. Tlieir choice of Antnim,^ there to place the girt 
Vow’d to the goddess * for our motlier’s health, 

We will the senate know, we fairly like; 

As also of their grant ^ to Lepidus, 

For his repairing the iEmilian place. 

And restoration of those monuments: 

Their grace * too in confining of Silanus 
To the other isle Cithera, at the suit 
Of his religious ^ sister, much commends 
Their policy, so temper’d with t^ir m^cy. 

But for the honours which they have decreed 
To our Sejanus,® to advance his sUtoe 
In Pompey’s theatre, (whose ruining nw 
His vigilance and labour kept restrain d 


. — , u ••• .. ... * Fortune equestris, ibid. 

» Tacit. Lib. lu. p. 7*. •Tacit. Ann. Lib. iii- P- t70- 

■ Srquiu iirgo vestalis, cujas m.moriam s=rvat marmor Kama., vid. 

Lips, coroment. in TaciL 
< Tacit. Ann. Ub. iii. p. 7U 
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In that one loss,) they have therein out-gone 
Their own great wisdoms, by their skilful choice. 

And placing of their bounties on a man. 

Whose merit more adorns the dignity, 
liian that can him; and gives a benefit. 

In taking, greater than it can receive. 

Blush uot, Sejanus.i thou great aid of Rome, 

Associate of our labours, our chief helper; 

Let us not force thy simple modesty 

With offering at thy praise, for more we cannot. 

Since there’s no voice can take it. No man hero 
Receive our speeches as hyperboles: 

For we are far from flattering our friend. 

Let envy know, as from the need to flatter. 

Nor let them ask the causes of our praise: 

Princes have still their grounds rear’d with themselves, 

Above the poor low flats of common meu; 

And who v^l search the reasons of their acts, 

Must stand on equal bases. Lead, away: 

Our loves unto the senate. 

{Exeunt Tib., Sejan., Natla, Hat., Lat., Ofjkere, etc 
Arr. Cssar! 

Sab. Peace. 

Cor. Great Pompey’s theatre* was never ruin’d 
Till now, that proud Sejanus hath a statue 
Rear’d on his ashes. 

Arr. Place the shame of soldiers, 

Above the best of generals ? crack the world. 

And bruise the name of Romans into dust, 

Ere we behold it! 

Sxl. Check your passion; 

Lord Drusus tarries. 

Dm, Is my father mad,* 

Weary of life, and rule, lords? thus to heave 
An idol up with praise! make him his mate, 

His rival in the empire ! 

Arr. 0, good prince. 

Dm. Allow him statues,^ titles, honours, such 
As he himself refuseth! 

Arr. Brave, brave Drusus! 

Dm. The first ascents to sovereignty are hard; 

But, entered once, there never wants or means. 

Or ministers, to help the aspirer on. 

Arr. True, gallant Drusus. 

Dm. We must shortly pray 
To Modesty, that he will rest contented — 

Arr, Ay, where he is, and not write emperor. 


Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74-76. 
Tadt. Ann. lib. iv. p. 76. 
M489 


• Vid. Sen. Cons. ad. Marc. e. aa 
*Tadt. ibid. 
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Re enttr SzjAiors, Satbius, La ttarts , Clienta, efc. 

Sej. There is your bill, end yours; bring you your mao. 

[To Sairiiu, 

I have moved for you, too, Latiaris. 

Dru. Whatl 

Is your vast greatness grown so blindly bold. 

That you will over us ? 

Sej. Why then give way. 

Dru. Give way. Colossus! do you lift? advance you? 

Take thatl ^ [Strikes him, 

Arr. Goodl brave! excellent, brave prince ! 

Dm. Nay, come, approach. [Draxos his sicord. 

What, stand you oUl at gaze? 
It looks too full of death for thy cold spirits. 

Avoid mine eye, dull camel, or my sword 
Shall make thy bravery fitter for a grave. 

Than for a triumph. I’ll advance a statue 
O’ your own bulk; but ’t shall he on the cross; ^ 

Where I will nail your pride at breadth and length. 

And crack those sinews, which are yet but stretch’d 
With your swoln fortune’s rage. 

Arr. A noble prince! 

All. A Castor,^ a Castor, a Castor, a Castor] 

[Exeunl all but Sejanu.^. 

Sej. He that, with such wrong moved, can bear it through 
With patience, and an even mind, knows how 
To turn it back. Wrath cover’d oarries fate: 

Revenge is lost, if I profess my hate. 

What was my practice late. I’ll now pursue, 

As my fell justice: this hath styled it new. [Exit. 


ACT II 

SCENE I . — The Garden o/Eudbmus. 

Enter Sejakus, Livia, and EuDEffOS. 

Sej. Physician, thou art worthy of a province. 

For the great favours done unto our loves; 

And, but that greatest Livia bears a part 
In the requital of thy services, 

I should alone despair of aught, like means. 

To give them worthy satisfaction. 

Liv. Eudemus, I will see it, shall receive 

» VId. Tacit. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 74*76. 

* Tacit, ibidem. j 

•Tacit, sequimur Ann. Lib. iv. p. 74 . quanquam apud Dionem et 

Zonaram aliter legitur. 
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A fit and full reward for his large menu — 

But for this potion ^ we intend to Drusus, 

No more our husband now, whom shall we ohoose 
As the most apt and able instrument. 

To minisler it to him ? 

End. I say, Lygdus.* 

Sij. Lygdus ? what’s he ? 

Liv. An eunuch Drusus loves. 

End. Ay, and his cup-bearcr. 

Sej. Name not a second. 

If Drusus love him, and he have that place, 

We cannot think a fitter. 


Eud. True, my lord. 

For free access and trust are two main aids. 

Sej. Skilful physician! 

Liv. But he must be wrought 
To the undertaking, with some labour'd art. 

Sej. Is he ambitious T 
Liv. No. 

Sej. Or covetous T 
Liv. Neither. 

Bud. Yet, gold is a good general charm. 

Sej. What is he, then ? 

Liv. Faith, only wanton, light. 

Sej. How! is ho young and fair t 
Eud. A delicate youth. 

Sej. Send him to mo,^ I’ll work him. — Royal lady. 
Though I have loved you long, and with that height 
Of zeal and duty, like the fire, which more 
It mounts it trembles, thinking nought could add 
Unto the fervour which your eye had ^ndled; 

Ye^ now I see your wisdom, judgment, stren^h, 
Quickness, and will, to apprehend the means 
To your own good and greatness, 1 protest 
Myself through rarified, end turn’d all flame 
In your affection: such a spirit as yours. 

Was not created for the idle second 
To a poor flash, as Drusus; but to shine 
Bright as the moon among the lessor lights^ 

And share the sov’rei^ty of all the world. 

Then Livia triumphs in her proper sphere. 

When she and her Sejanus shall divide 
The name of Ousar, and Augusta’s star 


‘ S®ryile, apud Romanos, et ignominiosissimum mortis eenus crat 
supphaum ^ucis ut ex Liv. ipso. Tacit. Dio. et omnibus fere antiouis 
prssert^ hlstoncls constet. vid. Plaut. in. Mil. Amph. Aulii. Horilib i’ 
Scr 3. et Jev. Sat. vi. Pone crucem servo, etc. ' 

• Sic Drusus ob violentiam cognominatus, vid. Dion. Rom. Hist. Lib. 


Ivii, p. 701, 
^ Soadon 


’ Spadonis aoimum stupro dtvinxit. Tacit, ibid* 
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Be dimm’d with glory of a brighter beam: 

When Agrippina’s 1 Gres are quite extinct. 

And the scarce-seen Tiberius borrows all 
His little light from us, whose folded arms 
Shall make one perfect orb. [^Knocking v)ilhin.'\ Who’s that? 
Eudemus, 

Look. [Exit E-udemus.] ’Tis not Drusus, lady, do not fear. 

lAv. Not I, my lord: my fear and love of him 
Left me at once. 

Sej. Illustrious lady, stay — 

Eud. I’ll tell his lordship. 

Re-enUr EtrDEBfftrs. 


Sej. Who is it, Eudemus ? 

Eud. One of your lordship’s servants brings you word 
The emperor hath sent for you. 

Sej. 0 ! where is he 7 

With your fair leave, dear princess, FU but ask 
A question and return. [Enl. 

Eud. Fortunate princess! 

How are you blest in the fruition 
Of this unequaird man, the soul of Rome, 

The empire’s life, and voice of Osar’s world! 

Liv. So blessed, my Eudemus, as to know 
The bliss I have, with what I ought to owe 
The means that wrought it. How do I look to-day? 

Eud. Excellent clear, believe it. This same fucus 


Was well laid on. 

Liv. Methinks ’tie here not white. 

Eud. Lend me your scarlet, lady. ’Tis the sun. 
Hath giv’n some little taint unto the ceruse; * 

You should have used of the white oil I gave you. 
Sejanus, for your love! his very name 
Commandeth above Cupid or his shafts — 

Liv. Nav, now you’ve made it worse. 

Eud. rU help it straight— 

And but pronounced, is a sufficient charm 
Against all rumour: and of absolute power 
To satisfy for any lady’s honour. 

Liv. What do you now. Eudemus? 

Eud. Make a light fucus. 

To touch you o’er withal. — Honour d Sejanus. 
What act, though ne’er so strange and insolent. 
But that addition will at least bear out. 


[Paints her cheeks. 


inl« fic.Uior« color., .rat .1 qu* solem oC 

calorem timebat, vid. Mart. Lib. ii. Epig. ii- 

Qu 5 B cretatn timet Fabulla nimbum, 

Cerussata timet Sabella solem. 
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Ift do not expiate? 

Z-.w. Here, good physician. 

Eud. I like this study to preserve the love 
Of such a man, that comes not every hour 
To greet the world. — ’Tis now well, lady, you should 
Use of tho dentifrice I prescribed you too, 

To clear your teeth, and the prepared pomatum. 

To smooth the skin: — A lady cannot he 
Too curious of her form, that still would hold 
The heart of such a person, made her captive. 

As you have his: who, to endear him more 
In your clear eye, hath put away his wife,' 

The trouble of his bed, and your delights, 

Fair Apicata, and mado spacious room 
To your new pleasures. 

Lav. Have not we return’d 
That \rith our hate to Drusus, and discovery * 

Of all Ills counsels? 

Eud. Yes, and wisely, lady. 

The ages that succeed, and stand far off 
To gaze at your high prudence, shall admire. 

And reckon it an act without your sex: 

It hath that rare appearance. Some will think 
Your fortune could not yield a deeper sound, 

Than mix’d with Drusus; but, when they shall hear 
That, and the thunder of Sejanus meet, 

Sejanus, whose high name doth strike the stars. 

And rings about the concave; great Sejanus, 

Whose glories, stylo, and titles are himself, 

The often iterating of Sejanus: 

They then ^vill lose their thoughts, and be ashamed 
To take acquaintance of them. 

Ee-enter Sejanus. 

Sej. I must make 

A rude departure, lady; Oesar sends 

With all luB liaste both of command and prayer. 

Be resolute in our plot; you have my soul, 

As certain yours as it is my body’s. 

And, wise physician,® so prepare the poison. 

As you may lay the subtile operation 
Upon some natural disease of his: 

Your eunuch send to me. I kies your hands. 

Glory of ladies, and commend my love 
To your best faith and memory. 

Iv.*^74 hberos genuerat, ae pelUd suspectaretur Tacit. Ann. Ub. 

* Leg. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv, p. 76. 

• Tacit, ibid, et Dion. Rom. Hist. Ub. IvU. p. 709. 
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Liv. My lord, 

I shall but change your words. Farewell. Yet, this 
Remember for your heed, he loves you not; 

You know what I have told you: his designs 
Are full of grudge and danger; we must use 
-More th.an a common speed. 

Sej. Excellent lady. 

How you do 6re my blood 1 
Liv. Well, you must got 

The thoughts be best, are least set forth to shew. [Exit Sejanui. 
End. Wlien will you take some physic, lady? 

Liv. When 

I shall, Eudemus: but let Drusus’ drug 
Be first prepare<l. 

End. Were Lygdus made, that’s done; 

I have it ready. And to-morrow morning 
I’ll send you a perfume, first to resolve 
And procure sweat, and then prepare a bath 
To cleanse and clear the cutis; against when 
I’ll have an e.vccllcnt new fucus made. 

Resistive ’gainst the sun. the rain, or wind. 

Which you shall lay on with a breath, or oil, 

As you best like, and last some fourteen hours. 

This change came timely, lady, for your health. 

And the restoring your complexion. 

Which Drusus’ choler had almost burnt up! 

Wherein your fortune hath prescribed yon better 
Than art could do. 

Liv. Thanks, good physician, 
m use my fortune, you shall see, with reverence. 

Is my coach ready ? 

Eud. It attends your highness. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II . — An Aparlment i% the Palace 
Enter Sejajtus. 

Sej. If this be not revenge, when I have done 
And made it perfect, let Egyptian slaves,* 

Parthians, and baro-foot Hebrews brand my face. 

And print my body full of injuries, 
nou lost thyself, child Drusus, when thou thoughtst 
Thou couldst outskip my vengeance; or outstand 
The power I had to crush thee into air. 

Thy follies now shall taste what kind of man 
They have provoked, and this thy father s house 
Crack in the flame of my incensed rage, 

Whoso fury shall admit no shame or mean. — 

Adultery! it is the lightest ill 

• HI apud Romanos barbari et vilissimJ aestlmab. Juv. Sfart. etc. 
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I will commit A race of wicked acta 
Sljall flow out of my anger, and o’erepread 
The world’s wide face, which no posterity 
Shall e’er approve, nor yet keep silent; thioga 
That for their cunning, close, and cruel mark. 

Thy father would wish his; and shall, perhaps, 
Carry the empty name, but we the prize. 

On, then, my soul, and start not in thy couxBe; 
Though heaven drop sulphur, and hell belch out fire, 
Laugh at the idle terrors; tell proud Jove, 

Between his power and thine there is no odds; 

’Twos only fear first in the world made gods.^ 

Eiiter TiBEsrrs, ailended. 

Tib. Is yet Sejanus come 7 
Sej. He’s here, dread Caesar. 

Tib. Let all depart that chamber, and the next. 


O x j ^ • «T, , [Ereuni AtlendanU. 

bit down, my comfort.* WTien the master prince 

Of all the world, Sejanus, saitb he fears. 

Is it not fatal! 

Stj. Yes, to those are fear’d. 

Tib. And not to him! 

Sej. Not, if he wisely turn 
That part of fate he holdeth, first on them. 

Tib. That nature, blood, and laws of kind forbid. 

Stj. Do policy and state forbid it ! 

Tib. No. 

Sej. The rest of poor respects, then, let go by; 

State is enough to make the act just, them guilty. 

Tib. Long hate pursues such acts. 

Sej. Whom hatred frights. 

Let him not dream of sovereitmtv 
Tib. Are rites ^ 

Of faith, love, piety, to be trod down. 

Forgotten, and made vain! 

Stj. All for a crown. 


TJie prince who shames a tyrant’s name to bear 
Shall never dare do any thing, but fear; 

All the command of sceptres quite doth perish, 
iMt begm religious thoughts to cherish: 

Whole empires fall, sway’d by those nice respects* 
It IS the license of dark deeds protects 
j^n stat^ most hated, when no laws resist 
but that it acteth what it list 

NoVLeTy.^ ^ 


' ^***‘°* Arbiter, Sat. et Statius Lib lil 

De bae consultatlone, vid. Suet. TiS’cTss. ’ 
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Stif. Yes, and do them thoroughly. 

Tib. Knows yet Sejanus whom we point at? 

Sf.j. Ay, 

Or else my thought, my sense, or both do err: 

’Tis Agrippina .1 

Ttb. She, and her proud race. 

Sej. Proud! dangerous,^ Oesar: for in them apace 
The father’s spirit shoots up. Germanicus^ 

Lives in their looks, their gait, their form, t’ upbraid us 
With his close death, if not revenge the same. 

Tib. The act’s not known. 

Sef. Not proved: but whispering Fame 
Knowledge and proof doth to the jealous give, 

Who, than to fail, would their own thought believe. 

It is not safe, the children draw long breath. 

That are provoked by a parent’s death. 

Tib. It is as dangerous to make them hence. 

If nothing but their birth be their offence. 

iSe;. Stay, till they strike at Cjesar; then their crime 
Will be enough: but late and out of time 
For him to punish. 

Tib. Do they purpose it? 

Sej. You know, sir. thunder speaks not till it hit. 

Be not secure; none swiftlier are opprest. 

Than they whom confidence betrays to rest. 

Let not your daring make your danger such: 

All power is to be fear’d, where ’tis loo much. 

The youths are of themselves hot, violent. 

Full of great thought; and that male-spirited dame,« 
Their mother, slocks no means to put them on. 

By large allowance, popular presentings. 

Increase of train and state, suing for titles; 

Hath them commended with like prayers,* like vows, 

To the same gods, with Caesar: days and nights 
She spends in banquets and ambitious feasts 
For the nobility; where Caius Silius, 

Titius Sabinus, old Arruntius, 

Asinius Gallus, Furnius, Regulus, 

And others of that discontented list, . . it 

Are the prime guests. There, and to these, she tells 
Whose niece she was,* whose daughter, end whose wife. 


‘ De Agrip. vld. Dio. Rom. Hist. Ub. Ivii. p. 60. et Lib Iv. 

• De Sejani consU. in Agrip. leg. Tacit. Ann. Ub. !. p- *3. et Ltn. 

u. u. P. .. 

Sai'.n'ta n“sAu&iu: Agrfppa. « Julia, filia, Gannaulci uxor. Surt. 


Aug. c. 64. 
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And then must they compare her with Aogusta, 

Ay, and prefer her too; commend her form, 

Extol her ' fruitfulness; at which a shower 
Falls for the memory of Germanicus. 

X\Tiich they blow over straiglit with windy pral«e. 
And puffing hopes of her aspiring sons; 

Who, with these hourly ticklings, grow so pleased, 
And wantonly conceit^ of themselves, 

As now, they stick not to believe they’re such 
As these do give them out; and wou d be thought 
More than competitors, immediate heirs. 

Whilst to their thirst of rule, they win the rout 
(Tliat’s still the friend of novelty)- with hope 
Of future freedom, which on every change 
That greedily, though emptily expects. 

Caesar, ’tis ago in all tilings breeds neglects. 

And princes that will keep old dignity 
Must not admit too youthful heirs stand by; 

Not their own issue; but so darkly set 
As shadows are in picture, to give height 
And lustre to themselves. 

Tib. We will command * 

Their rank thoughts down, and with a stricter hand 
Than we have yet put forth ; their trains must bate. 
Their titles, feasts, and factions. 

Sej. Or your state. 

But how, sir, will you work T 
Tih. Conhne them. 

8tj. No. 

They are too great, and that too faint a blow 
To give them now; it would have serv’d at first. 
When with the weakest touch their knot had buret. 
But, now, your care must be, not to detect 
Tlie smallest cord, or line of your suspect; 

For such, who know the weight of prince's fear, 

Will, when they find themselves discover’d, rear 
Their forces, like seen snakes, that else would lie 
Roll’d in their circles, close: nought is more high. 
Daring, or desperate, than offenders found; 

Where guilt is, rage and courage both abound. 

The course must be, to let them still swell up. 

Riot, and surfeit on blind fortune’s cup; 

Give them more place, more dignities, more style. 
Call them to court, to senate; in the while, 


; R? f®cund. cjus. vid. Tacit. Ann. Ub. ii. p. 39. et Ub. iv. p 77 
Disphcere regnantibus avilia filiorum ingenia; neque ob aUud inter- 

• Vid. Suet. Tib. c. 54. ^ 

*M 489 
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Take from their strength some one or twain, or more, 

Of the main fautore, (it will fright the store.) 

And, by some by-occasion. Thus, with slight 
You shall disarm them first; and they, in night 
Of their ambition, not perceive the train. 

Till in the engine they are caught and slain. 

Tib. We would not kill, if we knew how to save; 

Yet, than a throne, ’tis cheaper give a grave. 

Is there no way to bind them by deserts ? 

Sej. Sir, wolves do change their hair, but not their hearts. 
While thus your thought unto a mean is tied, 

You neither dare enough, nor do provide. 

All modesty is fond: and chiefly where 
The subject is no less compell’d to bear, 

Tlian praise his sovereign’s acts. 

Tib. We can no longer t 
Keep on our mask to thee, our dear Sejanus; 

Thy thoughts are ours, in all, and we but proved 
Their voice, in our designs, which by assenting 
Hath more confirm’d us, than if he&rt’ning Jove 
Had, from his hundred statues, bid us strike. 

And at the stroke click’d all his marble thumbs.^ 

But who shall first be struck? 

Sq. First Caius Silius; 

He is the most of mark, and most of danger: 

In power and reputation equal strong, 

Having commanded * an imperial army 
Seven years together, vanquish’d Sacrovir 
In Germany, and thence obtain'd to wear 
The ornaments triumphal. His steep fall. 

By how much it doth give the weightier crack, 

Will send more wounding terror to the rest, 

(yommand them stand aloof, and give more way 
To our surprising of the principal. 

Tib. But what,* Sabinus? 

Stj. Let him grow a while, 

His fate is not yet ripe: we most not pluck 
At all together, lest we catch ourselves. 

And there’s Amintius too, he only talks. 

But Soaia,® Silius’ wife, would be wound in 


» Tiberium variis artibus devinxit adeo Sejanus, ut obscururo advr^um 
atios sibi uni incautum, intectumque efficeret. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p 
•7t Vid Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Ivii. p. 707. ,, , 

Premere polliccm. apud Romanos, maxim] favons erat signura. Herat. 
Pnkt ad Lollium. Fautor utroque borum Jaudabit polbce ludum. tt 
Plm Nat Hist. Lib. xxviii. cap. 2. Pollices, cum taveamiis. premere 
eriam proverbio jubemur. De interp. loci, %'id. Ang. Pol. Miscell. cap. ilii 

et Turn. Adver. Lib. xi. cap. vi. 

» Tacit. Ann. Lib. iii. p. 63. et Lab. iv. p. 79- 
• Tacit, ibid. * Tact. Ibid. 
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Now, for she hath a fury in her breast. 

More than bell ever knew; and would be sent 
Thither in time. Then is there one Cremutiua t 
Cordus, a writing fellow, they have got 
To gather notes of the precedent times, 

And make them into Annals; a most tart 
And bitter spirit, I hear; who, under colour 
Of praising those, doth tax the present state, 

Censures the men, the actions, leaves no trick, 

No practice unexamined, parallels 

The times, the governments; a profeat champion 

For tlie old liberty — 

Tib. A perishing wretch 1 
As if there were that chaos bred in things. 

That laws and liberty would not rather choose 
To be quite broken, and ta’en hence by us. 

Than have the stain to be preserved bv such. 

Have we the means to make these guilty first? 

Sej. Trust that to me: let Ccesar, by his power 
Dut cause a formal meeting of the senate, 

I will have matter and accusers ready, 

Tib. But how? let us consult. 

Sej. We shall misspend 
The time of action. Counsels are unfit 
In business, where all rest is more pernicious 
Thao rashness can be. Acts of this close kind 
Thrive more by execution than advice. 

There is no lingering in that work begun, 

Whicli cannot praised be, until through done. 

Tib. Our edicts shall forthwith command a courts 
While I can live, I will prevent earth’s fury: 

'E/xou 6a96vT0t yaioi luxBijTu wpu* 

Enter Juijus Posthumtts. 

Po9. Ikly lord Sejanus— 

Sej. Julius* Posthumosl 

Come with my wish 1 ^Vhat news from Agrippina’s ? 

Poa. Faith, none. They all lock up themselves e’late, 
Or talk in character; I have not seen 
A company so changed. Except they had 
Intelligence by augury of our practice. — 

Sej. When were you there ? 


• Vld. Tacit. Ann. Ub. iv. p. 83. Dio. Hist. Rom. Ub. Ivil. 0 
sen. Cons, ao Marc. cap. x. et fusius, cap. 22 . 

'Edicto ut plurimum.Senatores In curiam vocatos constat 
Ann. Lib. I. p. 5. wuaiav 

• Vi^garis quidam versus, quern saepe Tiber, recitasse memoratur 

Hist. Rom. Ub. Iviil, p. 729. viamt 

• De Julio Poslumo. vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77. 
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Pm. Last night 

Sej. And what guests found you ? 

Po3. Sabinus, Siiius, the old list, Arruntiua, 
Furnius, and Gallus. 

Sej. Would not these talk ? 

Poe. Little: 


And yet we offer’d choice of argument 
Satrius was with me. 

Sej. Well: ’tis guilt enough 
Their often meeting. You forgot to extol ' 

The hospitable lady 7 
Poo. No; that trick 

Was well put home, and had succeeded too. 

But that Sabinus cough’d a caution out; 

For she began to swell. 

Sej. And may she burst! 

Julius, I would have you go instantly 
Unto the palace of the great Augusta, 

And, by your * kindest friend, get swift access; 
Acquaint her with these meetings: tell the words ^ 
You brought me the other day, of Silius, 

Add somewhat to them. Make her understand 
The danger of Sabinus, and the times. 

Out of his closeness. Give Amintius’ words 
Of malice against Gesar; so, to Gallus: 

But, above all, to Agrippina. Say, 

Ah you may truly, that her infinite pride,^ 

Front with the hopes of her too fruitful womb, 
With popular studies gapes for sovereignty, 

And threatens Ccesar. Pray Augusta then. 

That for her own, great Cssar’s, and the pub- 
T.i n safety, she be pleased to urge these dangers. 
Cajsar is too secure, he must be told. 

And best he’ll take it from a mother’s tongue. 
Alasl what is’t for us to sound, to explore, 


To watch, oppose, plot, practise, or prevent. 

If he, for whom it is so strongly labour’d. 

Shall, out of greatness and free spirit, be 
Supinely negligent 7 our city’s now® 

Divid^ as in time o’ the civil war. 

And men forbear not to declare thcmselvea 

Of Agrippina’s party. Every day 

The faction multiplies; and \vilJ do more. 

If not resisted: you can best enlarge it, 

. proximi ACTip. inlicieb^t^ pravis semonibus tumidos spini^ 

I mill a f ft- Tidt* Ann. Li^« iv* p. 77* , — •. • * 

^^MutLlia Prisca qu» in animum August* valida. Tac. ibid. 

. Verba SUutSmodice jactata. vid. apud Tac. Ami. Ub. iv. p. 79- 

* Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77- . 

» H*c apud Tadt. leg. Ann. Lib. »v. p. 79- 
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As you find audience. Noble Posthumus, 

Commend me to your Prisca: and pray her. 

She wUI solicit this great busineas, 

To earnest and most present execution, 

With all her utmost credit with .\ugtwta. 

Poa. I shall not fail in my instructions. 

Sej. This second, from his mother, will well urge 
Our late design, and spur on Cssar's rage; 

Which else might grow remiss. The way to put 
A prince in blood, is to present the shapes 
Of dangers, greater than they are, like late. 

Or early shadows; and, sometimes, to feign 
Where there are none, only to make him fear? 

His fear will make him cruel: and once enter’d. 

He doth not easily learn to stop, or spare 
Where he may doubt. This have I made my rule. 

To thrust Tiberius into tyranny, 

And make him toil, to turn aside those blocks. 

Which I alone could not remove with safety, 

Drusus once gone, Germanicus’ three sons ^ 

Would clog my way; whose guards have too much faith 
To be corrupt^: and their mother known 
Of too, too unroproved a chastity, 

To be attempted, as light Livia was. 

Work then, my art, on Cesar’s fears, as they 
On those they fear ’till all my lets be clear’d. 

And he in ruins of his bouse, and hate 
Of all his subjects, bury his own state: 

When with my peace and safety, I will rise. 

By making him the public sacrifice. 


[Exit. 



SCENE m . — A Room in AouipPCKa’s Bouae, 

Enter Satbitts and Natta. 

Sat. They’re grown exceeding circumspect, and wary. 

Nat. They have us in the wind: and yet Arruutius 
Cannot contain himself. 

Sat. Tut, he’s not yet 

Look’d after; there are others more desired ^ 

That are more silent 

Nat. Here he comes. Away. [Exeunt. 

Enter Sabinus, ARRtTKTrtis, and Cobdos. 

Sab. How is it, that these beagles haunt the house 
Of Agrippina ? 

* non dubla successio, ncque spargl venenum in tres poterat, 
etc. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 77. 

* Silius. Sabinus. de quibus supra. 
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Arr. 0, they hunt,^ they hunt! 

There is some game here lodged, which they must rous^ 

To make the great ones sport 
Cor. Did you observe 
How they inveigh’d ’gainst C®sar? 

^rr. Ay, baits, baita, 

For us to bite at: would I have my 6esh 
Tom by the public hook, these qualified hangmen 
Should be my company. 

Cor. Here comes another. {Dotn. Afer passu over Iht ttaqt^ 
Arr. Ay, there’s a man,® Afer the orator! 

One that hath phrases, figures, and fine flowers, 

To strew his rhetoric with,® and doth make haste. 

To get him note, or name, by any offer 
Where blood or gain be objects; steeps his words, 

When he would kill, in artificial tears: 

Tlie crocodile of Tyber! him I love, 

That man is mine; he hath my heart and voice 
When I would cursel he, he. 

Sab. Contemn the slaves. 

Their present lives will be their future graves. [Exeunl. 


SCENE ly.^Another Apartment in the same. 

Enter SiLms, Agrippina, Nbbo, and Sosia. 

Sil. May’t please your highness not forget yourself; 

I dare not, with my manners, to attempt 
Your trouble farther. 

Ayr. Farewell, noble Siliusl 
Sil. Most royal princess. 

Agr. Sosia stays with us ? 

sil. She is your servant, and doth owe your grace 

An honest, but unprofitable love. . . . , 

Agr. How can that be, when there’s no gam but virtue si 

Sil. You take the moral, not the politic sense. 

I meant, as she is bold, and free of speech. 

Earnest * to utter what her zealous thought 
Travails withal, in honour of your house; 

Which act, as it is simply born in her, 

Partakes of Jove and honesty; but may. 

By the over-often, and unseason’d use, 

'Tib temper, delatores genus horainum publico 
pa>nii>id?m nunquam salts cofircitum, per premia ehciebanlur. lac, 

Ann. Lib. iv. p. 82. , 1 

» De Domit. At. vid. Tac. Ann. Lib. 1'"- P* ?9-p3- prospcrlore 

•Q,ioquofacinoreproperusclarescer| /arlo nuper 

eloqucDtue quam morum fama luit. Lt p. 93. u g , p 
pr»mio male usus, plura ad flagitia accmgerclur. 

• Vid. Tac. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79. 
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Turn to your loss and danger:^ for your atata 
Is waited on by envies, as by eyes; 

And every second pc^est your tables take 

Is a fee’d spy, to observe who goes, who comes; 

What conference you have, ^ith whom, whore, when, 

What the discourse is, what the looks, the thoughts 
Of every person there, they do extract, 

And make into a substance. 

Aqt. Hear me, Silius. 

Were all Tiberius’ body stuck with eyes. 

And every wall and hanging in my house 
Transparent, as this lawn I wear, or air; 

Yea, had Sejanus both bis ears as long 
As to my inmost closet, I would hate 
To whisper ary thought, or change an act. 

To be made Juno’s rival. Virtue’s forces 
Shew ever noblest in conspicuous courses. 

Sil. ’Tis great, and bravely spoken, like the spirit 
Of Agrippina: yet, your highness knows. 

There is nor loss nor shame in providence; 

Few can, what all should do, beware enough. 

You may perceive * with what officious face, 

Satrius, and Natta, Afer, and the rest 

Visit your house, of late, to enquire the secrets; 

And with what bold and privileged art, they rail 
Against Augusta, yea, and at Tiberius; 

Tell tricks of Livia, and Sejanus; all 
To excite, and call your in^gnation on, 

That they might hear it at more liberty. 

Agr. You’re too suspicious, Siiiua. 

Sil. Pray the gods, 

I be so, Agrippina; but I fear 

Some subtle practice.* They that durst to strike 

At so exampless, and unblamed a life, 

As that of the renowned Germanicus, 

Will not sit down with that exploit alone: 

He threatens many that hath injured one. 

iVero. ’Twere best rip forth their tongues, sear out their eyes, 
When next they come. 

8o3. a ht reward for spies. 


Enter Drttsus, jun. 

Dru. jun. Hear you the rumour T 
Agr. What? 

Dru. jun. Drusus is dying.* 

Agr. Dying 1 


Vid. Isc. Ann. Ub. iv. p. 77. » Tacit, ibid, el pp 00 et 02 

Suet. Tib. c. 2. Dion. Rom. Hist. Ub. IvU, p. 705 ^ 

Tac. Ann. Ub. iv. pp. 74, 75, 76, 77. 
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Nero. That’s stran?©! 

Agr. You were wth him yesternight. 

Dtu. jun. On© met Eudemua the physician. 

Sent for, but now; who thinks he cannot live. 

Sil. Thinks ! if it be arrived at that, he knows, 

Or none. 

Agr. ’Tis quick! what should be his disease? 

Sil. Poison, poison — 

Agr. How, Silius! 

Nero. What’s that? 

Sil. Nay, nothing. There was late a certain blow 
Given o’ the face. 

Nero. Ay, to Sejanus. 

Sa. True. 

Dru. jun. And what of that? 

Sti I’m glad I gave it not. 

Nero. But there is somewhat else? 

Sil. Yes, private meetings. 

With a great lady [sir], at a physician’s, 

And a wife turn’d away. 

Nero. Hal 

Sil. Toys, mere toys: 

What wisdom’s now in th’ streets, in the common mouth? 

Dru. jun. Fears, whisperings, tumults, noise, I know not what: 
They say the Senate sit.t 
Sil. I’ll thither straight; 

And see what’s in the forge. 

Agr. Good Silius do; 

Sosia and 1 will in. 

Sil. Haste you, my lords. 

To visit the sick prince; tender your loves, 

And sorrows to the people. This Sejanus, 

Trust my divining soul, hath plots on all: 

No tree, that stops his prospect, but must fall. [Exeuni. 


ACT III 

SCENE I.— TAe SenaU-House. 

Enter Praecones, Lictores, Sejanus, Vabeo, Latiabis. Cotta, 

and Ai'eb. 

Sej. ’Tis only * you must urge against him, Varro; 

Nor I nor Caesar may appear therein. 

Except in your defence, who are the consul; 

And, under colour of late enmity 

Between your father and his, may better do it, 

1 Vid. Tac. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 76. 

•Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 79. 
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As free from all suspicion of a practice. 

Here bo your notes, what points to touch at; read; 
Be cunning in them. Afer has tliem too. 

Var. But is he summon’d ? 

Sej. No. It was debated 
By Ca?sar, and concluded as most 6t 
To take him unprepared. 

A/er. And prosecute 
All under name of treason.* 

Var. I conceive. 


Enter Sabinus, Gallus, Lbpidus, and Abeunttos. 

Sab. Drusus being dead, C«aar will not be hero. 

Go/. What should the business of this senate be? 

Arr. That can my subtle whisperers tell you; we 
That are the good-dull-noble lookers on, 

Are only call’d to keep the marble warm. 

What should we do with those deep mysteries, 

Proper to these fine heads? let them alone. 

Our ignorance may, perchance, help us be saved 
From whips and furies. 

Oall. See, see, see their action I 
Arr. Ay, now their heads do travail, now they work; 
Their faces run like shittles; they are weaving 
Some curious cobweb to catch flies. 

Sab. Observe, 

They take their places. 

.<4rT. What, 2 so lowl 
Oal. 0 yes. 

They must be seen to flatter Cesar’s grief. 

Though but in sitting. 

Var. Bid us silence. 

Pree. Silence! 

Var. Fathers conscript,^ may (his our present meeting 
Tum/air, and/ortunoU to the common-wealth / 

Enter Snjus, and other Senators, 

Sej. See, Silius enters. 

Sil. Hail, grave fathers 1 
Lie. Stand. 

Silius, forbear thy place. 

Sen. Howl 

Free. Silius, stand forth, 

The consul hath to charge thee. 

Lie. Room for Cesar. 


» PrafaUo solemus Consulum Rom. vid. Bar. Briss. de for. Ub. li 
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Arr. Is he come too! nay then expect a trieft. 
Sai. Silius accused 1 sure he n-il! answer nobly. 

£/iUr T1BE&I0S, cUttTided. 

Tib. We stand amazed, fathers, to behold 
This general dejection. Wherefore sit 
Rome’s consuls thus dissolved,^ as they had lost 
All the remembrance both of style and place? 

It not becomes. No woes are of tit weight, 

To make the honour of the empire stoop: 

Though I, in my peculiar self, may meet 
Just reprehension, that so suddenly. 

And, in so fresh a grief, would greet the senate, 
When private tongues, of kinsmen and allies, 
Inspired with comforts, lothly are endured. 

The face of men not seen, and scarce the day, 

To thousands that communicate our loss. 

Nor can I argue these of weakness; since 
They take but natural ways; yet I must seek 
For stronger aids, and those fair helps draw out 
From warm embraces of the common-wealth. 

Our mother, great Augusta, ’s struck with time, 
Our self imprest with aged characters, 

Drusus is gone, his children young and babes; 
Our aims must now reflect on those that may 
Give timely succour to these present ills, 

And are our only glad-surviving hoi>es, 

The noble issue of Germanicus, 

Nero and Drusus: might it please the consul 
Honour them in, they both attend without. 

I would present them to the senate’s care. 

And raise those suns of joy that should drink np 
These floods of sorrow in your drowned eyes. 

Arr. By Jove, I am not Oildipua enough 
To understand this Sphynx. 

Sab. The princes come. 

Enier Nero, and Dbusus, junior. 

Tib. Approach you, noble Nero, noble Drusus. 
These princes, fathers, when their parent died, 

I gave unto their uncle, with this prayer, 

That though he had proper issue of his own. 

He would no less bring up, and fostor those. 

Than that self-blood; and by that act conhrm 
Their worths to him, and to posterity. 

Drusus ta’en hence, I turn my prayere to you, 
And ’fore our country, and our gods, beseech 
You take, and rule Augustus’ nephew’s sons, 

» Tacit. Aon. Lib. iv. p. 76 . 
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Sprang of the noblest ancestors; and so 
Accomplish both my duty, and your own. 

Nero, and Dnisus, these shall be to you 
In place of parents, these your fathers, these; 

And not unfitly: for you are so boro, 

As all your good, or ill’s the common*wcalth's. 

Receive them, you strong guardians; and bloat gods, 

Moke all their actions answer to their blo(j<ls: 

Let their great titles find increase by them, 

Not they by titles. Set them as in place, 

So in example, above all the Ron^ns: 

And may they know no rivals but themselves. 

Let Fortune give them nothing; but attend 
Upon their virtue: and that still come forth 
Greater than hope, and better than their fame. 

Relieve me, fathers, with your general voice. 

Senators. May all llu god$ eotisent to Cccsar'a wUJi, 

And add to any honours that may crown 
The hopeful issue of Oermanicus / 

Tib. ^Ve thank you, reverend fathers, in their right. 

A rr. If tills were true now I but the space, the space 
Between the breast and lips — Tiberius’ heart 
Lies a thought further than another man's. [Aside. 

Tib. My comforts are so flowing in my joys. 

As, in them, ail my streams of grief are lust, 

No less than are land-wators in the sea. 

Or showers in rivers; though their cause was such. 

As might have sprinkled ev’n the gods with tears: 

Yet, since the greater doth embrace the less, 

We covetously obey. 

Arr. Well acted, Crosar. [Aside. 

Tib. And now 1 am the happy witness made 
Of your so much desired affections 
To this great issue, I could \vi8h, the Fates 
Would here set peaceful period to my days; 

However to my labours, 1 entreat, 

And beg it of this senate, some fit ease. 

Arr. Laugh, fathers, laugh: t have you no spleeas'about you? 

f A 

Tib. The burden is too heavy I sustain 
On my unwilling shoulders; and I pray 
It may be taken off, and reconferred 
Upon the consuls, or some other Roman, 

More able, and more worthy. 

Arr. Laugh on still. f4side 

Sab. Why this doth render all the rest suspected ! 

(?al. It poisons all. 

^ Tadt. Lib. iv. p. 76. Ad vana et totles inrisa revolutus de reddenda 
Rep. utque coosulcs, seu quis alius regimen tusdperent. reoaenaa 
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Arr. O, do you taste it then ? 

Sab. It takes away my faith to any thing 
He shall hereafter speak. 

A rr. Ay, to pray that, 

Which would be to his head as hot as thunder, 

’Gainst which he wears that charm ^ should but the court 
Receive him at his word. 

Gal. Hear! 

Tib. For myself 

1 know my weakness, and so little covet, 

Like some gone past, the weight that will oppress me, 

As my ambition is the counter»point. 

Arr. Finely maintained; goodstilll 
Sej. But Rome, whose blood, 

Whose nerves, whose life, whose very frame relies 
On Cresar’s strength, no less than heaven on Atlas, 

Cannot admit it but with general ruin. 

Arr. Ah! are you there to bring him off? \_Asiat. 

Sej. Let Caesar 

No more then urge a point so contrary 
To Oesar’e greatness, the grieved senate’s vows, 

Or Rome’s necessity. 

Oal. He comes about — 

Arr. More nimbly than Vertumnus. 

Tift. For the publick, 

I may be drawn to shew I can neglect 
All private aims, though I affect my rest; 

But if the senate still command me serve, 

I must be glad to practise my ob^iencej 
Arr. You must aud will, sir. We do know it. 

Senators. Casar, 

Live arid happy, great and royal tasar; 

The gods preserve thee and thy modesty. 

Thy v:isdom and thy innocence / 

Arr. V^ereis’t? t Aside. 

Tho pravor is made before the subject. t 

Senators. Guard 

Eis meekness, Jove: hxs pxely, his care, 

His bounty — 

Arr. And his subtility. I’ll put m: 

Yet he’ll keep that himself, without the gods. 

All prayers are vain for him. 

Tto. We will not hold 

Your patience, fathers, with long answer; but 

.... 1 Tonitrua praeter modum expavesc«;bat ; 

^ ' Gainst whick he wears a charm.] V cestavit, quod 

froadis. Suet. Tib. c. 6,. Plm. Nat- 
‘^^Sampe/perple.a et obscura oral. Tib. vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. 1. p. 5. 
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Shall still contend to be what you desire. 

And work to satisfy so great a hope. 

Proceed to your affairs, 

Jrr. Now, Silius, guard thee; 

Tlie curtain’s drawing. Afer advanceth. 

Pres. Silence! 

4 fer. Cite ^ Caius Silius. 

Pra. Caius Silius! 

Sil. Here. 

Aftr. The triumph that thou hadst in Germany 
For thy late victory on Sacrovir, 

Thou hast enjoy’d so freely, Caius Silius, 

As no man it envied thee; nor would C-Tsar, 

Or Rome admit, that thou wert then defrauded 
Of any honours thy deserts could claim, 

In the fair service of the common-wealth: 

But now, if, after all their loves and graces, 

(Thy actions, and their courses being discover’d) 

It ^11 appear to Caesar and this senate, 

Thou hast defiled those glories with thy crimes — 

Sil. Crimes 1 
Afer. Patience, Silius. 

Sil. Tell thy mule of patience; 

1 am a Roman. What are my crimes ? proclaim them. 
Am I too rich, too honest for the times? 

Have I or treasure, jewels, land, or houses 
That j^ome informer gapes for? is my strength 
Too much to bo admitted, or my knowledge ? 

These now are crimes.* 

Afer. Nay, Silius, if the name 
Of crime so touch thee, ^vith what impotence 
Wilt thou endure the matter to bo .search’d ? 

Sil. I tell thee, Afer, with more scorn than fear: 
Employ your mercenary tongue and art. 

Where’s my accuser ? 

Var. Here. 


Arr. Varro, the consul! 

Is he thrust in ? [A. idt. 

Var. ’Tis I accuse thee, Silius, 

Against the majesty of Rome, and Ca?sar, 

1 do pronounce thee here a guilty cause. 

First of beginning * and occasioning, 

Next, drawing out the war in * Gallia, 

« Cilabatur reus e IribunaU voce prscoois. vid. Bar. Brisson Lib < 
de form. * ' 

* Vid. Suet. Tib. Tacit. Dio. Senec. 

•Tacit. Lib. iv. P- 79. Coasdcntil belli. Sacrovir diu dissimulaius 
Victoria per avaritiam fooJata, ct uxor Sosia arguebaotur 

Tadt. 
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For whioh thou late triumph’st; disaembliog long 
That Sacrorir to bo an enemy, 

Only to make tliy entertainment more. 

Whilst thou, and thy mfe Soaia, poll’d the province; 
Wherein, with sordid, baee deeiro of gain, 

Thou hast discredited thy actions’ worth. 

And been a traitor to the state. 


Sil. Thou best. 

^rr. I thank thee, Siliua, speak so still and ofteD4 

For. If I not prove it, Ciesar,i but unju.st!y 
Have call’d him into trial; here I bind 
Myself to sufTer, what I claim against him; 

And yield to have what I have spoke, confirm’d 
By judgment of the court, and all good men. 

Sil. C®aar, I crave to have my cause deferr d. 
Till this man’s consulship be out. 

Tib. We cannot, 

Nor may we grant it. 

Sil. \yhy ? shall he design 
My day of trial ? Is he my accuser. 

And must he be my judge? 

Tib. It hath been usual. 

And is a right that custom hath allow’d 
The magistrate,* to call forth private men; 

And to appoint their day; which privilege 
We may not in the consul see infringed, 

By whose deep watches, and industrious care 
It is 80 labour d, as the common-wealth 
Receive no loss, by any oblique course. 

Sif. C®8ar, thy fraud is worse than violence. 

Tib. Silius, mistake us not, we dare not use 
The credit of the consul to thy wrong ; 

But only to preserve his place and power. 

So far as it concerns the dignity 
And honour of the state. 

Art. Believe him, Silius. 

Cot. Why, so he may, Arruntiua. 


Arr. I say so. 

And he may choose too. 

Tib. By the Capitol, 

And all our gods, but that the dear repubUo, 

Our sacred laws, and just authority 
Are interess’d therein, I should be silent. 

Afer. ’Please C®sar to give way unto bis trial. 

He shall have justice. 

Sil. Nay, I shall have law; 

I Vld. accusandi formulam apud Brisson. ^ cijS-”“solirum qulpp< 
JsUaUb^i«mVvat& <J?ere. nerinfriogcDdum CinsuUs jus, cjc. 
vlgiliis, etc. 
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Shall 1 not, Afer? speak. 

Afer. Would you have more ? 

S\l. No, my well-spoken man, I would no more; 
Nor less: might I enjoy it natural. 

Not taught to speak unto your present ends. 

Free from thine, his, and all your unkind handling, 
Furious enforcing, most unjust presuming. 
Malicious, and manifold applying, 

Foul wresting, and impossible construction. 

Afer. He ravea, he raves. 

Sxl. Thou durst not tell me so, 

Hadst thou not Caesar’s warrant. 1 can see 
Whoso power condemns me. 

Var. This betrays his spirit: 

This doth enough declare him what ho is. 


Sil. What am I ? apeak. 

Var. An enemy to the state. 

Sil. Because 1 am an enemv to thee. 

And such corrupted ministers o’ the state, 

That hero art made a present instrument 
To t Ratify it with thine own disgrace, 

Se;. This, to the consxU. is most insolent, 

And impious! 

Sil. Ay, take part. Reveal yourselves, 

Alas! I scent not your confederacui-s, 

Your plots, and combinations! I not know 
Minion Sejanus hates me: and that all. 

This boast of law, and law, is but a form, 

A net of Vulcan’s filing, a mere ingine, 

To take that life by a pretext of justice, 

Which you pursue in malice! I wont brain. 

Or nostril to persuade me, tlmt your ends. 

And purposes are made to what they are. 

Before my answer ! 0, vou equal gods. 

Whose justice not a world of wolf-turn’d men 
Shall make mo to accuse, howe’er provoked; 
Have I for this so oft engaged myself ? 

Stood in the heat and fervour of a fight, 

When Phoebus sooner hath forsook the day 
Than I the field, against the blue-eyed Gauls, 

And crisped Germans ? when our Roman eagles 

Have fann’d the fire, with their labouring wines. 
And no blow dealt, that left not death behind it r 
When I have charged, alone, into the troops 
Of curl’d Sioambrians,* routed them, and ^me 

Crinibus in nodum tortis venere Sicambri. 
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Not off, \nth backward ensigns of a slave; 

But forward marks, wounds on my breast and face, 

Were meant to thee, O Caesar, and thy Rome? 

And have I this return 1 did I, for this. 

Perform so noble and so brave defeat 
On Sacrovir! 0 Jove, Jet it become me 
To boast my deeds, when he whom they concern, 

Shall thus forget them. 

Af(r. Silius, Silius, 

These are the common customs of thy blood, 

When it is high with wine, as now with rage: 

This well agrees with that intemperate vaunt, 

Thou lately mad’st i at Agrippina’s tabic, 

That, when all other of the troops were prone 
To fall into rebellion, only thine 
Remain’d in their obedience. Thou wert he 
That saved the empire, which had then been lost 
Had but thy legions, there, rebell’d. or mutined; 

Thy virtue met, and fronted every peril. 

Thou gav’st to C$sar, and to Rome their surety; 

Their name, their strength, their spirit, and their state. 

Their being was a donative from thee. 

Att. Well worded, and most like an orator. 

Tib. Is this true, Silius T 
8il. Save thy question, Caesar; 

Thy spy of famous credit hath affirm’d it. 

Arr. Excellent Roman! 

Sab. Ho doth answer stoutly. 

Sq. If this be so, there needs no farther cause 
Of crime against him. 

Far. What can more impeach 
The royal dignity and state of Caesar, 

Tlmn to be urged with a benefit 
He cannot pay ? 

Cot. In this, all Cesar’s fortune 
Is made unequal to the courtesy. 

Lfit. His means are clean destroyed that should requite. 

Oal. Nothing is great enough for Silius’ merit. 

Arr. Callus on that side too! [Aside. 

Sil. Come, do not hunt. 

And labour so about for circumstance. 

To make him guilty whom you have foredoom’d: 

Take shorter ways. I’ll meet your purpose. 

The words were mine, and more I now will say; 

Since I have done thee that great service, Caesar, 

Thou still hast fear’d me; and in place of grace, 

Return’d me hatred: so soon all best turns. 

With doubtful princes, turn deep injuries 

‘ Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 70- 
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In estimation, when they greater rise 
Than can be answer’d. Benefits, with yon. 

Are of no longer pleasure, than you can 
With ease restore them; that transcended once. 

Your studies are not how to thank, but kill. 

It is your nature, to have all men slaves 
To you, but you acknowledging to none. 

The means that make your greatness, mu.st not come 
In mention of it; if it do, it takes 
So much away, you think: and that which help’d, 

Shall soonest perish, if it stand in eye, 

Where it may front, or but upbraid the high. 

Cot. Suffer him speak no more. 

Var. Note but his spirit. 

Afer. This shews him in the rest. 

Lof. Let him be censured. 

A’c;. He hath spoke enough to prove him Cssar’s foe. 

Col. His thoughts look t^ugh his words. 

S<j. A censure. 

Sil. Stay, 

Stay, most officious senate, I shall straight 
Delude thy fury. Silius hath not plac^ 

His guards within him, against fortune’s spite. 

So weakly, but he can escape your gripe 
That are but hands of fortune: she herself, 

\Mien virtue doth oppose, must lose her threats. 

All that can happen in humanity, 

The frown of Caesar, proud Sejanus’ hatred. 

Base Varro’s spleen, and Afer’s bloodying tongue, 

The senate’s servile flattery, and these 
Muster’d to kill, I’m fortifi^ against; 

And can look down upon: they are beneath me. 

It is not life whereof I stand enamour'd ; 

Nor shall my end make me accuse my fate. 

The coward and the valiant man must fail. 

Only the cause and manner how, discerns them: 

Which then are gladdest, when they cost us dearest 
Romans, if any here be in this senate. 

Would know to mock Tiberius’ tyranny, 

Look upon Silius, and so learn to die. {Stabs htrwt'If. 

Var. 0 desperate act 1 ■' 

Arr. An honourable handl 
Tib. Look, is he dead T 
Sab. ’Twas nobly struck, and home. 

Arr. My thought did prompt him to it Farewell, Silius, 

Bo famous ever for thy great example* 

Tib. We are not plea^ in thb sad accident, 

That thus hath stalled^ and abused our mercy. 

Intended to preserve thee, noble Ronumt 
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And to prevent thy hopes. 

Arr. Excellent wolf ! 

Now he is full he howls. [Aside. 

Se). Caesar doth wrong 
His ^gnity and safety thus to mourn 
The deserv’d end of so protest a traitor, 

And doth, by this bis lenity, instruct 
Others as factious to the like offence. 

Tib. The confi.<:cation merely of his state 
Had been enough. 

Art. 0. that was gaped for then f [Aside. 

Var. Remove the body. 

Sej. Lot citation 
Go out for Sosia. 

Oal. Let her be proscribed: 

And for the goods, I think it fit that half 
Go to the treasure, half unto the children. 

Lep. With leave of Csesar, 1 would think that foorUi, 

Tlie which the law doth cast on the informers, 

Should be enough; the rast go to the children. 

^Vherein the prince shall shew humanity. 

And bounty; not to force them by their want. 

Which in their parenta’ trespass they deserv’d, 

To take ill courses. 

Tib. It shall please us. 

Arr. Ay, 

Out of necessity. This * Lepidus 
Is grave and honest, and I have observed 
A moderation still in all his censures. 

Sab. And bending to the better— Stay, who’s this? 

Enter Satbius and Natta, ttilk CamruTrus Cordus guarded. 

Cremutius Cordus ! What ! is he brought in ? 

Arr. More blood into the banquet! Noble Cordus,* 

I wish thee good: be as thy writings, free, 

And honest. 

Tib. What is he? 

Sej. For the Annals. Cjcsar. 

Free. Cremutius Cordus 1 
Cor. Here. 

Free. Satrius SccundiLs, 

Pinnarius Natta. you are his accusers. 

Arr. Two of Sejanus’ blood-hounds, whom he breeds 
With human flesh, to bay at citizens. 

A/er. Stand forth before the senate, and confront rum. 

Sat. I do accuse thee here, Cremutius Cordus, 

To be a man factious and dangerous, 

A sower of sedition in the state, 

» Tacit. Aim. Lib. iv. p. 8o. . „ . 

* Tacit. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 83. 84 Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. tvll. p. 710. 
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A turbulent and discontented spirit, 

Which 1 17111 prove from thine own writings, here. 

Hie Annals thou hast publish’d: where thou bLt'st 
The present ago, and with a viper’s tooth. 

Being a member of it, dar’st that ill 
Wliich never jet degenerous bastard did 
Upon his parent 
Nat. To this, I subscribe; 

And, forth a world of more particulars, 

Instance in only one: comparing men. 

And times, thou praisest Brutus, and affirm’st 
That Cassius was the last of all the Romans. 

Cot. Howl what are we then ? 

Far. What is Co'sar f nothing? 

A/er. My lords, this strikes at every Roman’s private^ 

In whom reigns gentry, and estate of spirit, 

To have a Brutus brought in parallel, 

A parricide, an enemy of his country. 

Rank’d, and proferr’d to any real worth 

That Rome now holds. This is most strangely) invective, 

Most full of spite, and insolent upbraiding. 

Nor is’t the time alone is here disprised. 

But the whole man of time, yea, Ccesar’s self 
Brought in disvalue; and he aimed at most. 

By oblique glance of his licentious pen. 

C&sar, if Capias were the last of Romans, 

Thou hast no name. 

Tib. Let’s hear him answer. Silence! 

Cot. So innocent I am of fact, my lords, 

As but my words are argued; yet those words 
Not reaching either prince or prince’s parent: 

The which your law of treason comprenends. 

Brutus and Cassius I am charged to have praised; 

Whose deeds, when many more, besides myself. 

Have writ, not one hath mention’d without honour. 

Great Titus Livius, great for eloquence, 

And faith amongst us, in his history. 

With so great praises Pompey did extol. 

As oft Augustus call’d him a Pompeian: 

Yet this not hurt their friendship. la his book 
He often names Scipio, Afranius, 

Yea, the tome Cassius, and this Brutus too, 

As worthiest men; not thieves and parricides, 

WUch notes upon their fames are now imposed. 

Asiniufl PoLUo’s writings quite throughout 
Give them a noble memory; so ' Messala 
Renown’d his general Cassius: yet both these 
Lived with Augustus, full of wealth and honours. 

> Septem dec. Ub. Hist, scripsit. vid. Suid. Suet. 
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To Qcero’s book, where Cato was heav’d up 
Equal with Heaven, what else did C«8ar answer, 

Being then dictator, but with a peim’d oration. 

As if before the judges? Do but see 
Antonius’ letters; read but Brutus’ pleadings: 

What vile reproach they hold against Augustus, 

False, 1 confess, but with much bitterness. 

The epigrams of Bibaculus and Catullus 

Are read, full stuft with spite of both the Caesars; 

Yet deified Julius, and no less Augustus, 

Both bore them, and contemn’d them: 1 not know, 
Promptly to speak it, whether done >vith more 
Temper, or wisdom; for such obloquies 
If they despised be, they die supprest; 

But if with rage acknowledg’d, they are confeat. 

The Greeks 1 slip, whose license not alone, 

But also lust did scape unpunished: 

Or where some one, by chance, exception took. 

He words with words revenged. But, in my work, 

What could be aim’d more free, or farther off 
Prom the time’s scandal, than to write of those. 

Whom death from grace or hatred had exempted? 

Did I, with Brutus and with Cassius, 

Arm’d, and possess’d of the Philippi fields, 

Incense the people in the civil cause, 

With dangerous speeches? Or do they, being slain 
Seventy years since, as by their images. 

Which not the conqueror hath defaced, appears, 

Retain that guilty memory with writers? 

Posterity pays every man his honour; 

Nor shall there want, though I condemned am. 

That will not only Cassius well approve, 

And of great Brutus’ honour mindful be, 

But that will also mention make of me. 

Art. Freely and nobly spoken 1 
Sab. With good temper; 

I like him, that he is not moved with passion. 

Arr. He puts them to their whisper. 

Tib. Take him hence; i , 

We shall determine of him at next sitting. 

»» o Buou [Exeunt Officers toilk Cordus. 

Cot. Mean time, give order, that his books be burnt, 


To the oedilea. 

Sej. You have weU advised. 

A/er. It fits not such licentious thmgs should hvo 
T upbraid the age. 

Arr. If the age were good, they migbt. 

■Egressnsdemsenatuvitamabstincntiafimvit. Tacit, ibid. GcDcrosac 

jeus mortem vid. apud Sen. Cons, ad M.irc. cap. 22. 
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Lai. T^et them be bxirat. 

Qal. All sought, and burnt to-day. 

Free. The court ia up; lictore, resume the fasces. 

{Exeuni all but Arruniius, Sabintis, and Lepidus. 
An. Let them be burnt! 0, how ridiculous 
Appears the senate’s brainless diligence, 

Who think they can, with present power, extinguish 
The memory of all succeeding times 1 

Sab. ’Tia true; when, contrary, the punishment 
Of wit, doth make the authority increase. 

Nor do they aught, that use this cniclty 
Of interdiction, and this rage of burning. 

But purchase to themselves rebuke and shame. 

And Lo the writers ^ an eternal name. 

Lep. It is an ailment the times are sore. 

When virtue cannot safely be advanced; 

Nor vice reproved. 

An. Ay, noble Lepidus; 

Augtistus well foresaw what we should suffer 

Under Tiberius, when he did pronounce 

The Roman race most wretched,- that should live 

Between so slow jaws, and so long a bruising. [Exeuni. 


SCENE II . — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter TiBERnrs and Sejanus. 

Tib. This business hath succeeded well, Sejanus, 

And quite removed all jealousy of practice 
’Gainst Agrippina, and our nephews. Now, 

We must bethink us how to plant our ingine, 

For th’ other pair, Sabinua and .Arruntius, 

And Callus 3 too: howe’er ho flatter us, 

His heart we know. 

Sej. Give it some respite, Cssar. 

Time shall mature, and bring to perfect crown, 

What we, ^vith so good vultures have begun: 

Sabinas shall be next. ° 

Tib. Rather Arruntius. 

Sej. By any means, preserve him. His frank tongue 
Being let the reims, would Uke away all thought 
Of malice, in your course against the rest; 

We must keep him to stalk with. 

Tib. Dearest head. 

To thy most fortunate dwign I yield it. 


‘ Maps^nt ejus Ubri occuUati ct editi. Tacit. Ibid. Scrlpsrrat his 
Cremut. beUa aviUa. et res Aug. cxt.mtque fragmeuta in Sua^rii ixti 

* Vid. Suet. Tib. c. 21. 

• Vid. Tacit. Ann. Ub. !. p. 6. Ub. u. p. 85. 
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Sej. Sir,' — I have been so long train’d up in grace, 
First with your father, great Augustus: since. 

With your most happy bounties so familiar 
As I not sooner would commit my hopes 
Or wishes to the gods, than to your ears. 

Nor have I ever, yet, been covetous 
Of over-bright and dazzling honour^; rather 
To watch and travail in great Caisar's safety, 

With the most common soldier. 

Tib. ’Tis confest 

Sej. The only gain, and which 1 count most fair 
Of all my fortunes, is, that mighty Ocsar 
Has thought me worthy his alliance.^ Hence 
Begin my hopes. 

Tib. Umph! 

Sej. I have heard, Augustus, 

In the bestowing of his daughter, thought 
But even of gentlemen of I^me: if so, — 

1 know not how to hope so great a favour — 

But if a husband should be sought for Livia, 

And 1 be had in mind, as Cotsar’s friend, 

I would but use the glory' of the kindred: 

It should not make me slothful, or less caring 
For Ca‘8ar’s state: it were enough to me 
It did confirm, and strengthen my weak house, 
Against the now unequal opposition 
Of Agnppina; and for dear regard 
Onto my children, this I wish: myself 
Have no ambition farther than to end 
My days in service of so dear a master. 

Tib. We cannot but commend thy piety. 

Most loved Sejanus, in acknowledging 

Those bounties; which we, faintly, such remember-— 

But to Ihy suit. The rest of mortal men. 

In all their drifts and counsels, pursue profit; 

Princes alone are of a different sort, 

Directing tlieir main actions still to fume: 

We therefore will take time to think and answer. 

For Livia she can best, herself, resoive 
If she ivill marry, after Drusus, or 
Continue in the family; besides. 

She hath a mother, and a grandam yet. 

Whose nearer counsels she may guide her by: 

But I will simply deal. That enmity 
Thou fear’st in Agrippina, would burn more. 

If Livia’s marria^ should, as ’twere in parts. 

Divide the imperial house; an emulation 

‘ Tacit. Ann. ub. iv. p. 85. 

^ Filia ejus Claudii filio despoosa. 
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Between the women might break forth ; and discord 
Ruin the sons and nephews on both hands. 

What if it cause some present difference 7 
Thou art not safe, Sejanus, if thou prove it. 

Canst thou believe, Uiat Livia, first the wife 
To Caiua CjEsar,* then my Drusus, now 
Will be contented to grow old with thee, 

Born but a private gentleman of Rome, 

And raise thee with her loss, if not her shnme? 

Or say tlmt I should wish it, canst thou think 
The senate, or the people (who have seen 
Her brother, father, and our ancestors, 

In liighest place of empire) will endure itt 
The state thou bold'st alr^dy, is in talk; 

Men murmur at thy greatness; and the nobles 
Stick not, in public, to upbraid thy climbing 
Above our father’s favours, or thy scale: 

And dare accuse me, from their hate to thee. 

Be wise, dear friencL We would not hide theee things, 

For friendship’s dear respect: Nor will we stand 
Adverse to thine, or Livia’s designments. 

What we have purposed to thee, in our thought, 

And with what near degrees of love to bind thee. 

And make thee equal to us; for the present, 

We will forbear to speak. Only thus much 
Believe, our loved Sejanus, we not know 
That height in blood or honour, which thy virtue 
And mind to us, may not aspire with merit. 

And this we’ll publish on all watch’d occasion 
The senate or tne people shall present. 

Sej. I am restored, and to my sense again. 

Which I had lost in this so blinding suit. 

Gesar hath taught me better to refuse. 

Than I knew how to ask. How pleaseth Ctesar* 

T embrace my late advice for leaving Rome 7 
Tff>. We are resolved. 

Sej. H^ are some motives more, [Oivu him a paver. 

Which 1 have thought on since, may more confirm. 

Tib. Careful Sejanus 1 we will straight peruse them . 

Go forward Id out maia design, and prosper* r ^ wi 

If those but take, I shall. Dull, heew Oesarl ^ 
Wouldst thou tell me, thy favours were made crimes. 

that my fortunes were esteem’d thy faults, 

That thou for me wert hated, and not think 
I would with winged haste prevent that change, 

WTien thou might’st win all to thyself again, 

By forfeiture of met Did those fond words 

* August, nepod et M. Vapsanli Agrippa) fiUo cx Julia. 

Taat. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 85. Dio. Ub. Ivili. 
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Fly swifter from thy lips, than this my bram. 

This sparkling forge, created me an armour 
T’ encounter chance and thee? Well, read my charms, 
And may they lay that hold upon thy senses. 

As thou hadst snuft up hemlock, or ta’en down 
The juice of poppy and of mandrakes. Sleep, 
Voluptuous Ca’sar, and security 
Seize on thy stupid powers, and leave them dead 
To public cares ; awake but to thy lusts, 

The strength of which makes thy libidinous soul 
Itch to leave Rome! and I have thrust it on; 

With blaming of the city business, 

The multitude of suits, the confluence 
Of suitors; then their importunacies, 

The manifold distractions ho must suffer. 

Besides ill-rumours, envies, and reproaches. 

All wliich a quiet and retired life. 

Larded with ease and pleasure,' did avoid: 

And yet for any weighty and great affair. 

The fittest place to give the soundest counsels. 

By this I shall remove him both from thought 
And knowledge of his own most dear affairs; 

Draw all dispatches through my private hands; 

Know his designments, and pursue mine own; 

Make mine own strengths by giving suits and places. 
Conferring dignities and offices; 

And these that hate me now, wanting access 
To him, will make their envy none, or less: 

For when they see me arbiter of all. 

They must observe; or else, with Casar fall. 


SCENE ni. — Another Boom in the same. 
Enter Tibebius. 

Ttb To marry Livia ! will no less, Sejanus, 
Content thy aim ? no lower object ? well ! ^ 

Thou know’st how thou art wrought into o\u trust, 
Woven in our design; and think’st we must 
Now use thee, whatsoe’er thy projects ye: 

’Tis true. But yet with caution and fit care. 

And, now we better think who s there within T 

Enter on Officer. 

Off. Caesar! 

Tib To leave our journey off, were sm 
’Gainst our decreed delights; and would appear 
Doubt; or, what less becomes a pnny, low fear. 
Yet doubt hath law, and fears have their excuse. 

» Tacit. Ana. Lib. iv. p. 85. 



357 


Sejanus 


Where princes’ states plead necessary use; 

As ours doth now; more in Sejanus' pride, 

Than all fell Agrippina’s hates beside. 

Those are the dreadful enemies we raise 
With favours, and make dangerous with praise; 

The injured by us may have will alike. 

But ’tis the favourite hath the power to strike; 

And fury ever boils more high and strong, 

Heat with ambition, than revenge of wrong. 

'Tis then a part of supreme skill, to grace 
No man too much; but hold a certain space 
Between the ascender’s rise, and thine own flat, 

Lest, when all rounds be reach’d, his aim be that. 

’Tis thought, [ylsi'dc.]— Is Macro 1 in the palace? see: 
If not, go seek him, to come to us. [£rii He 

Must be the organ we must work by now; 

Though none less apt for trust: need doth allow 
What choice would not. 1 have heard that aconite, 
Being timely taken, hath a healing might 
Against the scorpion's stroke: the proof we’ll give: 
That, while two poisons 'nTCStle, we may live. 

He hath a spirit too working to be used 
But to the encounter of his like; excused 
Are wiser sov’reigns then, that raise one ill 
Against another, and both safely kill: 

The prince that feeds great natures, the}' will sway him; 
Who nourisheth a lion must obey him ..— 


Re-enter Officer, wth Macbo. 

Macro, we sent for you. 

Mac. I heard so, Csesat. 

Tib. Leave us a while. [Exit 0/?icer.]— When you shall know, 
good Macro, 

The causes of our sending, and the ends, 

You will then hearken nearer; end be pleas’d 
You stand so high both in our choice and trust. 

Mac. The humblest place in Casar’s choice or trust. 

May make glad Macro proud; without ambition. 

Save to do Coesar eervice. 

Tib. Leave your courtings. 

We are in purpose, Macro, ^ to depart 
The city for a time, and see ^mpania; 

Not for our pleaaxires, but to dedicate 
A pair of temples, one to Jupiter 
At Capua; th’ o^er at® Nolo, to Augustus: 


*“• '* Tacit. Amt. 

* Suet. Tib. c. 4 . Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. hiii. p. yn 

* Suet. Tib. c, 43 . Tacit. Ann. Lab. iv. p. 91 . 
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In which great work, perhaps our stay will be 

Beyond our will produced. Now since we are 

Not ignorant what danger may be born 

Out of our shortest absence in a state 

So subject unto envy, and embroil’d 

With hate and faction; we have thought on theo^ 

Amongst a field of Iloman.s, worthiest Macro, 

To be our eye and ear: to keep strict watch 
On Agrippina, Nero, Drusus; ay, 

And on Sejanus; not that we distrust 

His loyalty, or do repent one grace 

Of all that heap we have conferred on him; 

For that were to disparage our election, 

And call that judgment now in doubt, which then 
Seem'd as unquestion’d aa an oracle— 

But, greatness hath his cankers. Worms and moths 
Breed out of too much humour, in the things 
Which after they consume, tran<»ferring quite 
The substance of their makers into themselves. 

Macro is sharp, and apprehends: besides, 

I know him subtle, close, wise, and well-read 
In man, and his large nature; be hath studied 
Affections, passions, knows their springs, their ends. 
Which way, and whether they will work: ’tis proof 
Enough of his great merit, that we trust him. 

Then to a point, because our conference 
Cannot be long without suspicion— 

Here, Macro, we assign thee, both to spy, 

Inform, and chastise; think, and use thy means. 

Thy ministers, what, where, on whom thou wilt; 
Explore, plot, practise: all thou dost in this 
Shall be, as if the senate, or the laws 
Had given it privilege, and thou thence styled 
The saviour both of Cwsar and of Rome. 

We will not take thy answer but in act: 

Whereto, as thou procoed’st, we hope to hear 
By tnist^ messengers. If ’t be inquired. 

Wherefore we call’d you, say you have in charge 
To see our chariots ready, and our horse. — 

Be still our loved and, shortly, honour’d Macro. 

Mac. I will not ask, why Caesar bids do this; 

But joy that he bids me.i It is the bliss 
Of courts to be employ’d, no matter how; 

A prince’s power makes all lus actions virtue. 

We, whom he works by, are dumb instruments. 

To do, but not inquire: his great intents 
Are to be served, not seerch'cL Yet, as that bo^v 
Is most in hand, whose owner best doth know 
• De Macrone et ingenio ejus, cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. %i. pp. i*4. 
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To affect his aims; so let Uiat statesman hope 
Most use, most price, can hit his prince’s scope. 
Nor must he look at what, or whom to strike, 

But loose at all; each mark must be alike. 

Were it to plot against the fame, the life 
Of one, with whom I twinn'd; remove a wife 
From my warm side, as loved as is the air; 
Practise away each parent; draw mine heir 
In compass, though but one; work all my kin 
To swift perdition; leave no untrain'd engine, 

For friendship, or for innocence; nay, 

The gods all guilty; I would undert^e 

This, being imposed me, both with gain and caset 

The way to rise is to obey and please. 

He that will thrive in state, he must neglect 
The trodden paths that truth and right respect; 
And prove new, wilder ways: for virtue there 
Is not that narrow thing, she is elsewhere; 

Men’s fortune there is virtue; reason their will; 
Their license, law; and their observance, ekilL 
Occasion is their foil; conscience, their stain; 
Profit their lustre; and what else is, vain. 

If then it be the lust of Cs'sar’s power, ^ 

To have raised Sejanus up, and in an hour 
O’erturn him, tumbling down, from height of all; 
We are his ready engine: and his fall 
May be our rise. It is no uncouth thing 
To see fresh buildings from old ruins spring. 


ACT IV 


SCENE I . — An AparlmtrU m Aorippina’s House, 
Enter Gallus and Agrippina. 


Gal. You must have patience,* royal Agrippina. 

Agr. I must have vengeance, first; and that were nectar 
Unto my famish’d spirits. 0 , my fortune. 

Let it be sudden thou prepar’st against me; 

Strike all my powers of underetanding blind. 

And ignorant of destiny to cornel 
Let me not fear that cannot hope. 

Gal. Dear princess, 

Th«e t^^anmes on youj^lf, are worse than Cfrsar’a. 

Is th© happiness of being born great? 

Still to bd aim’d at t still to bo suspoctod T 


* Vide Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718, etc. 

• Acnpplna semper atroi, turn tt periculo 
Ann. Lib. iv, p. 89. 


piopiaquQ accensso 
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To live the snbject of all jealousies? 

At least the colour made, if not the ground 
To every painted danger? who would not 
Choose once to fall, than thus to hang for ever? 

Gal. You might be safe if you would — 

Agr. What, my Gallxia! 

Be lewd Sejanus’ strumpet, or the bawd 
To Ciesar’s lusts, he now is gone to practise? 

Not these are safe, where nothing is. Yourself, 

While thus you stand but by me, are not safe. 

Was Silius safe? or the good Sosia safe? 

Or was my niece, dear Claudia Pulchra,* safe, 

Or innocent Furnius? they that latest have 
(By being made guilty) added reputation ^ 

To Afer’s eloquence? 0, foolish friends. 

Could not so fresh example warn your loves. 

But you must buy my favours with that loss 
Unto yourselves; and when you might perceive 
That Caesar’s cause of raging must forsake him, 

Before his will! Away, good Galliis, leave me. 

Here to be seen, is danger; to speak, treason: 

To do me least observance, is call’d faction. 

You are unhappy in me, and I in all. 

Where are my sons, Nero and Drusus? We 
Are they be shot at; let us fall apart; 

Not in our ruins, sepulchre our friends. 

Or shall we do some action like offence. 

To mock thoir studies that would make us faulty. 

And frustrate practice by preventing it? 

The danger's like: for what they can contrive. 

They ^vill make good. No innocence is safe, 

When power contests: nor can they trespass more. 

Whose only being was all crime before. 

Enter Nero, Drusus, and Cauoula. 

Jfer. You hear Sejanus is come back from Ca?6ar ? 

Oal. No. How? disgraced? 

Dru. More graced now than ever. 

Oal. By what mischance? 

Cal. A fortune like enough 
Once to be bad. 

Dru. But turn’d too good to both. 

Oal. What was’ t? 

Ner. Tiberius * sitting at his me.it. 

In a farm-house they call Spelunca,'* sited 

* Pulchra et Fumius damnat. Tacit. Aon. Lib. iv. p. 89. 

• Afer primoribus oratonun addiius, divulgato ingemo, etc. Tacit. .Ann 

Lib. Iv. p. 89. 

• Tacit. Ann. Lib. Iv. p. 01. 

♦ Pr^torium Su«t. appcliat. Tib. c. 39 « 
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By the eea-slde, among the Fundane bills, 

Within a natural cave; part of the grot. 

About the entry, fell, and overwhelm'd 
Some of the waiters; others ran away: 

Only Sejanus with his knees, hands, face, 

O’erhanging Caesar, did oppose himself 
To the remaining ruins, and was found 
In that so labouring posture by the soldiers 
That came to succour him. With which adventure. 

He hath so fix’d himself in Cscsar’s trust,^ 

As thunder cannot move him, and is come 
With all the height of Caesar’s praise to Rome. 

Agr. And power, to turn those ruins all on us; 

And bury whole posterities beneath them. 

Nero, and Drusus, and Caligula, 

Your places are the next, and therefore most 
In their offence. Think on your birth and blood. 

Awake your spirits, meet their violence; 

*Tis princely when a tyrant doth oppose. 

And is a fortune sent to exercise 

Your virtue, as the wind doth try strong trees, 

^Vho by vexation grow more sound and firm. 

After your father’s fall, and uncle’s fate, 

What can you hope, but all the change of stroke 
That force or sleight can give? then stand upright; 

And though you do not act, yet suffer nobly: 

Be worthy of my womb, and take strong chear; 

What we do know will come, we should not fear. [Frcunl. 

SCENE \l.—The Sirtei, 


Enter AIaobo. 

Mac. Return’d so soon! renew’d in trust and grace 1 
Is Caesar then so weak, or hath the place 
But wrought this alteration %Tith the air; 

And he, on next remove, will all repair? 

Macro, thou art engaged: and what before 
Was public; now, must be thy private, more. 

The w^l of Caesar, fitness did imply; 

But thine own fate confers necessity 

On thy employment; and the thoughts bom nearest 

Unto ourselves, move swiftest still, and dearest. 

If he recover, thou art lost; yea, all 

The weight of preparation to his fall 

Will turn on thee, and crush thee: therefore strike 

Before he settle, to prevent the like 

Upon thyself. He doth his vantage know. 

That makes it home, and gives the foremost blow fBxi'f 

magi. 
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SCENE III . — An upper Room of Agrippina’s Hoxut, 
Enter Lati.vri;?, Rurrs, and Opsnrs 

Ixit. It is a service * lord Sejaous will 
See well requited, and accept of nobly. 

Here place yourself between the roof and ceiling; 

And when I bring him to bis words of danger. 

Reveal yourselves, and take him. 

Hnf. Is ho come? 

Lai. I’ll now go fetch him. [Eii 

Ops. With good speed. — I long 
To merit from the state in such an action. 

Ruf. I hope, it will obtain the consulship 
For one of us. 

Ops. Wo cannot think of less. 

To bring in one so dangerous as Sabinus. 

ixuf. Ho was » follower of Gennanicus, 

And still is an observer of his wife 
And children,* though they be declined in grace 
A daily visitant, keeps them company 
In private and in public, and is noted 
To be the only client of the house: 

Pray Jove, he will be free to Latiaris. 

Ops. He’s allied to him, and doth trust him well. 

Ruf. And he'll requite his trustl 

Ops. To do an oiTice 
So grateful to the state, I know no man 
But would strain nearer bands, than kindred — 

Ruf. Listl 
1 hear them come. 

Ops. Shift to our holes * with silence. [They retire. 

Re-enter Latiaris and Sabikus. 

Lat. It is a noble constancy yon shew 
To this afflicted house; that not like others, 

The friends of season, you do follow fortune, 

And, in the winter of their fate, forsake 

The place whose glories warm’d you. You are just, 

And worthy such a princely patron’s love, 

As was the world’s renownM Gcrmanicus: 

Whose ample merit when I call to thought. 

And see his \vife and issue, objects made 
To so much envy, jealousy, and hate; 

* Sabinum aggrediuntur cupidine consulalus, ad quem non nisi per 
Sejanum aditus, Deque Seiani voluntas nisi scelere quarebatiir. Tacit. 
Lib. iv. p. 94. Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 711. 

» Eoque apud bonos laudatus, et gravis miquis. Tacit. Lib. Iv. p. 04 * 

• Haud minus turpi latebrd quam detestandd fraude, sese abstrudunt; 
foraminlbus et rimis aurem admovent. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. c. 69. 
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It makes me ready to accuse the goda 
Of negligence, as men of tyranny. 

Sab. They must be patient, so must wa 
Lat. 0 Jove, 

What will become of us or of the timp*. 

When, to be high or noble, are made crimes. 

When land and treasure are most dangerous faults T 
Sab. Nay, when our table, yea our bed,^ assaults 
Our peace and safety? when our writings ere, 

By anv envious instruments, that dare 
Apply’ them to the gviilty. made to speak 
What they will have to lit their tyrannous wreak? 

When ignorance is scarcely innocence; 

And knowledge made a capital olTence? 

When not so much, but the bare empty shade 
Of liberty is reft us; and we made 
The prey to greedy vultures and vile spies. 

That first transfix us with their murdering eyes. 

Lai. Methinks the genius of the Roman race 
Should not be so extinct, but that bright flame 
Of liberty might be revived again, 

{Wliich no good man but with his life should lose) 

And we not sit like spent and patient fools, 

Still puffing in the dark at one poor coal, 

Held on by hope till the last spark is out 
The cause is public, and the honour, name, 

The immortality of every soul. 

That is not bastard or a slave in Rome, 

Tliereio concern’d: whereto, if men would change 
The wearied arm, and for the weighty shield 
So long sustain’d, employ the facile sword. 

We might soon have assurance of our vows. 

This ass’s fortitude doth tire us all: 

It must be active valour must redeem 
Our loss, or none. The rock and our hard steel 
Should meet to enforce those glorious fires again. 

Whose splendour cheer’d the world, and heat gave life, 

No less than doth the sun’s. 

Sab. ’Twere better stay 
In lasting darkness, and despair of day. 

No ill should force the subject undertake 
Against the sovereign, more than hell should make 
The gods do wrong. A good man should and must 
Sit rather down with loss, than rise unjust. 

Though, when the Romans first did yield themaelvne 
To one man’s power, they did not mean their lives, 

Their fortunes and their liberties, ehould be 

‘Ne nox quidem secura, cum uxor (Nerools) vigilias, somnos. susplrla 
main Liviae, atque ilia Sejano patefaceret. Tacit. Atm. Lib. tv. p. 9a. 
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His absolute spoil, as purchased by the sword. 

Lat. Why we are worse, if to be slaves, and bond 
To C'psar’s slave be such, the proud SejanusI 
Ho tl\at is all, does all, gives Ca?sar leave 
To hide his ulcerous and anointed face,i 
With his bald cro\vn at Rhodes,^ while he here stalks 
Upon the heads of Romans, and their princes, 

Familiarly to empire. 

Sab. Now you touch 
A point indeed, wherein he shews hia art, 

As well as power. 

Lni. And villainy in both. 

Do you observe where Livia lodges? how 
Dnisus came dead? what men have been cut olT? 

Sab. Yes, those are things removed: I nearer look'd 
Into his later practice, where he stands 
Declared a master in his mystery. 

First, ere Tiberius went, he wrought hia fear 
To think that Agrippina sought his death. 

Then put those doubts in her; sent her oft word. 

Under the show of friendship, to beware 
Of Ca?aar, for he laid to poison ® her: 

Drave them to frowns, to mutual jealousies. 

Which, now, in visible hatred are burst out. 

Since, he hath hod his hired instruments 
To work •* on Nero, and to heave him up; 

To tell him C.-esar’s old, that all the people, 

Yea, all the army have their eyes on him; 

That both do long to have him undertake 
Something of worth, to give the world a hope? 

Bids him to court their grace: the easy youth 
Perliaps gives ear, which straight he writes to C-Tsarj 
And with this comment: See yon dangerous boy; 

Note but the practice of the mother, there; 

She's tying him for purposes at haml. 

With men of sword. Here’s C®sar put in fright 
'Gainst son and mother. Yet, he leaves not thus. 

The second brother, Drusus. a fierce nature, 

And fitter for his snares, because ambitious 
And full of envy, him » he clasps and hugs. 

Poisons with praise, tells him what hearts he wear^ 

How bright he sUnds in popular eipectanco; 

That Rome doth suffer with him in the wrong 
His mother does him, by preferring Nero: 

1 Facies ulcerosa ac plerumque medicaminibus intcrslmcta. Tac . 

^^Tacif.' ibid. Et Rhodl secreto, vitare coetus. recondere voluptat« 


Insucrat. 

» Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 90. 

• Tacit. Ann. Lib. Iv. pp. 9». 9*- 


•Tacit. Lib. eod. pp. 9*. 9*- 
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ThoB Beta he them asunder, each ’gainst other. 

Projects the course that eerves him to condemn, 

Keeps in opinion of a friend to all. 

And all driTCs on to ruin. 

Lai. CsBar sleeps, 

And nods at this. 

Sah. Would he might ever sleep, 

Bogg’d in his filthy lusts 1 [OpsiuB and Ru/us rush in. 

Ops. Treason to Casar! 

Ruf. Lay bands upon the traitor, Latiaris, 

Or take the name thyself. 

Lat. I am for C^e.sar. 

Sab. Am I then catch’d? 

Ruf. How think you, sir? you are. 

SnO. Spies of this head, so wliitc, so full of years! 

Well, my most reverend monsters, you may live 
To see yourselves thus snared. 

Ops. Away with himl 
Lat. Hale him away. 

Ruf. To be a spy for traitors. 

Is honourable vigilance. 

Sab. You do well.t 

My most officious instruments of state; 

Men of all uses: drag me hence, away. 

The year is well begun, and I fall fit 
To be an offering to Sejanus. Go I 
Ops. Cover him with his garments, hide his face. 

Sab. It shall not need. Forbear your rude assault. 

The fault’s not shameful, villainy makes a fault. [Extunt. 


SCENE IV . — The Street before Aqrifpzka’s Bouse, 
Enter Macho and Calioula. 


Mae. Sir, but observe how thick your dangers meet 
In his clear drifts I your mother and your brothers,* 
Now cited to the senate; their friend Gallus,* 

Feasted to-day by Caesar, since committed I 
SabinuB here we met, hurri«l to fetters; 

The senators all strook with fear and eUenco, 

Save those whose hopes depend not on good means. 
But force their private prey from public spoil. 

And you must know, if here you stay, your state 
Ib sure to be the subject of his hate. 

As now the object. 

Cal. What would you advise me ? 

Mac. To go for Caprese presently; and there 


1 Tacit. Aim. Ub. iv. pp. 94, 95. » Tacit. Ann. Ub. v. p. 08 

Asmlum Gal. eodem die et convivam 'nberii fuisse et eo 
danmatum narrat Dio. Lib. IvUl. p. 713. ' suoornante 

*N489 
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Give up yourself entirely to your uncle. 

Tell Ciesar (since your 1 mother is accused 
To fly for succours to Augustus’ statue. 

And to the army with your brethren) you 
Have rather chose to place your aids in him, 

Than live suspected; or in hourly fear 
To be thrust out, by bold Sejanus’ plots: 

Which, you shall confidently urge to be 
Most full of peril to the state, and C»sar, 

As being laid to bis peculiar ends, 

And not to be let run with common safety. 

All which, upon the second, I’ll make plain. 

So both shall love and trust with Cssar gain. 

Cal. Away then, let’s prepare us for our journQr. {Exeunt. 


SCENE V. — Another 'part of the Street. 
Enter ARRtrNTitrs. 


Arr. Still dost thou sulTer, heaven! will no flame. 
No heat of sin, make thy just wrath to boil 
Id thy distemper’d bosom, and o’crflow 
The pitchy blazes of impiety. 

Kindled beneath thy throne! Still canst thou sleep. 
Patient, while vice doth make an antick face 
At thy dread power, and blow dust and smoke 
Into thy nostnlsi Jove I will noUiing wake thee? 
Must vile Sejanus pull thee by the beard. 

Ere thou wilt open thy black-lidded eye. 

And look Mm dead ? Well ! snore on, dreaming gods. 
And let tMs last of that proud giant-race 
Heave mountain upon mountain, ’gainst your state— 
Be good unto me, Fortune and you powers, 

Whom I, expostulating, have profaned; 

I see what’s equal with a prodigy. 

A great, a noble Roman, and an honest, 

Live an old man!— 


Enter Lepidus. 

0 Marcus Lepidns,^ 

When is our turn to bleed ? Thyself and I, 
Without our boast, are almost all the few 
Left to be honest in these impious times. 

Lep. What we are left to be, we will be, Lucius; 
Though tyranny did stare as wide as death. 


' Vid. Tacit. Ub. v. p. 94- Suet. Tib. c. 53- 
• De Lepido Uto vId. Tacit Ann. Lib. i. p. 6- Ub. ui 

. p. 81. 
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To fright us from it. 

.•Irr. ’T hath bo on Sabinus. 

Lep. \ saw liim now drawn from tho Gcmonies,* 
And, what increased the direiicss of the fact. 

His faithful dog, 2 upbraiding all ua Romans, 

Never forsook the corps, but, seeing it thrown 
Into the stream, leap’d in, and drown’d with it. 

Arr. 0 act, to be envied him of us men! 

We are the nest the hook lays hold on, Marcus: 
What are thy arts, good patriot, teach them me. 
That have preserved thy hairs to this white dye. 

And kept 80 reverend and so dear a head 
Safe on his comely shoulders? 

Ltp. Arts, Arruntlus! 

None , 3 but tho plain and passive fortitude. 

To suffer and bo silent; never stretch 
These arms against the torrent; live at home. 

With my own thoughts, and innocence about mo. 
Not tempting the wolves’ jaws: these are my arta. 

Arr. I would begin to study ’em, if I thought 
They would secure me. ^lay I pray to Jove 
In secret and be safe? ay, or aloud. 

With open wi.«;hes, so I do not mention 
Tiberius or Sejanus? yes, I must, 

If I speak out. ’Tis hard that. May I think, 

And not be rack’d! What danger is’t to dream, 
Talk in one’s sleep, or cough? Who knows the law? 
May I shake my head without a comment? say 
Jt rains, or it holds up, and not be thrown 
Upon the Gemonies? These now are things. 
Whereon men’s fortune, yea, their faith depends. 
Nothing hath privilege ’gainst the violent ear. 

No place, no day, no hour, we see, is free, 

Not our religious and most sacred times. 

From some one kind of cruelty: all matter 
Nay, all occasion pleaseth. Madmen’s rage. 

The idleness of drunkards, women’s nothing. 

Jester’s simplicity, all, all is good 

That can be catcht at Nor is now the event 

Of any person, or (or any crime. 

To be expected; for ’tis always one: 

Death, with some little difference of place, 

Or time— What’s this? Prince Nero, guarded ! 


*Scala Gemooia fuerunt in Aventino, prope temolum TimftnU 

a CamUlo captis Veiis dictum; a planctu ^gemilS dicti vuuVhSuf 
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Enter Laco ^ arid Nebo, with Guards. 

Lae. On, lictors, keep your way. My lords, forbear. 

On pain of Cassar’s wrath, no mao attempt 
Speech with the prisoner. 

Nero. Noble friends, be safe; 

To lose youiselvea for words, were as vain hazard. 

As unto me small comfort: fare you well. 

Would all Rome’s sufferings in my fate did dwell! 

Lac. Lictors, away. 

Lep. Where goes he, Laco T 
Lac. Sir. 

He’s banish’d into Pontia * by the senate. 

Arr. Do I see, hear, and feel f May I trust sense, 

Or doth my phant’sie form it f 
Lep. Where’s hie brother? 

Lae. Drusus * is prisoner in the palace. 

Arr. Hal 

I smell it now: ’tie rank. Where’s Agrippina? 

Lae. The princess is confined to Pandataria.* 

Arr. Bolts, Vulcan; bolts for Jove! Phoebus, thy bow; 
Stern Mars, thy sword: and, blue*ey'd maid, thy spear; 

Thy club, Alcides: all the armoury 

Of heaven is too little! — Ha! — to guard 

The gods, I meant. Fine, rare dispatch! this same 

Was swiftly born! Confined, imprison’d, banish’d? 

Most tripartite 1 the cause, sir ? 

Lac. Treason. 

Arr. 0! 

The complement of all accusings I that 
Will hit, when all else fails. 

Lep. This turn is strange 1 
But yesterday the people would not hear, 

Far less objected, but cried • Caesar’s letters 

Were false and forged; that all these plots were malice; 

And that the ruin of the prince’s house 
Wm practised ’gainst his knowledge. WTiere are now 
Their voices, now, that they behold his heirs 
Lock’d up, disgraced, led into exile? 

Arr. Hush'd, 

Drown’d in their bellies. Wild Sejanus’ breath 
Hath, like a whirlwind, scatter’d that poor dust. 

With this rude blast,— We’ll talk no treason, sir, ITtirnstoLaco 
If that be it you stand for. Fare you well. and the reM. 

We have no need of horse-leeches. Good spy. 

Now you aro spied, bo goDO. [EzeutU Lgco^ N and (hicrds* 


' Dc Lacoo. vid. Dio. Rooi. Hist. Lib. IvUl. p. 

• Suet. Tib. c. 54. ‘Suet ibid. ‘Suet. ibid. 

• Tadt. Ann. Ub. UJ. p. 62. * Tadt. Ub. v. p. 98. 
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Ltp. I fear you wrong him: 

He bos the voice to be an honest Roman. 

^rr. And trusted to this office I Le[>idu8, 

Fd sooner trust Greek Sinon, than a man 
Our state employs. He’s gone: and being gone, 

I dare tell you, whom I dare better trust, 

That our night-eyed Tiberius ^ doth not see 
Hir minion’s drifts; or, if he do, he’s not 
So arrant subtile, as we fools do take him; 

To breed a mungrel up, in bis own house, 

With his own blood, and, if the good gods please, 

At his own throat, flesh him, to take a leap. 

I do not beg it, heaven; but if the fates 
Grant it these eyes, they must not wink. 

Ltf. They must 
Not see it, Lucius. 

Art. Who should let them T 
Ltp. Zeal, 

And duty: with the thought he is our prince. 

An. He is our monster: forfeited to vice 
So far, as no rack’d virtue can redeem him. 

His loathed person ^ fouler than all crimes; 

An emperor, only in his lusts. Retired, 

P>om all regard of his own fame, or Rome’s, 

Into an obscure island; ^ where he lives 
Acting his tragedies with a comic face. 

Amidst his route of Chaldees: * spending hours. 

Days, weeks, and months, in the unkind abuse 
Of grave astrology, to the bane of men. 

Casting the scope of men’s nativities. 

And having found auglit worthy in their fortune. 

Kill, or precipitate them in the sea. 

And boast, he can mock fate. Nay, muse not: these 
Are far from ends of evil, scarce degrees. 

He hath his slaughter-house at Caprerc; 

Where he doth study murder, as an art; 

And they are dearest in his grace, that can 
Devise the deepest tortures. Thither, too. 

He hath his boys, and beauteous girls ta’en up 
Out of our noblest houses, the best form’d, 

Best nurtured, and most modest; what’s their good, 
Serves to provoke his bad. Some are allured,^ 

Some threaten’d; others, by their frienii detained. 


' Tiberius in tenebris videret ; testibus Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib Ivii n Sot 
E t PUn. Nat. Hist. Lib. U. c. 37. 

* Cons. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 91. {Juv. Sat. 4.) 

• Vid. Suet. Tib. de secessu Caprensb c. 43. Dio. p. 715. Tuv Sat 10 

Tlb^c *6a em*' P- Let 

•Tacit. Ann*. Lib. vl. p. 100. Suet. Tib. c, 43. 
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Are ravish’d hence, like captives, and, in eight 
Of their most grieved parents, dealt away 
Unto his spintries, sellarics, and slaves, 

Masters of strange and new commented lusts, 

For which wise nature hath not left a name. 

To this (what most strikes us, and bleeding Rome) 
He is, with all his craft, become t the ward 
To his own vassal, a stale catamite: 

Whom he, upon our low and suffering necks. 

Hath raised from excrement to side the gods. 

And have his proper sacrifice in Rome: 
tVhich Jove beholds, and yet will sooner rive 
A senseless oak with thunder than his tmuk!~ 


Re-enter Laco,* with PoMPONnjs and Minutius. 


Lac. These letters ^ make men doubtful what t’ expect, 
Whether his coming, or his death. 

Pom. Troth, both: 

And which comes soonest, thank the gods for. 

Arr. List! 

Their talk is Ciesar; I would hear all voices. 

[Arrunt. and Lepidvs eland asxdi. 

Min. One day.^ he’s well; and will return to Rome; 

The next day, sick; and knows not when to hope it. 

Lac. True; and to-day, one of Sejanus’ friends 
Honour’d by special writ; and on the morrow 
Another punish’d— 

Pom. By more special writ. 

Min. This man ^ receives his praises of Sejanus, 

A second but slight mention, a third none, 

A fourth rebukes: and thus he leaves the senate 
Divided and suspended, all uncertain. 

Lac. These forked tricks, I understand them not: 

Would be would tell os whom be loves or hates. 

That we might follow, without fear or doubt. 

Arr. Good Heliotrope ! Is this your honest man 7 
Let htm be yours so still; he is my knave. 

Pom. I cannot tell, Sejanus still goes on, 

And mounts, we see; « new statnes are advanced. 

Fresh leaves of titles, large inscriptions read. 

His fortune sworn by,’ himself new gone out 
Osar’s 8 colleague in the fifth consulship; 


‘ \jee. Dio. Rom. Hist. Ub. Iviu. p. 7i4- 

• De Pomponio fit Minutio vid. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. 

• Dio. Rora. Hist. Lib. IvUi. p. 7i6- 

‘ Dio. ibid. ^ 

• Lee Tacit. Aon. Ub. iv. P- 96- u * n:., 

» ^lationis pleni omnes ejus Forlunam jurabant. Dio. 

Lib. Iviii. p. 7M- _ 

• Dio. p. 714 - Suet. Tib. c. 6$.* 
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Alore altars smoke to him than all the gods; 

What would we more? 

Arr. That the dear smoke would choke him, 

That would I more. 

Lep. Peace, good Arruntius. 

Lai. But there are letters t come, they say, ev'o now. 
Which do forbid that last. 

Min. Do you hear so? 

Lac. Yes. 

Pom. By Castor, that’s the worst. 

Arr. By Pollux, best, 

Jftn. I did not like the sign, when Regulus,* 

Whom all we know uo friend unto Sejanu.'. 

Did, by Tiberius’ so precise command 
Succeed a fellow in the consulship: 

It boded somewhat. 

Pom. Not a mote. His partner,® 

Fulcinius Trio, is his own, and sore. — 

Here cornea Terentius. 


Enter Tehkntius. 


He can give us more. 

- „„ , , ,. . ^ whUper with Terentius. 

Lep. 1 II n© er b 6 li 6 V 6 , but Caesar baUi soma set^at 

Of bold Sejanus’ footing.^ These cross points 
Of vap^ing letters, and opposing consuls. 

Mingling nis honours and his punishments. 

Feigning now ill, now well,® raising Sejanus, 

And then depressing him, as now of late 

In all reports we have it, cannot be 

Empty of practice: ’tis Tiberius’ art 

For having found his favourite grown too great 

And with his greatness « strong; that all the soldiers 

Are, with their leaders, made a his devotion; 

That almost all the senate are his creatures. 

Or hold on him their main depeudenoies. 

Either for benefit, or hope, or fear; 

And that himself hath lost much of his own, 

By parting unto him; and, by th’ increase 
Of his rank lusts and rages, quite disarm’d 
Himself of love, or other public means, 

To dare an open oontostation; 

His subtUty hath chose this doobling line. 

To hold him even in: not so to fear him, 

As wholly put him out, and yet give check 
Unto his farther boldness. In mean time. 

By bis employments, makes him odious 


Dio. Lib. iviii. p. 718. 
Suet. Tib. c. 65. 


I De Rofulo cons. Dio. Ibid, 
• Dio, p. 726. 


* Dio. Ibid. 

• Dio. p. 714. 
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Dnto the st&ggering rout, whose aid, in flue, 

He hopes to use, as sure, who, when they sway, 

Bear down, o’erturn all objects in their way. 

Att. You may be a Lynceus, Lepidus: yet I 
See no such cause, but that a politic tyrant, 

Who can so well disguise it, should have ta’en 
A nearer way: feign’d honest, and come home 
To cut his throat, by law. 

Lfp. Ay, but his fear 

Would ne’er be mask’d, allbe his vices were. 
l^om. His lordship then is still in grace? 

Ttr. Assure you. 

Never in more, either of grace or power. 

Pom. The gods are wise and just. 

Arr. The fiends they are, 

To suffer thee belie ’em. 

Ttr. I have here 

His last and present letters, where he writes him, 

TAe partner of his cares, and Aw Sejanus . — 

Lae. But is that true,^ it is prohibited 
To sacrifice unto him ? 

Ter. Some such thing 
Caesar makes scruple of, but forbids it not; 

No more than to Umself: says be could ndsh 
It were forbom to all. 

Lac. Is it no other? 

Ter. No other, on my trust. For your more surety. 
Here is that letter too. 

Arr. How easily 

Do wretched men believe, what they would havel 
Looks this like plot? 

Lep. Noble Arnintius, stay. 

Lac. He names bim here > without bis titles. 

Lep. Note! 

Arr. Yes, and come off your notable fool. I will. 
Lac. No other than Sejanus. 

Pom. That’s but haste 

In him that writes: here he gives large amends. 

Mar. And with his own band wntteu ? 

Pom. Yes* 

Lac. Indeed? 

Ter. Believe it, gentlemen, Sejanus breast 
Never received more full contentments in. 

Than at this present. 

Pom. Takes he well * the escape 
Of young Caligula, with Macro? 

Ter. Faith, . , , , . 

At the first air it somewhat troubled htm. 

* Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Mil. p. 718. ' Dio. ibi 


* Dio. p. 7 * 7 - 
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Lep. Observe you? 

Arr. Nothing; riddles. 'Hll I see 
Sejanu.s struck, no sound thereof strikes me. 

[Exeunt Arrun. and Lepidu«, 
Pom. I like it not. 1 muse he would not attempt 
Somewhat against him in the consulship,^ 

Seeing the people ’gin to favour him. 

Ter. He doth repent it now; but he has employ’d 
Pagonianus after him: ^ and he holds 
That correspondence there, uith alt that are 
Near about Desar, as no thought can pass 
Without his knowledge, thence in act to front him. 

Pom. 1 gratulate the news. 

Lac. But how comes Macro 
So in trust and favour with Caligula? 

Pom. 0, sir, he has a wife; ^ and the young prince 
An appetite: he can look up, and spy 
Flies in the roof, when there are 6eas i’ the bed; 

And hath a learned nose to assure his sleeps. 

Who to be favour’d of the rising sun. 

Would not lend little of his waning moon? 

It is the safst ambition. Noble Terentius, 

Ter. The night grows fast upon us. At your service. [Exeunt, 


ACT V 


SCENE J.—~An Apartment »n SwaNua’ House, 

Enter SEjaiJua. 


Sej. Swell, swell, my joys; and faint not to declare 
Yourselves as ample as your causes are. 

1 did not live till now; tliis my first hour; 

Wherein I see my thoughts reach’d by my power. 

But this, and gripe my wishes.^ Great and higl^ 

The world knows only two, that’s Rome and 1. 

My roof receives me not; ’tis air 1 tread; 

And, at each stop, I feel my advanced head 
Knock out a star in heaven! rear’d to this height, 

AU my desires seem modest, poor, and slight, 

That did before sound impudent: ’tis place. 

Not blood, discerns the noble and the base. 

Is there not something more than to be Qesar? 

Must we rest there? it irks t’ have come so far, 

To be so near a stay. Caligula, * 


* Dio. p. 717. 

; Pagoniano. vid TaciL Ann. Ub. vi. p. 101. alibi Paconlano. 

* iacit. CODS. Add. Lib. vi p. 114 

Ub.^J. P- '‘ 5 - “ Taat. Axm 
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Would thou atood’st stiil, and many in our wayl 
Winda lose their strength, when they do empty fly. 

Unmet of woods or biddings; great flres die. 

That want their matter to withstand them: so, 

It is our grief, and will be our loss, to know 
Our power shall vTant opposites; unless 
The gods, by mixing in the cause, would bless 
Our fortune with their conquest. That were worth 
Sejanus’ strife; durst fates but bring it forth. 

EvXtr Tbeentius. 

Ter. Safety to great Sejanusl 
8ej. Now, Terentius? 

Ter. Hears not my lord the wonder? 

Stj. Speak it, no. 

Ter. I meet it Tiolent in the people’s mouths. 

Who run in routs to Pompey’s theatre, 

To view your statue, i which, they say, sends forth 
A smoke, as from a furnace, black and dreadful. 

Sej. Some traitor hath put fire in: you, go see. 

And lot the head be taken off, to look 
What ’tie. {Exit Terenttn8 .'\ — Some slave bath practised 
imposture. 

To stir the people. — How now! why return you? 

Re-enter Tbbbn'tius, with Satrius and Natta. 

3at. The head,® my lord, already is ta’en off, 

I saw it; and, at opening, there leapt out 
A great and monstrous serpent. 

Sej. Monstrous I why? 

Had it a beard, end boms? no heart? a tongue 
Forked as flattery? look’d it of the hue. 

To such as live in great men’s bosoms? was 
The spirit of it Macro’s? 

Nat. May it please 

The most divine Sejanus, in my days, 

(And by his sacred fortune, I affirm it,) 

I have not seen a more extended, grown. 

Foul, spotted, venomous, ugly— 

Sej. O, the fates! 

What a wild muster’s here of attributes, 

T* express a worm, a snake! 

Ter. But how that should 

Come there, my lord! 

Sej. What, and you too, Terentius! 

I think you mean to make ’t a prodigv 
In your reporting. 

Ter. Can the wise Sejanus 
» Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 7*7- 


• Dio. ibid. 
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Think heaven bath meant it less? 

Se). 0, superstition 1 

Why, then the tailing > of our bed, that brake 
This morning, burden’d with the populous weight, 
Of our expecting clients, to salute us; 

Or running * of the cat betwixt our legs, 

As we set forth unto the Capitol, 

Were prodigies. 

Ter. I think them ominous; 

And would they had not happened! As, to-day, 
The fate of some^ your servants: who, declining 
Their way, not able, for the throng, to follow, 

Slipt down the Gemonies, and brake their necks 1 
Besides, in taking your last augury,* 

No prosperous bird appear’d; but croaking ravens 
Flagg’d up and down, and from the sacrifice 
Flew to the prison, where they eat all night. 

Beating the air with their obstreperous beaks ! 

I dare not counsel, but I could entreat, 

That great Sejanus would attempt the gods 
Once more with sacrifice. 

Sej. What excellent fools 
Religion makes of men I Believes Terentius, 

If these were dangers, as I shame to think them. 
The gods could change the certain course of fate ? 

Or, if they could they would, now in a moment, 

For a beeve's fat, or less, be bribesd to invert 
Those long decrees? Then think the gods, like flies. 
Are to be taken with the steam of flesh. 

Or blood, diflfnsed about Uieir altars: think 
Their power as cheap os I esteem it small.— 

Of all the throng that fill th’ Olympian hall. 

And, without pity, lade poor Atlas’ back, 

I know not that one deity, but Fortune, 

To whom I would throw up, in begging smoke, 

One grain of incense; * or whose ear I’d buy 
With thus much oil. Her I, indeed, adore; 

And keep her grateful image* in my house. 
Sometime belonging to a Roman king. 

But now call’d mine, as by the better style: 

To her I oaro not, if, for satisfj'ing 

Your scrupulous phant'sies, I go offer. Bid 

Our priest prepare us honey, milk, and poppy ,7 


• Dio. Ibid. p. yie. 


‘ Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 715. 

* Dio. ibid. « 

* r.rani tuns. Plaut. Pamu. A. 1 . Sc. \. et OWd Fast ’ Ub 'iv 

* Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 717. 

Sa'cS' '* Sluth. Ub. d. 
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His masculme odours, sod night-vestments: say, 

Our rites are instant; which perform’d, you’ll see 

How vain, and worthy laughter, your fears be. [ffreuni. 

SCENE II . — Another Room in the same. 

Enter Cotta and PoMPoyrus. 

Cot. Pomponius, whither in such speed? 

Pom. I go 

To give my lord Sejanus notice— 

Cot. What? 

Pom. Of Macro. 

Cot. Is he come ? 

Pom. Enter’d but now 
The house of Regulus.^ 

Col. The opposite consul 1 
Pom. Some half hour since. 

Cot. And by night tool Stay, sir; 
ril bear you company. 

Pom. Along then — [Exeunt. 


SCENE III . — A Room in REOtnus’s House. 
Enter Maobo, Reottlus, and Attendant. 


Mac. ’Tis Caesar’s will to have a frequent senate; 

And therefore must your edict * lay deep mulct 
On such as shall be absent. 

Reg. So it doth. 

Bear it my fellow consul to adscribe. 

Mae. And tell him it must early be proclaim’d: 

The place Apollo’s temple.® [Exit Attendant. 

Reg. That’s remember’d. 

Mae. And at what hour? 

Reg. Yes. 

Mae. You do forget * 

To send one for the provost of the watch. 

Reg. I have not: here he comes. 

Enter Laco. 


Mae. Gracinus Laco, 

You are a friend most welcome: by and by, 
ni speak with you.— You must procure this list 
Of the prwtorian cohorts, with the names 
Of the centurions, and their tribunes. 


Reg. Ay. 

» Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 718 . Tiat 

•Edicto ut plurlroum senatores in cunam ^ocaios TOnstat, e ^ 
Ann. Lib. 1. et Uv. Lib. u. I-cst. Pon. Lib. xv. vid. Bar. Bnss. de lorin 

Lib. I. et Lips Sat. Menip. 

• Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. IvU. p. 7*8- 


* Dio. ibid. 
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Mac. 1 bring you letters,^ and a health from Csaar 
Lac. Sir, both come well. 

Mac. And hear you T with your note, 

Which are the eminent men, and most of action. 

Reg. That shall be done you too. 

Mac. Most worthy Laco, 

Cxsar salutes you. {Exit Regxdus.} — Consul! death and furies I 
Gone now! — The argument wih please you, sir. 

HolRegulus! The anger of the gods 
Follow your diligent legs, and overtake ’em, 

In likeness of the gout! — 

Re-enUr Reoulus. 

0, my good lord. 

We lack'd you present; I would pray you send 
Another to Fulcinius IMo, straight. 

To tell him you will come, and speak with him: 

The matter we’ll devise, to stay him there. 

While I with Laco do survey the watch. [Exit Regulus. 

What are your strengths, Gracluus? 

Lac. Seven cohorts.^ 

Mac. You see what CsBsar writes; and Goneagainl 

H’ has sure a vein of mercury in his feet. — 

Know you what store of the prtetorian soldiers 
SejanuB holds about him, for his guard? 

Lae. 1 cannot the just number; but, I think, 

Three centuries. 

Mae. Three 1 good. 

Lac. At most not four. 

Mac. And who be those centurions? 

Lac. That the consul 
Can best deliver you. 

Mac. When he’s away I 
Spite on his nimble industry — Gracinus, 

You find what place you hold, there, in the trust 
Of royal Caesar? 

Lac. Ay, and I am — 

Mac. Sir, 

The honours there proposed are but beginnings 
Of his great favours. 

Lae. They aro more— 

Mac. I beard him 
When be did study what to add. 

Lae. My life. 

And all I liold — 

Mae. You were his own first choice: 

Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718. 

De prefect© vigilum vid. Ros. Antiq. Rom. Ub. vii. et Dio. Rom. Hist. 
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Which doth confirm m much aa you can speah; 

And will, if we eucceed, make more Your guards 

Are seven cohorts, you say 1 
Lac. Yes. 

Aloe. Those we must 
Hold still in readiness ^ and undischarged. 

Lac. 1 understand so mneh. But how it can— > 

Alae. Be done without suspicion, you’ll object? 

Be-enter Reoulus. 

Rcy. What’s that? 

Lac. The keeping of the watch in arms, 

When morning comes. 

Mac. The senate shall be met, and set 
So early in the temple, as all mark 
Of that shall be avoided. 

Reg. If we need. 

We have commission to possess the palace, ^ 

Enlarge prince Drusus, and make him our chief. 

Mac. That secret would have burnt his reverend mouth, 
Had he not spit it out now: by the gods, 

You carry things too ■ —Let me borrow a man 
Or two, to bear thes e That of freeing Drusus, 

Ca'sar projected os the last and utmost; 

Not else to be remember’d. 

Eniet Servants. 


Reg. Here are servants. 

Mac. These to Arruntius, these to Lepidus; 

Tliis bear to Cotta, this to Latiaris. 

If they demand you of me, say I have ta’en 

Fresh horse, and am departed. [Fzeuni Servants. 

You, my lord. 


To your colleague, and be you sure to hold him 
With long narration of the new fresh favours. 

Meant to Sejanus, his great patron; I, 

With trusted Laoo, here, are for the guards: 

Then to divide. For, night hath many eyes, 
Whereof, though most do sleep, yet some are spies. 


[Exeunl. 


SCENE IV . — A Sacellum {or Chapel) m Sbjands’s Bouse. 

Enter Praecones,* Flamen,^ Tubicinee, Tibicinee, Ministri, 
Sejanus, Tebentius, Satrius, Natta, tic. 

Prae. Be all profane far hence; “ fly, fly far off: 


> Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. IvUi. p. 718- ^ 

» V'id Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. p. 107. et Suet. Tib. c. 05. , . * 

» PrWcooes, Flamen, hi omnibus sacrificus mteresse tolebant. R • 

Ant. Rom. Lib. iii. Slueb. de Sac. p. 72 * j %\ Gvr Syot. 

* Ex Us, qoi Flamines Cunales diccrentur, vid. ul. Oreg. oyr* j 

17 et OnuD. Panvin. Rep. Rom. Comment, x. rrtn^ 

Moris antiqui crat^ Praecones pr»cedere, et saaisarccre profaaos. 

Briss. Ross. Stueb. LU. Gyr. etc. 
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Be absent far; far hence 6c all 'profane / 

{Tub. and Tib. sound while the Flamen washeth.* 

Fla. We have been faulty, but repent us now, 

And bring pure hands, pure vestments, and pure miods.^ 

1 Min. Pure vessels. 

2 :l/in. And pure offerings. 

3 Min, Garlands pure. 

Fla. Bestow your garlands: * and, with reverence, place 
The vervin on the altar. 

Pr<e. Favour your tongues.^ 

[ While they sound again, the Flamen takes of the honey with his 
finger,^ and tastes, then ministers to all the rest; so of the milkfi 
in an earthen vessel, he deals o6o?i<; which done, he sprinkleih 
upon the altar, milk; then imposeih the honey, arid kindieth his 
gums, and after censing about the altar, placeih his censer 
thereon, into which they put several branches of liopjnj,^ and the 
music ceasing, ■proceeds. 

Fla. Great mother Fortune,^ queen of human state, 

Bectress of action, arbilress of fate. 

To whom all sway, all power, ail empire bows, 

Be present, and propitious to our vows / 

Free. Favour ® it with your tongues. 

Min. Be present and propitious to oor vowsl 

Omnes, Accept our offering and be pleased, great goddess. 

Ter. See. see, the image stirs! 

Sat. And turns away 1 


• Observatum antiquis Invenimus, ut qui rem dlviaam facturus erat 
lautus, ac mandus accederet, et ad suas levandas culpas, se linprimis reuni 
dlcere solitum, et noxa pcemtulsse. LU. G>t. Synt. 17. 

• Id sacris puras manus, puras vestes, pura vasa, etc., antlqul desldora- 
bunt; ut ex \ irg. Plaut. fibul. OWd, etc., pluribus locis constat. 

Alius ritus sertis aras coronare, et verbenas imponcre. 

• Hujusmodi verbis silentium imperatum luisse coostat. Vid. Sen. In 
Ub. dc bcAta vita. Serv, et Doa. ad eum versum. Lib, v, ^Caeid, 

Ore favete omnes, et dogite teiDpcwa ramis. 

• Vocabatur hie ritus Ubatio. Uge Rosin. Ant. Lib. iiL Baa. Brisson 
de form. Lib. i. Stuchmm de Sa^f. et LU, Synt. 17. 

• In sacris Fortunie lacte non vino libabant. usdem test Talia sacrificia 

iplva et dicta. Hoc est sobria, et vino careotia 

» reddere erat el liUre, id est propitlare, et votum Impetrare- 
secundum Nomum MarceUum. Utare cnim Mjc. Ub. iU. c. s^nlicat 

Mcnficio facto placare numen. In quo sens. leg. apud Plaul. ’ ^nec! 
suet. etc. * 

• His solemnlbus prajfatlonibus in sacris ntebantur 

• Quibus, In dawu, popidus yel catus a pnconlbus favere jubebatur- 
Id est bona verba fan. Tails enim altera huius formsk iat p r n 1 j- 1 .. 1 1 

U?xv*^' *' animisque favet? Et Meta^ 

— piumque 

itneada pr®stant et mente, et voce favorem, 

• Solemais formula in loals cuivis nomioi offerendii. 
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Nat. Fortune ^ averts her face. 

Fla. Avert, you gods. 

The prodigy. Still! still, some pious rite 
We have neglected. Yet, heaven be appeased. 

And be all tokens false and void, that speak 
Thy present wrath! 

Sej. Be thou dumb, scrupulous priest: 

And gather up thyself, with these thy wares 
Which I, in spite of thy blind mistress, or 
Thy juggling mystery, religion, throw 

Thus scorned on the earth. [Overturns the statue and the aiiar. 

Nay, hold thy look 
Averted till I woo thee turn again; 

And thou shalt stand to all posterity. 

The eternal game and laughter, with thy neck 
Writh’d to thy tail, like a ridiculous cat. 

Avoid these fumes, these superstitious lights. 

And all these cozening ceremonies: you. 

Your pure and spiced conscience! 

[Exeunt all but Sejanus, Tereni., Satri., and Natta. 

I, the slave 

And mock of fools, scorn on my worthy head 1 
That have been titled and adored a god,^ 

Yea,® sacrificed unto, myself, in Rome, 

No less than Jove: and I be brought to do 
A peevish giglot, rites! perhaps the thought 
And shame of that, made fortune turn her face, 

Knowing herself the leaser deity. 

And but my servant. — Bashful queen, if so, 

Sejanus thanks thy modesty. — Who’s that? 

Enter Pomponfus and MDnjrnrs.^ 

Pom. His fortune suffers, till he hears my news: 

I have waited here too long. Macro, my lord — 

Sej. Speak lower and withdraw. [Takes him aside. 

Ter. Are these things true ? 

iftn. Thousands are gazing at it in the sheets. 

Sej. What’s that ? 

Ter. Minutius tells us here, my lord. 

That a new head being set upon your statue, 

A rope * is since found wreath’d about it! and. 

But now * a fiery meteor in the form 
Of a great ball was seen to roll along 

' Leg. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 7 i 7 - de hoc sacrifido. 

Tadt. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 96. 

* Dio. Ub. Iviii. p. 7 * 6 . 

* De Minutio vld. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. 

‘Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 717- 

* Vld. Senec. Nat. Quest. Lib. i. c. I. 
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The tronbled air, where yet it hangs unperfect. 

The amazing wooder of the multitude! 

Sej. No more. That Macro’s come, ia more than all I 
Ter. Is Macro come? 

Pom. I saw him. 

Ter. Where? with whom? 

Pom. With Regulus. 

Sej. Terentiusl 
Ter. My lord, 

Sej. Send for the tribunes,' we will straight have up 
More of the soldiers for our guard. {Exit Ter.] Minutius, 

We pray you go for Cotta, Latiaris, 

Trio, the consul, or what senators 
You know aro siwe, and ours. [Exit J/tn.] You, my good Natta, 
For Laco, provost of the watch. [Exit A’cU.] Now, Satriu.s, 

The time of proof comes on; arm all our servants. 

And without tumult. [Exit <9nl.] You, Pomponiua, 

Hold some good correspondence with the consul: 

Attempt him, noble friend. [Exit Pomp.] These things begin 
To look like dangers, now, worthy my fates. 

Fortune, I see thy worst: let doubtful stateSi, 

And things uncertain, hang upon thy will: 

Me surest death shall render certain still. 

Yet, why is now my thought turn’d toward death. 

Whom fates have let go on, so far in breath. 

Uncheck’d or unreproved? 1,^ tbat did help 
To fell the lofty cedar of the world, 

Gennanicus; that at one stroke cut down * 

Dnisus. that upright elm; wither’d his vine; 

L.'iid Silius * and ^binus,^ two strong oaks. 

Flat on the earth ; besides those other shrubs, 

Cordus • and Sosia,’ Claudia Pulchra,® 

Fumius and Callus,* which I have grubb’d up; 

And since, have set my axe so strong and deep 
Into the root of spreading Agrippina; “ 

Lopt off and scatter’d her proud branches, Nero, 

Dnisus ; and Caius " too, although re*plaated. 

If you will, Destiuies, that after all, 

‘ Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 718. 

* Vid. Tacit. Ana. lib. i. p. *3. 

• Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. pp. 74, 75. et Dio. Lib. Ivil. p. 700. 

* Tacit. Lib. iv. p. 70. 

* Ibid. p. 94. 

• De Cremut. Cor. vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. IvlJ. p. 710. Tadt. Ann. LiU 
IV. p. 83. 

’ De Sosia. Tacit. Ann. Lib. iv. p. 94. 

• De Clau. et Fumio. qumre Tadt. Ann. lib. Iv. p. 89. 

» De Gallo. Tadt. Ub. iv. p. 95. et Dio. Lib. Udii. p. 713. 

'• De Agr. Ncr. et Dm. leg. Suet. Tib. cap. 53. 4. 

De Cdo. cons. Dio. Lib. Iviii. p. 737. 
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I faint now ere I touch my period, 

You are but cruel: and I already have done 
Things great enough. All Rome hath been my Blave; 

The senate sate an idle looker on, 

And witness of my power; when I have blush’d 
More to command than it to suffer; all 
The fathers have sate ready and prepared, 

To give me empire, temples, or their throats. 

When I would ask ’em; and what crowns the top, 

Rome, senate, people, ail the world have seen 
Jove, but my equal; Gesar, but my second. 

’Tis then your malice. Fates, who, but your own, 

Envy and fear to have any power long known. [Ezi(. 

SCENE V . — A Room in the same. 

Enter Terenttus and Tribunes. 

Ter. Stay here: I’ll give his lordship, you are come. 

Enter 1\Ii>'utius, toilh Cotta and Latiabis. 

Mm. Marcus Terentius, ’pray you tell my lord 
Here’s Cotta, and Latiaris. 

Ter. Sir, I sliall. [Exii. 

Cot. My letter is the very same with yours ; 

Only requires me to be present there. 

And give my voice to strengthen his deaign. 

L/it. Names he not what it is? 

Cot. No, nor to you. 

Lat. ’Tis strange and singular doubtful! 

Cot. So it is. 

It may be all is left to lord Sejanus. 

Enter Natta and GBAcnJus Laco. 

Rat. Gentlemen, where’s my lord? 

Tri. We wait him here. 

Cot. The provost Laco I what's the news? 

Lot. My lord — 

Enter Sejanus. 

Sej. Now, my right dear, noble, and trusted friends, 

How much I am a captive to your kindness! 

Most worthy Cotta, Latiaris, Laco, 

Your valiant hand; and, gentlemen, your loves. 

I wish I could divide mj’self unto you; 

Or that it lay within our narrow powers, 

To satisfy for so enlarged bounty. 

Gracinus, we must pray you, hold your guards 
Unquit when morning comes. Saw you the consul? 

Min. Trio will presently be here, my lord. 
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Cot. They are but giving order for the edict.* 

To warn the senate. 

Stj. Howl the senate? 

Lac. Yea. 

This morning in Apollo’s temple. 

Cot. We 

Are charge<I by letter to be there, my lord. 

Stj. By letter 1 pray you, let’s see. 

Lat. Knows not his lordship? 

Cot. It seems sol 

Stj. A senate warn’d! witliout my knowledgcl 
And on this sudden! Senators by letters 
Required to be there! who brought these? 

Col. Macro. 

Sej. .Mine enemy 1 * and when? 

Cot. This midnight. 

5c;. Time, 

With every other circumstance, doth give 
It hath some strain of engine in’t.t— How now? 

Enter Sateitts. 

Sat. My lord, Sertorius Macro is without. 

Alone, and prays t’ have private conference 
In business of high nature with your lordship, 

He says to me, and which regard you much. 

Stj. Let him come here. 

Sal. Better, my lord, withdraw; 

You will betray what store and strength of friends 
Are now about you; which he comes to spy. 

Sej. Is he not arm’d ? 

Sat. We’ll search him. 

Sej. No; but take. 

And lead him to some room, where yon conceal'd 
May keep a guard upon us. {Exit 5a/.] Noble Laco, 

You are our trust; and till our own cohorts 

Can be brought up, your stren^s most be our guard. 

Now, good Minutiua, honour’d Utiaris, {Be ealutea Oiem humhly 
Most worthy and my most unwearied friends' 

Lot, Most worthy lori 

Cot. His lordship is turn’d instant kind, methinks; 

I have not observ^ it in him, heretofore. 

1 Tri. *Tis true, and it becomes him noblv. 

Min. I ^ 

Am wrapt withal. 

2 Tri. By Mars, he has my lives, 

Were they a million, for this only grace. 

Lac. Ay, and to name a man I 
‘ Vld. Dio, Rom. Hist. IJb. Ivlii. p. 718 . 


• Dio. Lib. MU. p. 7t8. 
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Lot. Aflhddidmel 
Min. And me! 

Lai. Who would not speed his life and fortunes, 

To purchase but the look of such a lord ? 

Lac. He that would nor be lord’s fool, nor the world’s. [Asidi. 

SCENE Another Room in the same. 

Enter Sejajjus, Macro, and Satrius. 

Sej. Macro 1 ^ most welcome, a most coreted friend 1 
Let me enjoy my longings. When arrived you? 

Mac. About the noon of night.^ 

Sej. SatriuB, give leave. [Exit Sat, 

Mac. I have been, since I came, with both the consuls, 

On a particular design from Caesar. 

Sej. How fares it with our great and royal master ? 

Mac. Right plentifully well; as, with a prince. 

That still holds out ^ the great proportion 

Of his large favours, where his judgment hath 

Made once divine election: like the god 

That wants not, nor is wearied to bestow 

Where merit meets his bounty, as it doth 

In you, already the most happy, and ere 

The sun shall climb the south, most high Sejanus. 

I^et not my lord be amused. For, to this end 
Was I by C»sar sent for to the isle. 

With special caution to conceal my journey; 

And, thence, had my dispatch as privately 
Again to Rome; charged to come here by night; 

And only to the consuls make narration 
Of his great purpose; that the benefit 
Might come more full, and striking, by how much 
It was less look’d for, or aspired by you. 

Or least informed to the common thought. 

Sej. What may be this? part of myself, dear Macro, 

If good, speak out; and share with your Sejanus. 

Mac. If bad, I should for ever loath myself 
To be the messenger to so good a lord. 

I do exceed my instructions to acqtiaint 
Your lordship with thus much; but ’tis my venture 
On your retentive wisdom: and because 
I would no jealous scruple should molest 
Or rack your peace of thought. For I assure 
My noble lord, no senator yet knows 
The busine.s8 meant: though all by several letters 
Are warned to be there, and give their voices, 

» Dio. Hist. Rom. Lib. Iviii. p. 78. . 

' Mcridies noctis, Varr. Marcipor. vid. Non. Mar. cap. vi. 

• Dio. Lib. iviii. p. 7®. 
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Only to add unto the state and grace 
Of what is purposed. 

Sej. You take pleasure. Macro, 

Like a coy wench, in torturing your lorer. 

What can be worth this suffering? 

Mac. That which follows. 

The tribunitial dignity and power: ^ 

Both which Sejanus is to hare this day 
Conferr’d upon him, and by public senate. 

Sej. Fortune be mine again 1 thou bast aatished 
For thy suspected loyalty. [Aside. 

Mac. My lord, 

I have no longer time, the day approacheth» 

And I must back to Csesar. 

Sej. Where’s Caligula ? 

Mac. That I forgot to tell your lordship. Why, 

He lingers yonder about Caprea?, 

Disgraced; Tiberius hath cot seen him yet: 

He needs would thrust himself to go with me, 

Against my wish or will; but I have quitted 
Hb forward trouble, with as tardy note 
As my neglect or silence could afford him. 

Your lordship cannot now command me aught. 

Because I take no knowledge that I saw you; 

But 1 shall boast to live to serve your lordship: 

And so take leave. 

Sej. Honest and worthy Macro ; 

Your love and friendship. [Exit Macro.} — Who’s there? 
Satrius, 

Attend my honourable friend forth. — 01 
How vain and vile a passion is this fear, 

What base uncomely things it makes men do I 
Suspect their noblest friends, as I did tliis, 

Flatter poor enemies, entreat their servants, 

Stoop, court, and catch at the benevolence 
Of creatures, unto whom, within t^ hour, 

I would not have vouchsafed a quarter-look. 

Or piece of face ! By you that fools call gods. 

Hang all the sky with your prodigious signs, 

Fill earth with monsters, drop the scorpion down, 

Out of the zodiac, or the fiercer lion. 

Shake off the loosen’d globe from her long hinge, 

Roll all the world in darkness, and lot loose 
The enraged winds to turn up groves and towmsl 
When I do fear again, let me be struck 
With forked fire, and unpitied ^e: 

Who fears, is worthy of calamity. 

* Dio. Lib. IviiL p. 78. vid. Suet, de oppress. Sejan. Tib. c. 65. 
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SCENE VII . — Another Room in the mine. 

Enter Tbrbntius, Mixutius, Laco, Cotta, Latiabis, and Pom- 
PONTUS; Requlus, Trio, and others, on different sides. 

Pom. Ifl not my lord here? 

Ter. Sir, he will be straight. 

Cot. WTiat news, Fulcinius Trio? 

Tri. Good, good tidings; 

But keep it to yourself. My lord Sejanus 
Is to receive this day in open senate 
The tribunitial dignity. 

Col. Is’t true? 

Tri. No words, not to your thought: but, sir, believe it. 

Lat. What says the consul ? 

Cot. Speak it not again: 

He tells mo, that to-day my lord Sejanus — 

Tri. I must entreat you. Cotta, on your honour 
Not to reveal it. 

Cot. On my life, air. 

Lat. Say. 

Cot. Is to receive the tribunitial power. 

But, as you are an honourable man, 

IiOt me conjure you not to utter it; 

For it is trusted to mo with that bond. 

Lat. I am Harpocrates. 

Ter. Can you assure it ? 

Pom. The consul told it me, but keep it close. 

Min. Lord Latiaris, what's the news? 

Lai. I’ll tell you; 

But you must swear to keep it secret. 

Enter Sejaitts. 

Sej. I knew the Fates hod on their distaS left 
More of our thread, than so. 

Reg. Hail, great Sejanus! 

Tri. Hail, the most honour’d! > 

Cot. Happy 1 
Lat. High Sejanus! 

Sej. Do you bring prodigies too ? 

Tri. May all presage 

Turn to those to effects, whereof we bring 
Your lordship news. 

Reg. May’t please my lord withdraw. 

Sej. Yes: I will speak with you anon. [To some that star.d oy- 

Ter. My lord. 

What is your pleasure for the tribunes? 

Sej. Why, 

* Dio Rom. Hist. Lib. hiil p. 
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Let them be thank’d and aent away. 

J/uj. My lord — 

Lac. WiU’t please your lordship to command me — 

Sej, No: 

You are troublesome. 

Min. The mood is changed.^ 

Tri. Not speak, 

Nor look ! . < . i 

Lac. Ay, he is wise, will make him mends 
Of such who never love, but for their ends. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VTII.*— ^ 6t/ore the Temple of Apollo. 

Enter ABnuumrs and I^roos, divers Senators paening by them. 

Att. Ay, go, make haste; take heed you be not last 
To tender your All Hail * in the wide hall 
Of huge Sejanus: run a lictor’s pace: 

Stay not to put your robes on; but away, 

With the pale troubled ensigns of groat friendship 
Stamp’d in your face I Now, Marcus Lepidus, 

You still believe your former augury! 

Sejanus must go downward! You perceive 
His wane approaching fast! 

Lep. Believe me, Lucius, 

1 wonder at thb rising. 

Arr. Ay, and that we 

Must give our suffrage to it. You will say. 

It is to make his fall more steep and griovoua: 

It may be so. But think it, they that can 
With idle ^rishe^ ’say to bring back time: 

In coses desperate, ^ ^ crime. 

See, see 1 what troops of his officious friends 
Fiock to salute my lord, and start before 
My great proud lord ! to get a lord<like nodi 
Attend my lord unto the senate^house! 

Bring back my lord ! like servile ushers, make 
Way for my lord! proclaim his idol lor^hip, 

More than ten cners, or six noise of trumpets I 
Make legs, kiss hands, and take a scatter’d hair 
From my lord’s eminent shoulder! 

[San^tmus and Haterius pass over the etage^ 
See, Sanquinius > 

With his slow belly, and his dropsy ! look. 

What toiling haste he makes ! yet here’s another 
Retarded with the gout, will be afore him. 

* Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. Iviii. p. 718. 

* .\ve, matutina vox salutanti propria, apud Romanos, vid. Brlss. de 
form. Lib. viii. 

* De Sanquinio vld. Tacit. Ann. Lib. vi. et de Haterio, ibid. 
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Get thee Libumian 1 porters, thou gross fool. 

To bear thy obsequious fatness, like thy peers. 

They are met! the gout returns, and his great carriage. 

{Lidors, liegulus, Trio, Sejanxis, Sairius, and many other 
Senators, pass over the stage. 

Lid, Give way, make place, room for the consul 1 
iSan. Hail, 

Hail, great SejanusI 
Hat. Hail, my honour’d lord! 

.<4rr. We shaU be mark’d anon, for our not Hail 
Lep. That is already done. 

^rr. It is a note 

Of upstart grcatne.<i3, to observe and watch 
For these poor trifles, which the noble mind 
Neglects and scorns. 

Lep. Ay, and they think themselves 
Deeply dishonour’d where they are omitted. 

As if they were necessities that help’d 
To the perfection of their dignities; 2 
And bate the men that but refrain them. 

.4rr. 0! 

There is a farther cause of hate. Tlieir breasts 
Are guilty, that we know their obscure springs. 

And base beginnings; thence the anger grows. 

On. Follow. 


SCENE IX . — Another part of the same. 
Enter Macro and Laco. 


Mac. When all are enter’d,^ shut the temple doors; 
And bring your guards up to the gate. 

Lac. I will. 

Mac. If you shall hear commotion in the senate. 
Present yourself: and charge on any man 
Shall offer to come forth. 

Lac. I am instructed. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE X . — The Temple of Apollo. 

Enter Hatbrics, Trio, Sanquinius, Cotta, REOirLas, Sejakus. 
PoMPOsrus, Latiaris, Lepidds, Arruntius, and divers oine 
Senators; Praecones, and Lictors. 

Hat. How well his lordship looks to-day I 


Tri. As if , . x 

He had been bom, or made for this hour s state. 

' Ex Liburnia inagn® et proccrae statiir® miltebantur, qui erant Rom. 
Lecticarii; test.’juv. Sat. iu. v. 240 


Dives, et ingenti turret super ora Libumo. 

• Dio. Rorn. Hist. Ub. Iviii. * p. 
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Cot. Your fellow consul’s come about, methiuk^f 
Tri. Ay, he is wise. 

San. Sejanus trusts him well. 

Tri. Sejanus Is a noble, bounteous lord.i 
Hal. He is so, and most valiant. 

Lai. And most wise. 

1 iSen. He’s every thing. 

Lot. Worthy of all, and more 
Than bounty can bestow. 

Tri. This dignity 
Will make him worthy. 

Pom. Above Cjesar. 

San. Tut, 

Csessr is but the rector of an isle,* 

He of the empire. 

Tri. Now he will have power 
More to reward than ever. 

Cot. Let us look 

We be not slack in giving Him our voices.* 

Lai. Not I. 

San. Nor I. 

Cot. The readier we seem 
To propagate his honours, will more bind 
His thoughts to ours. 

Hat. I think right with yotir lordship; 

It is the way to have us hold our placea. 

San. Ay, and get 'more. 

Lot. More office and more titles. 

Pom. I will not lose the part I hope to share 
In diese his fortunes, for my patrimony. 

Lai. See, how Arruntius sits, and Lepidus! 

Tri. Let them alone, they will be mark’d anon. 

1 Stn. I’ll do with others. 

2 Sen. So will I. 

3 Sen. And 1. 

Men grow not in the state, but as they are planted 
Warm in his favours. 

Cot. Noble Sejanus ! 

Hat. Honour’d Sejanus I 
Lai. Worthy and great Sejanus ! 

Arr. Gods ! how the sponges open and take in. 

And shut again I look, look ! is not he blest 
That gets a seat in eye-reach of him ? more. 

That comes in ear, or tongue-reach ? 0 but moat. 

Can claw his subtle elbow, or wi^ a buz 
Fly-blow his ears 7 
Preei. Proclaim the senate’s peace, 

JVid. aedamaUon. Senat. Dio. Rom. Hist Ub. Iviii. p. no 
• Dio. p. 715- • Dio. p. 710 . ^ ^ 

0 4®9 
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Aod give last snmmona by the edict. 

Pro:. Silence! 

Id name of Csesar, and the senate, silence! 

Memmius Regidus, and Fitlcinius Trio^ consvla, these present 
kalends of June, with the first light, shall hold a senate, in the temple 
of Apollo Palatine:^ all that are fathers, and are registered fathers, 
lluU have right of entering the senate, we warn or command you be 
frequently present, take knowledge the business is the commonwealth's: 
whosoever is absent, his fine or mulct will be taken, his excuse will 
not be taken. 

Tri. Note who are absent, and record their names. 

Reg. Fathers conscript, ^ may what I am to utter 
Turn good and happy for the commonwealth! 

And thou, Apollo, in whose holy house 
We here have met, inspire us all \^ith truth. 

And liberty of censure to our thought! 

The majesty of great Tiberius Caesar 
Propounds to this grave senate, the bestowing 
Upon the man be loves, honour'd Sejanus, 

The tribunitial dignity and power: * 

Here are his letters, signed with his signet. 

What pleaseth now the fathers to be done? ® 

Sen. Read, read them, open, publicly read them. 

Cot. Caesar hath honour’d his own greatness much 
In thinking of this act. 

Tri. It was a thought 
Happy, and worthy C»sar. 
tat. And the lo^ 

As worthy it, on whom it is directed! 

Hat. Most worthy I 

San. Rome did never boast the virtue 
That could give envy bounds, but his: Sejanus — 

1 Sen. Honour’d and noble! 

2 Sen. Good and great Sejanus! 

Art. 0, most tame slavery, and fierce flattery! 

Free. Silence! 


Tibebtos C.BSAB to the Senate, greeting. 

If vou. conscript fathers,^ with your children, be in health, it is abun- 
dantly well: we with our friends here are so. The care of the common- 
wealth, howsoever we are removed in person, cannot be abs^ “C 
thought; although, oftentimes, even to princes most present, the truth oj 
l^roum afiairs is hid; than which, nothing falls out more miserable 

^ Vid. Brissonium de forinul. Lib. u. et Lipsium Sat. Menip. 

» Palatinus, a monte Palaticio dictus. 

* Solemnis praefatio consulum m rclatiombus. Dio. p. 710 . 

* Alia iormula solemnis. vid. Bnss. Lib. u. et Dio. p. 710. fnrmiil 

* Solermrexordium epistolar. apud Romanos, cons. Bnss. de formiU. 

Lib. viiL 
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io a staU, or makts the art of governing more difficult. But since it 
hath been our easeful happiness to enjoy both the aids and industry 
of so vigilard a senate, we profess to have been the more indulgent to 
our pleasures, not as being careless of our office, but rather secure of 
the necessity. Neither do these common rumours of many, and 
infamous libels published against our retirement, at all affiici us; 
being bom more out of men's ignorance than their malice: and will, 
neglected, find their own grave quickly; whereas, too sensibly acknow- 
ledged, would make their obloquy ours. Nor do we desire their 
authors, though found, he censured, since in a free siale,t as ours, all 
men ought to enjoy both their minds and tongues free. 

Arr. The lapwing, the lapwing! 

Tei in things which shall worthily and more near concern the majesty 
of a prince, we shall fear to he so unnaturally cruel to our own fame, 
as to neglect them. True if is, conscript fathers, that we have raised 
Sejanus from obscure, and almost unknown gentry 

Sen. How, how I 

to the highest and most conspicuous point of greatness, and, we hope, 
deservingly: yet not loithoui danger: if being a most bold hazard in 
that sovereign, who, by his particular love io one, dares adventure the 
hatred of all his other subjects. 

Arr. This touches; the blood turns. 

But we affy in your loves and understandings, and do no way suspect 
the merit of our Sejanus, to make our favours offensive to any. 

Sen. 01 good, good. 

Though we could Mve wished his zeal had run a calmer course against 
Agrippina and our nephews, howsoever the openness of their actions 
declared them delinquents; and, that he would have remembered, no 
innaunce is so safe, but it rejoiceih to stand in the sight of mercy; the 
use of which in us, he hath so quite taken away, towards them, by his 
loyal fury, as now our clemency would be thought but wearied cruelty 
if we should offer to exercise it. 

ilrr. I thank him; there I look’d for’t A good fox! 

Some (here be that would interpret this his public severity to be par- 
twvlar ambition:^ and that, under a pretext of service to us he ^th 
J«f remove his own lets: alleging the strengths he hath made to himself 
by the pratorian soldiers, by his faction in court and senate by the 
offices he holds himself, and confers on others, his popularity and 
dependents, his urging and almost dnving us to this our un^llina 
retirement, and, lastly, his aspiring to be our son-in-law. ^ 

Sen. This is strange! 

Arr. I shall anon believe your vultures, Marcus 
Tour wisdoTM, con^pt fathers, are able io examine, and censure 
these suggesfums. But, were they left to our absolving voice, we durst 
pronounce them, as we think them, most malicious. 

Sen. 0, he has restored all; list! 

* Firmus et patiens subinde jactabat. in civitate lihwa 

temoue liberas esse debere. Suet. Tib. 'c. 28 

De hac epist. vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Ub. Iviii. p. 7x9. et Juv. Sat. x. 
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ar ' they oifered to be at'erred, and on the lives of the informers. 
If hat we should say, or rather what we should not say, lords of the 
sertate, if this be true, our gods and goddesses confound us if we know I 
Only we must thinky we have ■placed our benefits ill; and coridude, that 
in our choice, either we were loanting to the gods, or the gods to vs. 

[The Senators shift their places. 

Arr. The place grows hot; they shift. 
iVe have not been covetous, honourable fathers, to change; neither is 
it now any new lust t?uU alters our affection, or old lathing; b\U those 
needful jealousies of state, that warn wiser princes hourly to provide 
their safety; and do teach them how learned a thing it is to betcare of 
the humblest enemy; much more of those great ones, whom their own 
employed favours have made fit for their ftars. 

1 Sen. Away. 

2 Sen. Sit farther. 

Cot. Let’s removo— 

Arr. GodsI how the leaves drop off, this little wind! 

We therefore desire, that the offices he holds be first seized by the senate; 
anti himself suspended from all exercise of place or power — 

Sen. How! 

•San. [thrusting by.} By your leave. 

Arr. Come, porpoise; where’s Haterius? 

His gout keeps him most miserably constant; 

Your dancing shews a tempest. 

Sej. Read no more. 

Reg. Lords of the senate, hold yonr seats: read on. 

Sej. These letters they are forged. 

Reg. A guard! sit still. 

Enter Laco, with the Guards. 

Arr. Here’s change! 

Reg. Bid silence, and read forward. 

Prte. Silence! and himself suspended from all exercise, of jifice 

or power, huX till due and mature trial be made of his innocenoy, which 
yet we can faintly apprehend the rvecessity to doubt. If, conscrijX 
fathers, to your more searching wisdoms, there shall appear farther 
cause— or of farther proceeding, either to seizure of lands, goods, or 

more it is not our power that shall limit your authority, or ouf 

favour that must corrupt your justice: either were dishonourable in 
you, and both uncharit^le to ourself. We uxndd wiUi)\gly ^ be present 
with your counsels in this business; but the danger of so potent a 
faction, if should prove so, forbids our attempting it: except one of 
the consuls would be entreated for our safety, to undertake the guard of 
us home; then we should most readily adventure. In the mean time, 
it shall not be fit for us to importune so judicious a senate., who know 
how much they hurt the innocent, that spare the guilty; and how 
grateful a sacrifice to the gods is the life of an ingrateful person. We 
reflect not, in this, on Sejanus, {notwithstanding, if you keep an eye 
‘ Dio. Rom. Hist. Ub. Iviii. p. 719, et Suet. Tib. 
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upon him — ami iktrt w Laiiari^, a aeiuiior, and Pinnarins NaUa, 
tiDo of hia most trualtd ministers, and so -professed, wham we desire not 
to have apprehended,) but as the necessity of the cattse exacts it. 

Reg. A guard oa Latiarid I 
Arr, 0, the spy. 

The reverend spy is caught I who pities him T 
Reward, sir, for your service: now, you have done 
Your property, you see what use is made! 

\_Exeunt Laiiaris and Natta, guarded. 

Hang up the instrument. 

Sej. Give leave, 
i/oc. Stand, standi 

He comes upon his death, that doth advance 
An inch toward my point. 

Sej. Have we no friends here f 
Arr. Hush’d! 

Where now are all the bails and acclamations ? 

Enter Macbo. 

Mae. Hail to the consuls, and this noble senate 1 

5e;. Is Macro here ? 0. thou art lost, Sejanus! [Aside, 

Mac. Sit still, and unaffrighted, reverend fathers; 

Macro, by Cfesar’s grace, the new-made provost, 

And now possest of the prmtorian bands. 

An honour late belong’d to that proud man, 

Bids you be safe: and to your constant doom 
Of his deservings, offers you the surety 
Of all the soldiers, tribunes, and centurions, 

Received in our command. 

Reg. Sejanus, Sejanus, 

Stand forth, Sejanus! 

Sej. Am I call’d ? 

Mac. Ay, thou. 

Thou insolent monster, art bid stand. 

Sej. Why, Macro, 

It hath been otherwise between you and I; 

This court, that knows us both, hath seen a differenceL 
And can, if it be pleased to speak, confirm 
Whose insolence is most. 

Mac. Come down, Typhocus. 

If mine be most, lol thus 1 make it more 
Kick up thy heels in air, teax off thy robei 
Play with thy beard and nostrils. Thus ’tb fit 
(And no man take compaasion of tiiy state) 

To use th’ ingrateful viper, tread his brains 
Into the earth. 

Reg. Forbear. 

Mac. If I could lose 

All my humanity now, ’twere well to torture 
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So meriting a traitor. — Wherefore, fathers. 

Sit you amazed and silent; and not censure 
This wretch, who, in the hour he first rebell’d 
’Gainst Caesar’s bounty, did condemn himself? 

Phlegra, the field where all the sons of earth 
Muster’d against the gods, did ne'er acknowledge 
So proud and huge a monster. 

Reg. Take him hence; 

And all the gods guard Caesar I 
Tri. Take him hence. 

Hat. Hence. 

Col. To the dungeon with him. 

San. He deserves it. 

Sen. Crown all our doors' with bays. 

San. And let an ox. 

With gilded horns and garlands, straight be led 
Unto the Capitol — 

Hat. And sacrificed 
To Jove, for Cwsar’s safety. 

Tri. All our gocLs 
Be present still to Ceesar! 

Cot. Phoebus. 

San. Mars. 

Hat. Diana. 

San. Pallas. 

Sen. Juno, Mercury, 

All gtiard him I . . j j 

Mac. Forth, thou prodigy of men! [Exit Sejanus, guarded. 

Cot. Let all the traitor’s titles be defaced. 

Tri. His images and statues be pull’d down. 

Hat. His chariot-wheels be broken. 

Arr. And the legs 

Of the poor horses, that deserved nought, 

Let them be broken too! r» • 

[Exeunt Lictors, Prceccnes, Macro, Refpdus, Trio, Hatertus, ana 
Sanquiniue: manent Lepidus, Arruntius, and a/euf Senators. 
Lep. O violent change. 

And whirl of men’s affections! 

Arr. Like, as both , 

Their bulks and souls were bound on Fortune s wheel, 

And must act only with her motion. 

Lep. Who would depend upon the popular air, 

Or voice of men, that have to-day beheld 
That which, if all the gods had fore-declared, 

Would not have been believed, Sejanus’ fall? 

He, that this mom rose proudly, as the sun. 

And, breaking through a mist of clients’ breath. 

Came on, as gazed at and admired as he, 

* Leg. Juv. Sat. s. 
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Wheo superstitious Moors salute hU light! 

That had our servile nobles waiting him 
As common grooms; and banging on his look. 

No less than human life on destiny! 

That had men’s knees as frequent as the gods; 

And sacrifices i more than Rome had altars: 

And this man fall! fall? ay, without a look 
That durst appear his friend, or lend so much 
Of vain relief, to his changed state, as pity! 

Arr. They that before, like gnats, play’d in his beams. 

And throng’d to circumscribe him, now not seen 
Nor deign to hold a common seat with hi m ! 

Others, that waited him unto the senate. 

Now inhumanely ravish him to prison, 

Whom, but this morn, they follow’d as their lord! 

Guard through the streets, bound like a fugitive. 

Instead of wreaths give fetters, strokes for stoops. 

Blind shames for honours, and black taunts for titlesi 
Who would trust slippery chance? 

Lep. They that would make 
Themselves her spoil; and foolishly forget. 

When she doth flatter, that she comes to prey. 

Fortune, thou hadst no deity, if men 
Had wisdom: we have placed thee so high. 

By fond belief in thy feheity. 

[Shaut wiikin.] The gods guard Ctesar I All the gods guard C»sar ! 
Re-enUr Macro, Reoulus, and divers Senators. 


Mac. Now, great Sejanus,* you that awed the state. 
And sought to bring the nobles to your whip; 

Tliat would be Csesar’s tutor, and dispose 

Of dignities and offices I that had 

The public head still bare to your designs. 

And made the general voice to echo yours! 

That look'd for salutations twelve score off, 

And would have pyramids, yea temples, rear’d 
To your huge g^tneas; now you lie as flat, 

As was your pride advanced ! 

Reg. Thanks to the gods 1 

Sen. And praise to Macro, that hath saved Rome! 
Liberty, liberty, liberty 1 Lead on. 

And praise to Macro, that hath saved Rome! 


. _ , [Exeunt all biU Arruniius 

.Arr. 1 prophesy, out of the senate’s flattery, 

That this new fellow^ Macro» will become 
A greater prodigy in Rome, than he 
That DOW is fallem 


and Lepidue. 


\ Dio. Rom. Hist. lib. Iviii. p. 710 etc. 

Vid. Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. IvUi. p! 720 , etc. 
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Enter Tebbnttus. 

Ter. 0 you, whose minds are good, 

And have not forced all mankind from your breasta; 
That yet have so much stock of virtue left, 

To pity guilty states, when they are wretched: 

Lend your soft ears to hear, and eyes to weep. 

Deeds done by men, beyond the acta of furies. 

The eager multitude (who never yet 
Knew why to love or hate, but only pleased 
"r express their rage of power) no sooner heard 
The murmur of Sejanus in decline. 

But with that speed and heat of appetite. 

With which they greedily devour the way 
To some great sports, or a new theatre. 

They fill’d the (Capitol, and Pompey’s Cirque, 

Where, like so many mastiffs, biting stones. 

As if his statues now were sensitive 

Of their wild fury; first, they tear them down; * 

Then fastening ropes, drag them along the streets. 
Crying in scorn, This, this was that rich head 
Was cro^vn’d with garlands, and with odours, this 
That was in Rome so reverenced! Now 
The furnace and the bellows shall to work. 

The great Sejanus crack, and piece by piece 
Drop in the founder’s pit. 

Lep. 0 popular rage! 

Ter. The whilst the senate at the temple of CJoncord * 
Make haste to meet again, and thronging cry. 

Let us condemn him, tread him down in water, 

While he doth lie upon the bank; away! 

While some more tardy, cry unto their bearers. 

He will be censured ere we come; run, knaves. 

And use that furious diligence, for fear 

Their bondmen should inform against their slackness, 

And bring their quaking flesh unto the hook: 

The rout they follow with confused voice, 

Crying, they’re glad, say, they could ne’er abide him, 
Enquire what man he was, what kind of face, 

What beard ho had, what nose, what lipsf Protest 
They ever did presage he’d come to this; 

They never thought him wise, nor valiant; ask 
After his garments, when he dies, what death; 

And not a beast of all the herd demands. 

What was his crime, or who were his accusers. 

Under what proof or testimony he fell? 

There came, says one, a huge long-worded letter 
From Capre® against him. Did there so ? 

* Vid. Juv. Sat. x. * Dio. Rom. Hist. Lib. IvlH. p. 7^®- 



Sejanus 397 

Oi they are satished; no moro. 

Leip. AIosl 

They follow Fortune,* and hate men condemn’d, 

Guilty or not. 

Att. But had Sejanus thrived 
In his design, and prosperously opprest 
The old Tiberius; then, in that same minute. 

These very rascals, that now rage like furiee, 

Would have proclaim’d Sejanus emperor. 

Le-p. But what hath follow’d? 

Ter. Sentence * by the senate. 

To lose his head; which was no sooner off, 

But that and the unfortunate trunk were seized 
By the rude multitude; who not content 
With what the forward justice of the state 
Officiously had done, with violent rage 
Have rent it limb from limb. A thousand heads, 

A thousand hands, ten thousand tongues and voices, 

Employ’d at once in several acts of malice! 

Old men not etaid with age, virgins with shame, 

Late wives with loss of husbands, mothers of children, 

Losing all grief in joy of his sad fall. 

Run quite transports with their cruelty 1 
These mounting at his head, these at his face. 

These digging out bis eyes, those with his brains 
Sprinkling themselves, their bouses and their friends; 

Others are met, have ravish’d thence an arm. 

And deal small pieces of the flesh for favours; 

These with a thigh, this hath cut off his hanc^ 

And this his feet; these fingers and these toes; 

That hath his liver, he his heart: there wants 
Nothing but room for wrath, and place for hatred 1 
What cannot oft be done, is now o’erdone. 

The whole, and all of what was great Sejanus, 

And, next to Ccesar, did possess the world. 

Now torn and scatter’d, as he needs no grave; 

Each little dust covers a little part: 

So lies he no where, and yet often buried ! 

JEnter Nunttus. 

Arr. More of Sejanus? 

Nun. Yes. 

Lep. Wliat can be added ? 

We know him dead. 

Nun. Then there bemn your pity. 

There is enough behind to melt ev’^n Rome, 

‘ Juv. Sat. X. 

* Hist. Ub. IviU. p. 720. Senec. Ub. de Tranq. Anim e. u 

Quo die ilium senatus deduxerat, populusin frusta dlvisit etc 

*0489 
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And C-Tsar into tears; since never slave 
Could yet so highly offend, but tyranny. 

In torturing him, would make him worth lamenting. — 

A son and daughter to the dead Scjanus, 

(Of whom 1 there is not now so much remaining 
As would give fast’ning to the hangman’s hook,) 

Have they drawn forth for farther sacrifice; 

Whose tenderness of knowledge, unripe years. 

And childish silly innocence was such, 

As scarce would lend them feeling of their danger: 

The girl 2 so simple, as she often ask’d 

“ Where they would lead her ? for what cause they dragg’d her T ” 
Cried, “ She would do no more: ” that she could take 
" Warning with beating.” And because our laws 
Admit no virgin ® immature to die. 

The wittily and strangely cruel Macro 
Deliver’d her to be dellower’d and spoil’d. 

By the rude lust of the licentious hangman, 

Then to be strangled with her harmless brother. 

Lc-p. O, act most worthy hell, and lasting night, 

To hide it from the world ! 

Nun. Their bodies thrown 
Into the Gemonies, (I know not how. 

Or by what accident return’d,) the mother. 

The expulsed^ Anicata, finds them there; 

Whom when she saw lie spread on the degrees,® 

After a world of fury on herself. 

Tearing her hair, defacing of her face. 

Beating her breasts and womb, kneeling amaz’d. 

Crying to heaven, then to them; at last. 

Her dhowned voice gat up above her woes. 

And with such black and bitter execrations, 

As might affright the gods, and force the sun 
Run backward to the east; nay, make the old 
Deformed chaos rise again, to o’erwhelm 
Them, us, and all the world, she fills the air. 

Upbraids the heavens with their partial dooms, 

Defies their tyrannous powers,® and demands, 

Wha-t she, and those poor innocents have transgress’d, 

Tliat they must suffer such a share in vengeance, 

Whilst Livia, Lygdus, and Eudemus live. 

Who, as she says, and firmly vows to prove it 
To Capsar and the senate, poison’d Dnisus ? 


‘ Vid. Senec. lib. de Tranq. Ani. c. xi. 

* Tac. Ann. Lib. v. p. 99. Et Dio. Lib. Iviii. p. 720. 

* Lex non tarn virginitati ignotum cautumque voluit quam *tati. 

Lips, comment. Tac. 

* Dio. Lib. Iviii. c. 720. . » j * 

* Seal* Gemonia in quas erant projecta damnator. corpora. 

* Dio. Lib. iviii. p. 720. 
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Ltp. Confederates with her husband ! 

Nun. Ay. 

Lep. Strange act! 

Arr, And strangely open’d: what says now my monster. 
The multitude? they reel now, do they not? 

.Yun. Their gal! is gone, and now they ’gin to weep 
The mischief they have done. 

Arr. I thank 'em, rogues. 

Nun. Part are so stupid, or eo flexible. 

As they believe him innocent; all grieve: 

And some whose hands yet reek with his warm blood, 

And gripe the part which they did tear of him. 

Wish him collected and creat^ new. 

Ltp. How Fortune plies her sports, when she begins 
To practise them ! pursues, continues, adds. 

Confounds with varying her impassion’d moods! 

Arr. Dost thou hope, Fortune, to redeem thy crimes. 

To make amend for thy ill>p]aced favours, 

With these strange punishments? Forbear, yon things 
That stand upon the pinnacles of state, 

To boast your slippery height; when you do fall, 

You pash yourselves in pieces, ne’er to rise; 

And he that lends you pity, is not wise. 

Ter. Let this example move the insolent man. 

Not to grow proud and careless of the gods. 

It is an odious wisdom to blaspheme. 

Much more to sUghten, or deny their powers: 

For, whom the rooming saw so great and high. 

Thus low and little, ’fore the even doth lie. 


[Exeunt. 



VOLPONE ; OR, THE FOX 


TO THE MOST NOBLE AND MOST EQUAL SISTERS, 

THE TWO FAMOUS UNIVERSITIES, 

FOR THEIR LOVE AND ACCEPTANCE SHEWN TO HIS POEM !N THE 

PRESENTATION, 

BEN JONSON, 

THE GRATEFUL ACKNOWLEDGER, 

DEDICATES BOTH IT AND HIMSELF. 


Never, most equal Sisters, had any man a wit so presently excellent, as 
that it could raise itself; but there must come both matter, occasion, 
commcndors, and favourers to it. If this be true, and that the fortune 
of all writers doth daily prove it, it behoves the careful to provide well 
towards these accidents; and, having acquired them, to preserve that part 
of reputation most tenderly, wherein the benefit of a friend is also defended. 
Hence is it, that I now render myself grateful, and am studious to justify 
the bounty of your act ; to which, though your mere authority were satisfy- 
ing, yet it being an age wherein poetry and the professors of it hear so ill 
on all sides, there will a reason be looked for in the subject. It is certain, 
nor can it with any forehead be opposed, that the too much license of 
poetasters in this time, hath much deformed their mistress; that, every 
day, their manifold and manifest ignorance doth stick unnatural reproaches 
upon her: but for their petulancy, it were an act of the greatest injustice, 
either to let the leanied suffer, or so divine a skill (which indeed should not 
be attempted with unclean hands) to fall under the least contempt. For, 
if men will impartially, and not asquint, look toward the offices Md 
function of a poet, they will easily conclude to themselves the impossibiiny 
of any man’s being the good poet, without first being good man. He 
that is said to be able to inform young men to all good disciplines, mflame 
grown men to all great virtues, keep old men In their bMt and supreme 
state or, as they decline to childhofAl, recover them to their first 
that comes forth the interpreter and arbiter of nature, a teacher of 
divine no less than human, a master in manners; and can alone or witn 
a few eflccl the business of mankind; this, I take him, is 
pride ’and ignorance to exercise their railing rhetoric upon. But it 
here be hastily answered, that the writers of these days are other thJo^. 
that not only their manners, but their natures, are Inverted, and 
remaining with them of the dignity of poet, but the abused name. 
every senbe usurps; that now. especially in dramatic, or, as term it^ 
stage-poetry, nothing but ribaldry, profanation, blasphemy, all li«n^ or 
offence to God and inan is practised. I dare not deny a great p^t of this 

and am sorry I dare not, because in ^rne men s ie 

would they had never boasted the hght) it is over-true ; bu* Jat ^ are 
embarked in this bold adventure for bell. Isa most ur^chantable Jb 
and uttered, a more malicious slander. For my particular * , n 

from a most'clear conscience, affirm that I have ever trembled to tbmk 
toward the least profaneness; have loathed the use of such foul ana 
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wasAied bawdry, as is now matie tbe food of the scene: and, howsoever 
I cannot escape from some, the imputation of sharpness, but that they will 
say, I have taken a pride, or lust, to be bitter, and not my voungest infant 
but bath come into the world ^th all his teeth; I would ask of these 
supercilious politics, what nation, society, or general order or state, 1 
have provoked? What public person? NVTiether 1 have not in all these 
preserved their dignity, as mine own person, safe? My works are read, 
allowed, (I speak of those that are intirely mine,] look into them, what 
broad reproofs have 1 used? where have 1 been particular? where personal ? 
except to a mimic, cheater, bawd, or buffoon, creatures, for their insolencies, 
worthy to be taxed? yet to which of these so pointingly, as he might not 
either ingenuously have contest, or wisely dissembled his disease? But it 
is not nunour can make men guilty, much less entitle me to other men's 
crimes. I know, that nothing can be so innocently writ or carried, but 
may be made obnoxious to construction; marry, whilst I bear mine 
innocence about me, I fear it not. Application is now grown a trade with 
many; and there are that profess to have a key for tbe decyphering of 
every thing: but let wise and noble persons take heed how tl)ey be too 
credulous, or give leave to these invading interpreters to be over-familiar 
with their fames, who cunningly, and often, otter their own virulent malice, 
under other men’s simplest meanings. As for those that will (by faults 
which charity hath raked up, or common honesty concealed) make them- 
selves a name with tbe multitude, or, to draw their nide and beastly claps, 
care not whose living faces they intrench with their petulant styles, may 
they do it without a rival, for me! 1 choose rather to live graved in 
obscurity, than share with them in so preposterous a fame. Nor can I 
blame the wishes of those severe and wise patriots, who providing the hurts 
these licentious spirits may do in a state, desire rather to see fools and 
devils, and those antique relics of barbarism retrieved, with all other 
ridiculous and exploded follies than behold the wounds of private men 
of princes and nations: for, as Horace makes Trebatius speak among these) 

“ Sibi quisque timet, quanquam est intactus, et edit." 


And men may justly Impute such rages, U continued, to the writer as his 
sports. The mcrease of which lust m liberty, together with the present 
trade of the stage, m all their miscelline interludes, what learned or liberal 
soul doth not already abhor? where nothing but the filth of the time is 
uttered, and with such impropriety of phrase, such plenty of solecisms 
su^ dearth of sense, so bold prolepses, so racked metaphors, with brotbelrv' 
able to violate the ear of a pagan, and blasphemy, to turn tbe blood of a 
Christian to water. I cannot but be serious la a cause of this nature 
wherein my fame, and the reputation of divers honest and learned are tte 
quKtion; when a name so ^l of authority, antiquity, and all great mark 
IS, through their msolence, become the lowest scorn of the age; and thoM 
men subject to the petulancy of every vemaculous orator, that were wont 
to be the care of kings and happiest monarebs. This it is that hath not 

to present indi^atiom but made me studious heretofOTl 
by all my actions, to Stand off from them; which may most app?S 
in this my latest work, which you. most learned ArbitresLs have we? 
judged and to my crown, approved; wherein I have labom^ed for S 
instruction amendment, to reduce not only the ancient foiS but 
manners of the scene, the easiness, tbe propriety the innoc<»nr-<. 

o* to inform men in tht S 
reason of living ^d though my catastrophe may. in the strict^rieoiSTf 
comic law, mwt mth censure, as turning back to my promise- I desire the 
learned charitable critic, to have so much faith Si me to th£k U wm 

1°'}® ^ have varUd it Sarer hu 

scale (but that 1 fear to boast my own faculty) I could hSe inS^ R, t 

my special aim being to put tbe snaffle in their mouths, that^ut We 
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never punish vice in our interludes^ etc., I took the more liberty; though 
not without some lines of exampICp drawn even in the ancients themselves, 
the goings out of whose comedies are not always joyful, but oft times the 
bawds, the servant^ the rivals, yea, and the masters are mulcted; and 
fitly, it being the office of a comic poet to imitate justice, and instruct to 
life, as well as purit>[ of language, or stir up gentle affections; to which 
I shall take the occasion elsewhere to speak. 

For the present, most reverenced Sisters, as I have cared to be thankful 
for your €&fections past, and here made the understanding acquainted 
with some ground of your favours; let me not despair their continuance, 
to the maturing of some worthier fruits; wherein, if my muses be true to 
me, I shall raise the despised head of poetry again, and stripping her out 
of those rotten and base rags wheresvith the times have adulterated her 
form, restore her to her primitive habit, feature, and majesty, and render 
her worthy to be embraced and kist of all the great and master-spirits of 
our world. As for the vile and slothful, who never affected an act worthy 
of celebration, or are so inward with their own vicious natures, as they 
worthily fear her, and think it an high point of policy to keep her m 
contempt, with their declamatory and windy invectives; she shall out o! 
just rage Incite her servants (who are genus irriUtbiU) to spout mk In their 
faces, that shall eat farther than their marrow into their fames; and not 
Cinnamus the barber, with his art, shall be able to take out the brands; 
but they shall live, and be read, till the wretches cUe, as things worst 
deserving of themselves In chief, and then of all mankind. 

From my House in the Black- Friats^ 
this nth day of February^ 1607. 


DRAMATIS PERSON/E 


VOLFOME, a Magnifico. 

Mosca, his Parasite. 

VoLTORE, an Advocate. 

CoRBACCio, an old Gentleman. 
CoRViNO, a Merchant. 

BoNARio, son to Corbaccio. 

Sir Politick Would-be, a Knxght. 
Pbreorinb, a Centleman Traveller. 
Nano, a Dwarf. 

Castrone, an Eunuch. 
Ahdrogyno^ an Hermaphrodite. 


Crece {Of Mob) 

Commandadori, Officers of Justice* 
Mercatori, three Merehants. 
Avocatori. /oMf Magistrates. 
Notario, the Register. 

Lady Would-be, S»f Poliiick'sWife. 
Celia, Corvino's Wife. 

Servitori, Servaots. two WaJliog- 
women, etc. 


SCENE,— Venice 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

V olpone, childless, fick,feyjns sick, despairs, 

0 ffera his ataie to hopes of several heirs, 

L tea languishing: his parasite receives 
P resents of all, assures, deludes: then xccaves 
O ther cross plots, which ope themselves, are told. j 

N ew tricks for safety are sought; they thrive: when bold, * 
E ach tempts the other aijain, and all are sold, ) 


PROLOGUE. 

Now, luck yet send us, and a little wit 
IK ill serve to make our play hit; 

{According to the palates of the season) 

Here is rkime, not empty of reason. 

This we were bid to credit from our poei. 

Whose true scope, if you would know it. 

In ail his poems still h^h been this measure. 

To mix profit with your pleasure: 

And not as some, whose throats their envy failing. 

Cry hoarsdy. All he writes is railing: 

And when his plays come forth, think they can flout them. 
With saying, he was a year about them. 

To this there needs no lie, but (his his creature. 

Which was two months since no feature: 

And though he dares give them five lives to mend it, 

'Tie known, five weeks fully penn'd it. 

From his own hand, without a eo-adjutor. 

Novice, joumey-man, or tutor. 

Yd thus much I can give you as a token 
Of his platfs worth, no eggs are broken. 

Nor quakir^ custards with ^rce teeth affrighted. 
Wherewith your rout are so delighted: 

Nor hales he in a gull old ends reciting. 

To stop gaps in his loose writing; 

IFiYA such a deal of monstrous and forced action. 

As might inake Bcihlem a faction: 

Nor made he his play for jests stolen from each table. 

But makes jests to his fable; 
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And 60 presents quick comedy refined. 

As best critics have designed; 

The laiDS of time, place, persons he observetk. 

From no needfxil rule he stvervelk. 

All gall and copperas from his ink he draineih, 

Only a little salt remaineth, 

Wheretcith he'll rub your cheeks, till red, with laughter, 
They shall look fresh a week after. 


ACT I 

SCENE l.—A Room in Volpone’s House. 

Enter VoLPONB and Mosca. 

Volp. Good morning to the day; and next, my gold!— 
Open the shrine, that I may sc« my saint. 

[Mosca withdraws the curtain, and discovers piles of gota, 
plate, jewels, etc. . . • 

Hail the world’s soul, and mine! more glad than is 
The teeming earth to see the long’d-for sun 
Peep through the • oms of the celestial Ram, 

Am i, to view thy splendour darkening his; 

That lying here, amongst my other hoards. 

Shew’st like a flame by night, or like the day 
Struck out of chaos, when all darkness fled 
Unto the centre. O thou son of Sol, 

But brighter than thy father, let me kiss. 

With adoration, thee, and every relick 
Of sacred treasure in this blessed room. 

Well did wise poets, by thy glorious name. 

Title that age which they would have the best; 

Thou being the best of things, and far tra^ending 
All style of joy, in children, parents^ friends, 

Or any other waking dream on ^rth: 

Thv looks when they to Venus did ascribe. 

They should have given her twenty thousand Cupids; 

Such are thy beauties and our loves! Dear saints 

Riches, the dumb god, that giv’st all men 

Thou canst do nought, and yet mak st men do aU things. 

The price of souls; even hell, with thee to boot, 

Is made worth heaven. Thou art virtue, 

Honour, and all things else. Who can get thee, 
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He shall be noble valiant, honest, wiso— 

U08. And what he will, sir. Riches are in fortune 
A greater good than \nsdoni is in nature. 

Volp. True, my beloved Mosca. Yet I glory 
More in the cunning purchase of my wealth, 

Than in the glad possession, since I gain 
No common way; I use no trade, no venture; 

I wound no earth with plough-shares, fat no beasts. 
To feed the shambles; have no mills for iron. 

Oil, corn, or men, to grind them into powder: 

I blow no subtle glass, expose no ships 
To threat’nings of the furrow-faced sea; 

I turn no monies in the public bank, 

Nor usure private. 

Mo8. No, sir, nor devour 

Soft prodigals. You shall have some will swallow 
A melting heir as glibly as your Dutch 
Will pills of butter, and ne’er purge for it; 

Tear forth the fathers of poor families 
Out of their beds, and coffin them alive 
In some kind clasping prison, where their bonee 
May be forth-coming, when the flesh is rotten: 

But your sweet nature doth abhor these courses; 
You lothe the widow's or the orphan's tears 
Should wash your pavements, or their piteous cries 
Ring in your roofs, and beat the air for vengeance. 
VoVp. Right, Mosca; I do lothe it. 
hlo 8 . And besides, sir. 

You are not like the thresher that doth stand 
With a huge flail, watching a heap of com, 

And, hungry, dares not taste the smallest grain, 

But feeds on mallows, and such bitter herbs; 

Nor like the merchant, who hath fill’d his vaults 
With Romagnia, and rich Candian wines. 

Yet drinks the lees of Lombard’s vinegar: 

You will lie not in straw, whilst moths and worms 


Feed on your sumptuous hangings and soft beds; 

You know the use of riches, and due give now 
FVom that bri^t heap, to me, your poor observer, 

Or to your dwarf, or your hermaphr^te. 

Your eunuch, or what other household trifle 
Your pleasure allows maintenance— 

Volp Hold thM. Moso», laivc him vwnty. 

Take of my hand; thou atnk’st on truth in all. 

And they are envious term thoe parasite. 

Call forth my dwarf, my eunueh, and my fool. 

And lot them make me sport [Exit M^] What should I do 
But cocJseB-up my genius, and live free 
To all flights my fortune calls me to ? 


^ • - — — ^ ----- 4 • 
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. , I have no wife, no parent, child, ally, 
lU-’ ^ ■ To give my substance to ; but whom I make 
■ I «Muat be m}* heir: and this makes men observe me: 

* .lAThis draws new clients daily to my house, 

V A Women and men of every sex and age. 

That bring me presents, send me plate, coin, jewels, 
.\(l With hope that when I die (which they expect 

Each greedy minute) it shall then return 
Ten-fold upon them; whilst some, covetous 
Above the rest, seek to engross me whole. 

And counter-work the one unto the other. 

Contend in gifts, as they would seem in love: 

All which I 6u0er, playing with their hopes. 

And am content to coin them into prolit. 

And look upon their kindness, and take more, 
•*"■**,. And look on that; still bearing them in hand, 

[ Letting the cherry knock against their lips. 


(y (X^^’^And draw it by their mouths, and back again.— j</. 

How now] ^ ^ 

Be-enier Mosca tnth Nano, Andbooyno, and Castooxb. 

Now, rooin^^^esluBSte-Hers, who do will you to know, 

-nhuisinr univeTsitu show: 


Nan. Now, nam eMers. who Co wiu you 10 Know, 

' f K’ They do briny universitu sh/iw ; 

' Arul therefore do entreat you, that whatsoever they rehearse, 

May not ^ rf ^ tjyhii the, wo hf. for the false f>ace of theverse. ^ 
V.sl^SZ/j/ou wonder at this, you will wonder more ere we pass, 

A For know, here is inclosed t he soul ofPnlhagora s, 

^ I d'hat juggler .divide, as hereafter sftalfjoli^; 




vllow; 


'Which soul, fast and loose,^r, came first from Apollo, 

A nd was breath'd into j£tkal iUes, Merc^j^ his son. 

Where it had the gift to remember all that ever was d^t. 

From thence it fled forth, and made quick transmigration ^ 

To goldly-lock'd Euphorb us, whi was killed in good fashum^j^j^ ffoy 
At the siege of old Troyf^j the of Sparta. * \ACU ^[' 




At the siege of old Troyf^ the ^cMd of Sparta. * 

Hermotimus was next (/ find it in my charia) 

To whom it did pass, where no sooner it was mtssing ] 

But loilh one Purrhus (J Delos t? learn' d to 
And thence did U enter Vie sophist of Gr eece. f)f.. ( I 
From PyOiagortf sht tvenl fWv J 7 >i^» 0 

r Bight Aspnsia. the matrix; and the next toss of her 
. . ( - . fatf gyrfTn of (Twhorershe became a philosopher, 

Crates the eiji^,'as itself d>>th relate il: a f r,u it 

'TWte kinl^'nigHs, and beggars, kmavM, lords, and fools gat if. 
Besides ox and ass, camel, mule, goat, and brock. 

In all which U hath spoke, as in the cobler'^^k. 

Bnt / come not here to discourse of that maUer, 

Or his one, two. or three, or his great oath, By quates . ^ 

Bis musics, his trigon, his golden thigh, — O 

Or his telling hoio dements shift, but I 

0\o \ 
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(FoiiW (wifc, how of late thou hast suffered translation, 

And shifted thy coat in these days of reformation. 

And Like one of the reformed, a fool, as you see. 

Counting all old doctrine heresie. 

Nan. But not on thine own forbid meats hast thou ventured ? 

And. On fish, when first a Carthusian I enter'd. 

Nan. Why, then thy dogmatical sUence hath left thee t 
And Of that an obstreperous lawyer bereft me. 

Nan. 0 wonderful change, when sir lawyer forsook thee I 
For Pythagore's sake, what body then took thee ? 

And. A good didl mule. Nan. And how I by Iluxt means 
Thou wert broxight to allow of the eating of beans f 
And. Yes. Nan. But from the mule into whom didst thou pass f 
And. Into a very strange beast, by some writers calVd on ass; 

By otlurs, a precise, pure, iUuminale brother, 

Of those devour flesh, and sometimes one another; 

And will drop you forth a libel, or a sanctified lie. 

Betwixt every spoonful of a nativity-pie. 

Nan. Now quit thee, for heaven, of that profane nation. 

And gently report thy next transmigration. 

And. To the same that I am. Nan. A creature of delight. 

And, what is more than a fool, an hermaphrodite / 

Now, prithee, sweet soul, tn all thy variation. 

Which body wouldst thou choose, to keep up thy station t 
And Troth, this I am in: even here would I tarry. 

Nan. 'Cause here the delight of each sex thou canst vary ? 

And. Alas, those pleasures be stale and forsaken; 

No, 'tis your fool wherewith I am so taken, 

The only one creature that I can call blessed; 

For all other forms I have proved most distressed. 

Nan. Spoke true, as thou wert tn Pythagoras still. 

This learned opinion we celebrate will, 

Fellow eunuch, as behoves us, xoUh all our toii and art. 

To dignify that whereof ourselves are so great and spuial a part. 
Volp. Now, very, very pretty ! Mosca, this 
Was thy invention? 

Mos. If it please my patron. 

Not else. 

Volp. It doth, good Mosca, 

Mos. Then it was, air. 

Nano and Castronb sing. 

Fools, they are the only nation 
Worth men’s envy or admiration: 

Free from care or sorrow-taking. 

Selves and others meny making: 

All they speak or do is sterling. 

Your fool he is your great man’s darling, 

And your ladies’ sport and pleasure; 
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Tongue and bauble are his treasure. 

E’en his face begetteth laughter, 

And he speaks truth free from slaughter; 

He’s the grace of every feast, 

And sometimes the ciuefest guest; 

Hath his trencher and his stool, 

When wit waits upon the fooL 
0, who would not be 

He, he, he? [Knocking wUhtnit. 

Volp. Who’s that? Awayl [Kzeuni Nano and Cculrone,] 
Look, Mosca. Fool, begone! [Kxit Androgyne. 

Alos. ’Tis signior Voltore, the advocate; 

L know him by his knock. 

Volp. Fetch me my gown, 

My furs and night-caps; say, my couch is changing. 

And let him entertain himself awhile 

Without i’ the gallery. [Exit Mosca.] Now, now, my clients 
Begin their visitation! Vulture, kite, 

Raven, and gorcrow, all my birds of prey. 

That think me turning carcase, now they come; 

I am not for them yet— 

Re-enter Mosca, with the gown, etc. 

How now! the news? 

Moa. A piece of plate, sir. 

Volp. Of what bigness ? 

Mos. Huge, 

Massy, and antique, with your name inscribed, 

And arms engraven. 

Volp. Good ! and not a fox 
Stretch’d on the earth, with fine delusive sleights. 

Mocking a gaping crow? he, Mosca! 

Moa. Sharp, sir. rm. j * 

Volp. Give me my furs. [Pula on his tick dreaa.] Why dost 

thou laugh so, man ? 

Moa. I cannot choose, sir, when I apprehend 
What thoughts he has without now, as he walks: 

That this might be the last gift he should give; 

That this would fetch you; if you died to-day, 

And gave him all, what he should be to-morrow; 

What large return would come of all his ventures; 

How he should worship’d be, and reverenced; 

Ride with his furs, and foot-cloths; waited on 
Bv herds of fools, and clients; have clear way 
M'ade for his mule, as letter’d as himself; 

Be call’d the great and learned advocate: 

And then concludes, there’s nought impossible. 

Volp. Yes, to be learned, Mosca. 
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ifos. 0 , no: rich 

ImpUed it. Hood an ass with reverend purple, 

So you can hide his two ambitious ears, 

And he shall pass for a cathedral doctor. 

Volp. My caps, my caps, good Mosoa. Fetch him in. 

Mos. Stay, air; your ointment for your eyes. 

Volp. That’s true; 

Dispatch, dispatch : 1 long to have possession 
Of my new present. 

Aloa. That, and thousands more, 

1 hope to see you lord of. 

Volp. Thanks, kind Mosca. 

iSoa. And that, when 1 am lost in blended dust^ 

And hundred such as 1 am, in succession— 

Volp. Nay, that were too much, Mosca. 

Mos. You shall Uve, 

Still, to delude these harpies. 

Volp. Loving Mosca! 

’Tis well: my pillow now, and let him enter. (.Fxif Moaca. 
Now, my feign’d cough, my phthisic, and my gout. 

My apoplexy, palsy, and catarrlis. 

Help, with your forced functions, this my posture. 

Wherein, this three year, I have milk’d their hopes. 

Becomes; I hear him — Uh! [cou^Atn^.] uh! uh! uhl 0 

Re-enter Mosca, »n/rodiic»n^ Voltobe, trilk a piece of Plate, 

Moa. You still are what you were, sir. Only you. 

Of all the rest, are he commands his love, 

And you do wisely to preserve it thus, 

With early visitation, and kind notes 
Of your good meaning to him, which, I know. 

Cannot but come most grateful. Patron 1 sir 1 
Here’s signior Voltore is come— 

Volp. [faintly.'] What say you? 

Moa. Sir, signior Voltore is come this morning 
To visit you. 

Volp. 1 thank him. 

Moa, And hath brought 
A piece of antique plate, ^ught of St. Mark, 

With which he here presents you. 

Volp. He is welcome. 

Pray him to come more often. 

Mos. Yes. 

Volt. What says he T 

Mos. He thanks you, and dcsiree you see him ofteiL 
yolp. Mosca, 

Moa. My patron 1 

Volp. Bring him near, where is ho? 

I long to feel his hand. 
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Mo8. The plat© is here, sir. 

Volt. How fare you, sir? 

Volp. I thank you, signior Voltore; 

Where is the plate ? mine eyes are bad. 

Volt, [putting it into his l^nda.} I’m sorry. 

To see you still thus weak. 

Mos. That he’s not weaker. [Aside. 

Volp. You are too munificent. 

VoU. No, sir; would to heaven, 

I could as well give health to you, as that plate! 

Volp. You give, sir, what you can: I thank you. Your love 
Hath taste in this, and shall not be unanswer’d: 

I pray you see me often. 

Volt. Yes, I shall, sir. 

Volp. Be not far from me. 

Mos. Do you observe that, sir ? 

Volp. Hearken unto me still; it will concern you. 

Mo3. You are a happy man, sir; know your good, 

Volp. I cannot now last long-~ 

Mos. You are his heir, sir. 

Volt. Ami? 

Volp. I feel me going: Uh! uh! uh! uh! 

I’m sailing to my port, Uh! uh! uk! uh! 

And 1 am glad I am so near my haven. 

Mos. Alas, kind gentleman ! Well, we must all go— 

Volt. But, Mosca — 

Mos. Age will conquer. 

Volt. ’Pray thee, hear me: 

Am I inscribed his heir for certain? 

Mos. Are you I 

I do beseech you, sir, you will vouchsafe 
To write me in your family. All my hopes 
Depend upon your worship: I am lost. 

Except the rising sun do shine on me. 

Volt. It shall both shine, and warm thee, Mosca. 

Mos. Sir, 

1 am a man, that hath not done your love 
All the worst offices: here I wear your keys, 

See all your coffers and your caskets lock’d. 

Keep the poor inventory of your jewels, 

Your plate and monies; am your steward, sir. 

Husband your goods here. 

VoU. But am I sole heir? 

Mos. Without a partner, sir; confirm’d this morning: 

The wax is warm yet, and the ink scarce dry 
Upon the parchment. 

Volt. Happy, happy, meJ , 

By what good chance, sweet Mosca ? 

^Mos. Your desert, sir; 
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I know no second cause. 

Volt. Thy modesty 

Is not to know it; well, we shall requite it. 

Mos. He ever liked your course, sir; that first took mm. 

I oft have heard him say, how he admired 
Jlen of your large profession, that could speak 
To every cause, and things mere contraries, 

Till they were hoarse again, yet all be law; 

That, with most quick agility, could turn. 

And [re-] return; [could] make knots, and undo them; 

Give forked counsel ; take provoking gold 
On either hand, and put it up: these men. 

He knew, would thrive with their humility. 

And, for his part, ho thought be should be blest 
To have his heir of such a suffering spirit, 

So wise, so grave, of so perplex’d a tongue, 

And loud withal, that would not wag, nor scarce 

Lie still, without a fee; when every word 

Your worship but lets fall, is a chequin! — [Knocking without. 

Who’s that? one knocks; I would not have you seen, sir. 

And yet — pretend you came, and went in haste: 

I’ll fashion an excuse— and, gentle sir, 

W^en you do come to swim in golden lard. 

Up to the arms in honey, that your chin 
la borne up stiff, with fatness of the flood. 

Think on your vassal; but remember me: 

I have not been your worst of clients. 

Volt. Mosca! — 

Mos. ^Vhen will you have your inventory brought, sir? 

Or see a copy of the will ? — Anon ! — 

I’ll bring them to you, sir. Away, be gone, 

Put business in your face. [iJxii VoUore. 

Volp. [springing up.] Excellent Mosca 1 
Come hither, let me kiss thee. 

Mos. Keep you still, sir. 

Here is Corbaccio. 

Volp. Set the plate away: 

The vulture’s gone, and the old raven’s come! 

3Io8. Betake you to your silence, and your sleep. 

Stand there and multiply. [Putting th« plait to the rest.] Now, 
shall we see 

A wretch who is indeed more impotent 
Than this can feign to be; yet hopes to hop 
Over his grave— 

Enter Cobbaccio. 

Signior Corbaccio I 
You’re very welcome, sir. 

Corh. How does your patron T 
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Mos. Troth, as be did, sir; do amends. 

Corb. What! mends he? 

Mos. No, sir: he’s rather worse. 

Corb. That’s well. Where is he ? 

Mos. Upon his conch, sir, newly fall’n asleep. 
Corb. Does he sleep well? 

Mos. No wink, sir, all this night. 

Nor yesterday ; but slumbers. 

Corb. Good ! he should take 
Some counsel of physicians: I have brought him 
An opiate hero, from mine own doctor. 

Mos. He will not hear of drugs. 

C7or6. Why ? I myself 

Stood by while it was made, saw all the ingredients: 
And know, it cannot but most gently work: 

My life for his, ’tis but to make him sleep. 

VoVp. Ay, his last sleep, if he would take it. 

Mos. Sir, 

He has no faith in physio. 

Corb. Say you, say you ? 

Mos. He has no faith in physic: he does think 
Moat of your doctors are the greater danger. 

And worse disease, to escape. I often have 
Heard him protest, that your physician 
Should never be his heir. 

Corb. Not I his heir? 

Mos. Not your physician, air. 

Corb. O, no, no, no, 

I do not mean it. 

Mos. No, sir. nor their fees 
He cannot brook: he says, they flay a man. 

Before they kill him. 

Corb. Right, I do conceive you. 

Mos. And then they do it by experiment; 

For which the law not only doth absolve them. 

But gives them great reward: and he is loth 
To hire his death, so. 

Corb. It is true, they kill 
With as much license os a judge. 

Mos. Nay, more; 

For he but kills, sir, where the law condemns. 

And these can kill him too. 

Corb. Ay, or me; 

Or any man. How does his apoplex! 

Is that strong on lum still? 

Mos. Moat violent. 

His speech is broken, and his eyes are set. 

His face drawn longer than ’twas wont — 

Corb. Howl howl 
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Stronger than he was wont? 

Mos. No, sir: his face 
Drawn longer than ’twas wont. 

Corb. 0, good ! 

Mo9. His mouth 

Is ever gaping, and his eyelids hang. 

Cor6. Good. 

Mos. A freezing numbncsss stiffens all his joints. 

And makes the colour of his Besh like lead. 

Corb. ’Us good. 

Mos. His pulse beats slow, and dull. 

Corb. Good symptoms still. 

Mos. And from his brain— 

Corb. I conceive you; good. 

Mos. Flows a cold sweat, with a continual rheum, 
Forth the resolved corners of his eyes. 

Corb. Is’t possible? Yet I am better, ha! 

How does he, with the swimming of his head? 

Mos. 0, sir, 'tiB past the scotomy; he now 
Hath lost his feeling, and hath left to snort: 

You hardly can perceive him, that ho breathes. 

Corb. Excellent, excellent! sure I shall outlast him: 
This makes me young again, a score of years. 

Mos. I was a coming for you, sir. 

Corb. Has he made his wUl ? 

What has he given me? 

Mos. No, sir. 

Corb. Nothing! ha? 

Mos. He has not made his will, air. 

Corb. Oh, oh, oh [ 

What then did Voltore, the lawyer, here? 

Mos. He smelt a carcase, dr, when he but heard 
My master was about his teetament; 

As I did urge him to it for your good— * 

Corb. He came unto him, did he? I thought so. 
Mos. Yes, and presented him this piece of plate. 
Corb. To be his heir? 


Mos. I do not know, sir. 

Corb. True: 

I know it too. 

Mos. By your own scale, sir. 

Corb. WeU, 

I^shall prevent him. yet. See, Mosoa, look. 
Here, I have brought a bag of bright chequines. 
Will quite weigh down his plate. 

Mos. [taking tJu bag.] Yea, marry, sir. 

Tins is true physic, this your sacred medicine: 
No talk of opiates, to this groat elixir! 

Corb. ’Tis aurum palpabile, if not potabile. 
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Mos. It shall be minister’d to him , in his bowl. 

Corh. Ay, do, do, do. 

Mos. Most blessed cordial! 

This will recover him. 

Corh. Yea, do, do, do. 

Mos. I think it were not best, sir. 

Corh. What? 

Mos. To recover him. 

Corh. 0, no, no, no; by no means. 

Mos. Why, sir, this 

Will work some strange effect, if he bat feel it. 

Corh. ’Tis true, therefore forbear; I’ll take my venture: 
Give me it again. 

Mos. At no hand; pardon me: 

You shall not do yourself that wTong, sir. I 
Will so advise you, you shall have it all. 

Corh. How? 

Mos. All, sir; ’tis your right, your own: no man 
Can claim a part: ’tis yours, wthout a rival, 

Decreed by destiny. 

Corh. How, how, good Mosca ? 

Mos. I’ll tell you, sir. This fit be shall recover. 

Corh. I do conceive you. 

Mos. And, on first advantage 
Of his gain’d sense, will I re-importune him 
Unto the making of his testament: 

And shew him this. [Poiniiruf to the money. 

Corh. Good, good. 

Mos. ’Tis better yet. 

If you will hear, air. 

Corh. Yes, with all my heart. 

Mos. Now, would I counsel you, make home with speed; 

There, frame a will; whereto you shall inscribe 

My master your sole heir. 

Corh. And disinherit 

My son I , , , 

Mos. 0, sir, the better: for that colour 

Shall make it much more taking. 

Corb. 0, but colour 7 

Mos. This vrill, sir, you shall send it unto me. 

Now, when I come to inforce, as 1 will do. 

Your cares, your watchings, and your many prayers, 

Your more than many gifts, your this day’s 

And last, produce your will; where, without thought. 

Or least regard, unto your proper issue, 

\ son BO brave, and highly meriting, 

The stream of your diverted love hath thrown you 
Upon my master, and made him your heir: 

He cannot be so stupid, or stone-dead. 
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But out of conscience, and mere gratitude — 

Corb. He must pronounce me ^ ? 

Mo3. ’Tis true. 

Corb. This plot 
Did 1 think on before. 

Mos. I do believe it 
Corb. Do you not believe it? 

Mos. Yea, sir. 

Corb. Mine own project. 

Mob. Which, when he hath done, eir— 

Corb. Publish’d me hia heir? 

Mos. And you so certain to survive him — 

Cof6. Ay. 

Mos. Being so lusty a man— 

Corb. ’Tis true. 

Mos. Yea, sir— 

Corb. I thought on that too. See, how he should be 
The very organ to express my thoughts ! 

Mos. You have not only done yourself a good— 
Corb. But multiplied it on my son. 

Mos. ’Tis right, sir. 

Corb. Still, my invention. 

Mos. 'Las, sirl heaven knows. 

It hath been all my study, all my care, 

(I e’en grow gray withal,) how to work things — 

Corb. I do conceive, sweet Mosca. 

Mos. You are he. 

For whom I labour here. 


Corb. Ay, do, do, do: 
rU straight about it. 

If os. Rook go with you, raven I 
Corb. I know thee honest. 

Mos. You do lie, sirl 
Corb. And — 

Mos. Your knowledge is no better than your ears, sir. 
Corb. I do not doubt, to be a father to thee. 

Mos. Nor I to gull my brother of his blessing. 

Corb. 1 may have my youth restored to me, why not? 
Mos. Your worship is a precious ass ! 

Corb. What say’st thou ? 

Mos. I do desire your worship to make haste, sir. 

Corb. ’Tie done, ’tis done; I go. 

Volp. [Uaping from his coucA.] O, I shall burst 1 
Let out my sides, let out my aides— 

Mos. Contain 

Your flux of laughter, sir: you know this hope 
Is such a bait» it covers any hook. 

Volp. 0, but thy working, and thy placing itl 
I cannot hold; good rascal, let me thee: 


[Going 


[Aside. 


[Exit. 



4*6 Ben Jonson*s Plays 

I never knew thee in so rare a humonr. 

Mo9. Alas, sir, I but do as I am taught; 

Follow your grave instructions; give them words; 

Pour oil in^ their ears, and send them hence. 

Volp. Tis true, ’tis true. What a nure punishment 
Is avarice to itself! 

Mo8. Ay, with our help, sir. 

Volp. So many cares, so many maladies. 

So many fears attending on old age. 

Yea, death so often call’d on, as no wish 

Can be more frequent with them, their limba faint, 

Their senses dull, their seeing, hearing, going, 

All de^ before them; yea, their very teeth. 

Their instruments of eating, failing them: 

Yet this is reckon’d life! nay, here was one. 

Is now gone home, that wishes to live longer I 
Feels not his gout, nor palsy; feigns himself 
Younger by scores of years, flatters his age 
With confident belying it, hopes be may, 

With charms, like iEson, have his youth restored: 

And with these thoughts so battens, as if fate 
Would be as easily cheated on, as he. 

And all turns air! \^Kiwcking toilhin.] Who’s that there, now? 
a third 1 

Mos. Close, to your couch again; I hear his voice: 

It is Corvino, our sjHuce merchant. 

Volp. [liti down a$ before.] Dead. 

Mo8. Another bout, sir, with your eyes. [^AnoirUin^ them.} 
— Who’s there? 

Enter Cob\tno. 

Signior Corvino ! come most wish’d for ! 0, 

How happy were you, if you knew it, now! 

Corv. Why ? what ? wherein ? 

JHo8. The tardy hour is come, sir. 

Corv. He is not dead? 

Afos. Not dead, sir, but as good; 

He knows no man. 

Corv. How shall I do then? 

Mo8. Wliy, sir ? 

Corv. I have brought him here a pcarL 
Mo8. Perhaps he has 

So much remembrance loft, as to know you, sir: 

He still calls on you; nothing but your name 
Is in his mouth. Is your pearl orient, sir? 

Corv. Venice was never owner of the like. 

Volp. [faintly.] Signior Corvinol 
Mo8. Hark. 

Volp. Signior Corvino 1 
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Mo». He calls you; step and give it him. — He’s here, sir, 

And he has brought you a rich pearl. 

CoTV. How do you, sir ? 

Tell him. it doubles the twelfth caract. 

Mo8. Sir, 

He cannot understand, his hearing’s gone; 

And yet it comforts him to see you — 

Corv. Say, 

I have a diamond for him, too. 

&Io8. Best shew it, sir; 

Put it into his hand ; ‘tis only there 
He apprehends: he has his feeling, yot. 

See how he grasps it! 

Corv. ’Las, good gentlemanl 
How pitiful the sight is! 

Mo9. TutI forget, sir. 

The weeping of an heir should still be langhtei 
Under a visor. 

Corv. Why, am I his heir ? 

Moa. Sir, I am sworn, I may not shew the will 
Till he be dead ; but here has been Corbaccio, 

Here baa been Voltore, here were others too, 

I cannot number ’em, they were so many; 

All gaping here for legacies: but I, 

Taking the vantage of his naming yon, 

Signior Corwno, Signior Corvino, took 
Paper, and pen, and ink, and there I asked him. 

Whom he would have his heir ? Corvirut. Who 
Should be executor t Corwno. And, 

To any question he was silent to, 

I still interpreted the nods he m^e. 

Through weakness, for consent: and sent home th‘ othea. 

Nothing bequeath'd thorn, but to cry and curse. 

Corv. 0, my dear Mosoa 1 [Thay embrau.] Does be not perceive 

US? 

Mos. No more than a blind harper. He knows no man, 

No face of friend, nor name of any servant. 

Who ’twas that fed him last, or gave him drink: 

Not those he hath begotten, or brought up. 

Can he remember. 

Corv. Has he children T 
Moa. Bastards, 

Some dozen, or more, that he begot on b^tjara, 

Gypsies, and Jews, and bla^-moors, when he was drunk. 

Knew you not that, sir? 'tis the common fable. 

Tlie dwarf, the fool, the eunuch, are all hia; 

He’s the true father of his family. 

In all, save me: — but be has given them nothing. 

Corv. That s well, tiiat’e welll Art enre he does not hear os ? 
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Mos. Sore, sir I why, look you, credit your own sense. 

[Shouts in Vol’i ear. 

The pox approach, and add to your diseases, 

If it would send you hence the sooner, sir. 

For your incontinence, it hath deserv’d it 
Thoroughly, and thoroughly, and the plague to boot ! — 

You may come near, sir. — Would you would once close 
Those filthy eyes of yours, that flow with slime. 

Like two frog-pits; and those same hanging cheeks. 

Cover’d wi^ bdde instead of akin — Nay, help, sir — 

That look like frozen dish-clouts set on end! 

Corv. [ahud.^ Or like an old smoked wall, on which the rain 
Ran down in streaks ! 

Mos. Excellent, sir ! apeak out: 

You may be louder yet; a culverin 
Discharged in his ear would hardly bore it. 

Corv. Hifl nose is like a common sewer, still running. 

Mos. ’Tisgood! And what bis mouth? 

Corv. A very draught. 

Mos. 0, stop it up— 

Corv. By no means. 

Mos. ’Ptay you, let me: 

Faith I could stifle Him rarely with a pillow. 

As well as any woman that should keep him. 

Corv. Do as you will; but I’ll begone. 

Mos. Be so: 

It is your presence makes him last so long. 

Corv. I pray you, use no violence. 

Mos. No, sir 1 why T 

Why should you be thus scrupulous, pray you, sir? 

Corv. Nay, at your discretion- 
Mos. Well, good sir, begone. 

Corv. I will not trouble him now, to take my pearl. 

Mos. Puh! nor your diamond. What a ne^ess care 
Ib this afllicta you? Is not all here yours? 

Am not I here, whom you have made your creature ? 

That owe my being to you ? 

Corv. Grateful Mosca! 

Thou art my friend, my fellow, my companion. 

My partner, and shalt share in all my fortunes. 

Mos. Excepting one. 

Corv. WTiat’s that ? r^zif Corv. 

Mos. Your gallant wife, sir, — 

Now is he gone: we had no other means 
To shoot him hence, but this. 

‘hysell. ^Win.J-Who's there J 

I will be troubled with no more. Prepare 
Me music, dances, banquets, all deUghts; 
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The Turk is not more sensual in his pleasures, 

Than will Volpone, {Exit Moa.l Let me see; a pearl! 

A diamond! plate! chequinesi Good morning’s purchase. 
Why, this is better than rob churches, yet; 

Or fat, by eating, once a month, a man— > 

Re-trUeT Mosca. 

Who is’t? 

Mos. The beauteous lady Would-be, sir. 

Wife to the English knight, sir Politick Would-be, 

(This is the style, sir, is directed me,) 

Hath sent to know how you have slept to-night, 

And if you would bo visited? 

Volp. Not now: 

Some three hours henc^— 

Moa. I told the squire so much. 

Volp. When I am high with mirth and wine; then, then; 
’Fore heaven. I wonder at the desperate valour 
Of the bold English, that they dare let loose 
Their wives to all encounters! 

Mos. Sir, this knight 

Had not his name for nothing, he is politick, 

And knows, howe’er his wife affect strange oLrs, 

She hath not yet the face to be dishonest: 

But bad she signior Gorvino’s wife’s fac^~ 

Volp. Has she so rare a face? 

Mos. 0, sir, the wonder, 

The blazing star of Italy ! a wench 
Of the first year! a beauty ripe as harvest! 

Whose akin is whiter than a swan all over, 

Than silver, snow, or lilies! a soft lip. 

Would tempt you to eternity of kissing! 

And flesh that meltoth in the touch to blood! 

Bright as your gold, and lovely as your gold! 

Volp. Why had not I known this before ? 

Mos. Alas, sir, 

Myself but yesterday discover’d it. 

Volp. How might I see her ? 

Mos. 0, not possible; 

She’s kept as warily as is your gold; 

Never does come abroad, never takes air. 

But at a window. AH her looks are sweet, 

As the first grapes or cherriee, and are watch’d 
As near as they are. 

Volp. I must see her. 

Mos. Sir, 

^ere is a guard of spies ten thick upon hor, 

AU hjs whole household; each of which is set 
Upon his fellow, and have all their charge. 
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When he goes out, when he comes in, examined. 

Volp. I will go see her, though but at her window. 

Mo«. In some disguise, then. 

Volp. That is true; I must 

Maintain mine owo shape still the same: we’ll think. [Exeunt 


ACT 11 

SCENE I. — St. Mask’s Place; a retired comer before 

CoEviNo’s House, 

Enter Sir Politick Would-be, and Pereobinb. 

Sir P. Sir, to a wise man, all the world’s his soil: 

It is not Italy, nor France, nor Europe, 
liiat must bound me, if my fates call me forth. 

Yet, I protest, it is no salt desire 
Of seeing countries, shifting a religion. 

Nor any disaffection to the state 

Where I was bred, and unto which I owe 

My dearest plots, hath brought me out; much less. 

That idle, antique, stale, gray-headed project 
Of knowing men’s minds and manners, wth Ulysses! 

But a peculiar humour of my wife’s 
Laid for this height of Venice, to observe. 

To quote, to learn the language, and so forth— 

I hope you travel, sir, with license ? 

Sir P. I dare the safelier converse— How long, sir. 
Since you left England? 

Per. Seven weeks. 

Sir P. So lately ! . ^ . j « 

You have not been with my lord ambassador ? 

Per. Not yet, sir. 

Sir P. Pray yon, what news, su, vents our climate? 

I heard last night a most strange thing reported 
By some of my lord’s followers, and I long 
To hear how ’twill be seconded. 

Per. What was’ t. sir? , .,j 

Sir P. Marry, sir, of a raven that should build 
In a ship royal of the king’s. 

Do^he grill me! trow? or is pdl’d? 

Sir P. My name is Politick Would-be. 

Per. 0, that speaks him. — 

A knight, sir? , . . 

Str P. A poor knight, sir. 

Per. Your lady 

Lies here in Venice, for intelligence 
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Of tires, and fashions, and behaviour. 

Among the courtezans? the fine iady Would-be? 

Sir P. Yea, sir; the spider and the bee, ofttimes. 
Suck from one flower. 

Per. Good air Politick, 

I cry you mercy; I have heard mnch of you: 

’Tis true, sir, of your raven. 
iStr P. On your knowledge ? 

Per. Yes, and your lion’s whelping in the Tower. 
Sir P. Anotlier whelp 1 
Per. Another, air. 

Sir P. Now heaven! 

What prodigies be these 7 The fires at Berwick I 
And the new star! these things concur ring , strange, 
And full of omen! Saw you those meteors? 

Per. I did, air. 

Sir P. Fearful! Pray you, sir, confirm me. 

Were there three porpoises seen above the bridge. 
As they give out? 

Per. Sis, and a sturgeon, sur. 

Sir P. 1 am astonish’d. 

Per. Nay, sir, be not so ; 
m tell you a greater prodigy than these. 

Sir P. What should these things portend? 

Per. The very day 

(Let me be sure) that I put forth from London, 
There was a whale discover’d in the river, 

As high as Woolwich, that had waited there. 

Few know how many months, for the subversion 
Of the Stode fleet. 

Sir P. Is’t possible? believe it, 

’Twas either sent from Spain, or the archdukes: 
Spinola’s whale, upon my life, my credit | 

Will they not leave these projects? Worthy sir 
Some other news. ' 

Per. Faith, Stone the fool is dead, 

And they do lack a tavern fool extremely. 

Sir P. Is Mass Stone dead? 


Per. He’s dead, sir; why, I hope 
You thought him not immortal ?— O, this knight, 

Were he well known, would be a precious thine 
To fit o\a English stage: he that should write 
But such a fellow, should be thought to feiim 
Extremely, if not maliciouslv. 

Sir P. Stone dead ! 

air, you apprehend It? 

£16 w&s no kiDsmaQ to you ? 

Sir P. That 1 know ot 
Well ! that same fellow was an unknown fooL 

P489 


[A .-tide. 
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Ptr. And yet you knew him, it BeemsT 
Sir P. I did so. Sir, 

I knew him one of the most dangerous heads 
Living within the state, and so 1 held him. 

Per. Indeed, sir? 

Sir P. While he lived, in action. 

He has received weekly intelligence, 

Upon my knowledge, out of the Low Countries, 

For all parts of the world, in cabbages; 

And those dispensed again to ambassadors. 

In oranges, musk-melons, apricocks. 

Lemons, pome-citrons, and such-like; sometimes 
In Colchester oysters, and your Selscy cockles. 

Per. You make me wonder. 

Sir P. Sir, upon my knowledge. 

Nay, I’ve observed hun, at your public ordinary, 
Take his advertisement from a traveller, 

A conceal’d statesman, in a trencher of meat; 

And instantly, before the meal was done. 

Convey an answer in a tooth-pick. 

Per. Strange! 

How could this be, sir? 

Sir P. Why, the meat was cut 
So like his character, and so laid, as he 
Must easily read the cipher. 

Per. I have heard. 

He could not read, sir. 

Sir P. So ’twas given out. 

In policy, by those that did employ himt 
But he could read, and had your languages. 

And to’t, as sound a noddle— 

Per. I have heard, sir. 

That your baboons were spies, and that they were 
A kind of subtle nation near to China. 

Sir P. Ay, ay, your Mamaluchi. Faith, they had 
Their hand in a French plot or two; but they 
Wore so extremely given to women, as 
TTiey made discovery of all: yet I 
Had my advices here, on Wednesday last. 

From one of their own coat, they were return d. 
Made their relations, as the fashion is, 

And now stand fair for fresh employment. 

Per. ’Heart! 

This air Pol will be ignorant of nothing. 

It seems, sir, you know all. 

Sir P. Not all, sir. but 
I have some general notions. I do love 
To note and to observe: though I live out. 

Free from the active torrent, yet I d mark 


iA side 
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The currents and the passages of things. 

For mine own private use; and know the ebbs 
And flows of state. 

Per. Believe it, sir, I hold 
Myself in no small tie unto my fortunes, 

For casting me thus luckily upon you. 

Whose knowledge, if your bounty equal it, 

May do me great assistance, in instruction 
For my behaviour, and my bearing, which 
Is yet so rude and raw. 

Sir P. Why, came you forth 
Empty of rules for travel f 
Per. Faith, I had 

Some common ones, from out that vulgar grammar. 
Which he that cried Italian to me, taught me. 

iSir P. Why this it is that spoils all our brave bloods, 
Trusting our hopeful gentry unto pedants. 

Fellows of outaide, and mere bark. You seem 
To be a gentleman, of ii^^enuous race: — 

I not profess it, but my fate hath been 
To be, where I have been consulted with, 

In this high kind, touching some great men’s sons. 
Persons of blood and honour.»- 


EnUr Mosoa omf Nano disguised, followed by persons wtlh 

maUrialsfor ereciing a Stage. 

Per. Who be these, sir f 

^os. Under that window, there ’t must be. The same 

T ^iT O mount a bank. Did your instructor 

In the dear tongues, never discourse to you 
Of the Italian mountebanks T 


Per. Yes, sir. 

Sir P. Why, 

Here you shall see one. 

Per. They are quacksalvers; 

Fellows, that live by venting oils and drags. 

D A that the character he gave you of them? 
Per. As I remember. 

Sir P. Pity his ignorance. 

^ey are the only knowing men of Europe 1 

Great general scholars, excellent physicians. 

Most admired statesmen, protest favourites 

/md cabinet counsellors to the greatest princes; 

The only lanwaged men of all the world! 

“ost lewd impostors- 

Made all of teriM and shreds; no less beliers ^ 

Of ^t men s favours, than their own vile med’cinee- 
^ch ttey will utter upon monstrous oaths: 

Sellmg that drug for two-pence, ere they port, 
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Which they have valued at twelve crowns before. 

Sir P. Sir, calumnies are answer’d best with silence. 
Yourself shall judi-e. — Who is it mounts, my friends? 
Mos. Scoto of Mantua, sir. 

Sir P. Is’the? Nay, then 
rU proudly promise, sir. you shall behold 
Another man than has been phant’sied to yon. 

I wonder yet, that he should mount his bank. 

Here in this nook, that has been wont t appear 
In face of the Piazza l—Here he comes. 


Enter Volpone, disguised as a mountebank DoctoTf and foUotced 

by a crowd of people. 

Volp. Mount, zany, [to A^ano.] 

Mob. Follow, follow, follow, follow I 

Sir P. See how the people follow him! he’s a man 

Mav write ten thousand crowns in bank here. Note, 

may wmi« [Volpone mounts the Stage 


Mark but his gesture:— I do use to observe 
The state he keeps in getting up. 

Per. ’Tis worth it, sir. ^ , u «/,„ 

Volp. Most noble gentlemen, and my worthy 

s/rarwc that I, your Scoto Mantuano, who was ever wont to px my 
h^Tk TZeo/the Ulic Piazza, near the shelter of the to /Ac 

]>rocnraiia. slLdd now, after eigU months' 

city of Venice, humbly relire myself into an obscure nook of the Pxazza. 
Sir P. Did not 1 now object the same? 

Vo?D ^^^me^tell you: I am not, as your Lombard proverb saith. 
/• 1A nn mu feet' or content to part trith my commodities at a cheaper 
^hTnlt^tomed: look'm>t for it. Nor thf the calumny 
r/r r/? of that impudent detractor, and shame to our profe. , 

no, ,*o.> an.n. 
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your skriveird aaUad ealvv] ariizanB, who are overjoyed that they may 
have their kalf-pe'rlh of physic; though U purge them into another 
world, it makes no matter. 

Sir P. Excellent! have you heard bettor language, sir ? 

Volp. Well, lei them go. And, gentlemen, honourable gentlemen, 
know, that for this time, our bank, being thus removed from the clamours 
of the cano^^i'a, shall be ike scene of pleasure and delight; for I have 
nothing to sell, little or nothing to sM. 

Sir P. I told you, sir, his end. 

Per. You did so, sir. 

Volp. 1 protest, I, and my six servants, are not able to make of this 
precious liquor, so fast as it is fetch'd away from my lodging by gentle- 
men of your city; strangers of the Terra-fifma; worshipful rr\erchanls: 
ay, and senators too: who, ever since my arrival, have detained me to 
their uses, by their splendidous liberalities. And worthily; for, what 
avails your rich man to have his magazines stuft xoith moscadelli, or of 
the purest grape, when his physicians prescribe him, on pain of death, 
to drink nothing but water coded with aniseeds t 0, health / health / 
the blessing of the rick / the riches of the poor I who can buy thee at 
too dear a rate, since there is no enjoying this xoorld toithout thee t 
Be not then so sparing of your purses, honourable gentlemen, as to 
abridge the natural course of life — 

Per. You see his end. 


Sir P. Ay, is’t not good I 

Volp. For, when a humid flux, or catarrh, by the mutability of air, 
falls from your head into an arm or shoulder, or any other part; take 
you a ducket, or your cheguin of gold, and apply to the place affected ■ 
su what good effect U can work. No, no, 'tis this blessed unguenio, 
this rare extractioTi, that hath only power to disperse all malignant 
humours, that proceed either of hoi, cold, moist, or windy causes— 

Per. I would he had put in dry too. 

Sir P. ’Pray you, observe. 

Volp. To fortify the most indigest and crude stomach, ay, were il 
of one that, through extreme weakness, vomited blood, applying only a 
warm napkin to the place^ after the unction and fricace;—foT ihe 
t» the head, putting hut a drop »nio your rwstrils, likewise 

behtnd the ears; a most sovereign and approved remedy: the mal caduco 
cramps, ^nvxdsions, paralysies, tpiUpsies, tremor-eordia, retired 
f^es, m wpours of ihe spleen, stopping of the liver, the stone, the 
arangury, hernia veniosa, ihaca passio; stops a dyserUerta imme- 
^*oiely; easeih the torsion of the small guts; and cures melancholia 
h^ndrta^ applied according to my printed receipt. 

[Pointing to his biU and his vial.] For, this is the physician, the 

tU effea, arid, m sum, 6ojA together may be termed an abstract of the 
theonck and praclick tn the .£sculapian art. 'TwiU cost you eight 

Sir P. How do you like him, air ? 
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Per. Most strangely, 1 1 

Sir P. la not his language rare ? 

Per. But alchemy, 

I never heard the like; or Broughton’s books. 


Najjo sings. 

Had old Hippocrates, or Galen, 

That to their hooka put med’cinea all in, 
But known this secret, they had never 
(Of which they will be guilty ever) 

Been murderers of so much paper. 

Or wasted many a hurtless taper; 

No Indian drug had e’er been famed. 
Tobacco, sassafras not named ; 

Ke yet, of guacum one small stick, sir, 

Nor Raymond Lully’s great elixir. 

Ne had been known the Danish Gonswart, 
Or Paracelsus, with his long sword. 


Per. All this, yet, wiU not do; eight crowns is high. 

Volp No more.—Oenilemen, if I had htti time to discourse to j/w 
the miraculous effecls 0 / this my oU, sumamed OgXio dd Secto; wdh 
the countless catc^ue of those I have cured of the afwesaid, and many 
more diseases; the ‘patents and privileges of all the prices and common- 
reeaUhs of Christendom; or but the depositions of those that 
cm my part, before the signiory of the Saniia and moM learned CoU^e 
of Phy^ians; where I teas authorised, upon notice taken of the 
admirahle virtues of my medicaments, and miru oum « 
matter of rare and unknown secrets, not only to disperse them publidy 
in this famous city, »n all the territories, that happily joy 

the govlnment of the most pious ^ 

may some other gallant fellow say, 0, there be divers that ”iak^o- 

fession to have as good, and as experimented receipts as yours. 

Jsayk like apJS, in imitation of that, which is re^^ 
Ze^^y in to make of this oil; bytowed gre^ cos ^ 

iZnaces, siilU, alembecks, continual fires, and .f 

inaredients, (as indeed there goes to it six hundred several 

toW (.me and mon<y; for thrs, be recovered by ,nduetry. but 
^ bndcavoared <0 ye, ike 

mmmm. 



The Fox 


427 

return you your fell without bum or stain. For, whilst others have 
been at the Balloo, I have been at my book: and am rww past the. 
craggy paths of study, and come to the flowery plains of honour and 
reputation. 

Sir P. I do assure you» sir, that is his aim. 

Volp. But to our price — 

Per. And that withal, sir Pol. 

Volp. You all know, honourable gentlemen, I never valued this 
ampulla, or vial, at less than eight crowns; but for this time, I am 
content to be deprived of it for six: six crowns is the price, and less in 
courtesy I know you cannot offer me; take it or leave U, howsoever, 
both it and I am at your service. I ask you not as the value of the 
thing, for then I sh^dd demand of you a thousand croums, so the 
cardinals Monlallo, Fernese, ike great Duke of Tuscany, my gossip, 
with divers other princes, have given me; but I despise money. Only 
to shew my affection to you, honourahle gentlemen, and your illustrious 
Slate here, I have neglecied the messages of these princes, mine own 
offices, framed my journey hither, only to present you with the fruits of 
my iravds.^Tune your voices once more to the touch of your trwfru. 
merits, and give the honourable assemhly some delighiful recreation. 

Per. Wiat monstrous and most painful circumstance 
Is here, to get some three or four gazettes. 

Some three-pence in the wholel for that ’twill come to. 


Nano sings. 

You that would last long, list to my song, 
Make no more coil, but buy of this oil. 
Would you be ever fair and young ? 

Stout of teeth, and strong of tongue ? 

Tart of palate ? quick of ear ? 

Sharp of sight f of nostril clear? 

Moist of hand? and light of foot ? 

Or, I will come nearer to’t. 

Would you live free from all diseases ? 

Do the act your mistress pleases, 

Yet fright all aches from your bonee? 
Here’s a medicine for the nones. 


Volp. IFcfl, / am m a humour at this time to make a present ofthe 
smaU quaintly my coff^ eontains; to the rich in courtesy, and to the 
poor /or Oo^s sake. Wherefore now mark: / ask'd you six crowns • 
and crowns, at other times, you have paid me; you shall not aive 
me SIX crowns, nor five, nor four, nor three, nor two, nor one- ^nor 
h^fa ducat; w, nor a moccinigo. Sixpence it wiU cost you, or^ 
hutidrtd pound^-^txptcl no lower vrict^ for hn #A^ 
front. I wia not bale a hagatirUy^kat I wtil only, a pleLroJ 
your lovM, to carry someihtng from amongst you, to shew 1 am 

c^mn d by y^ Theref^e, now, toss your handkerchiefs, cheer/unu 
cheerfvUy; and be advertUed, that the first heroic spiHi 
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to grace me with a handkerchief, I will give ii a little remembrance of 
something, beside, shall please it belter, than if I had presented with 
a dovble pistolel. 

Per. VVill you be that heroic spark, sir Pol? 

\Cdia at a window above, throws down her harulkerehief. 
0, see! the window has prevented you. 

Volp. Lady, / kiss your bounty; and for this timely grace you have 
done your poor Scoto of Mantua, I will return you, over and above 
my oil, a secret of that high and inestimable nature, shall make you for 
ever enamoured on that minute, wherein your eye first descended on so 
mean, yet not altogether to be despised, an object. Here is a powder 
conceal'd tn this paper, of which, if I should speak to the worth, nine 
thousand volumes were but as one page, that page as a line, that line 
as a word; so short is this pilgrimage of man {which some call life) 
to the expressing of it. Wotild I reflect on the price ? why, the whole 
world is but as an empire, that empire as a province, that province as 
a bank, that bank as a private purse to the purchase of t/. I will only 
tell you; it is the powder that made Venus a goddess {given her by 
Apollo,) iluU kept her perpetually young, clear'd her torinkles, firm'd her 
gums, filLd her skin, colour'd her hair; from her derived to Helen, 
and at the sack of Troy unfortunately lost: till now, in this our age, it 
was as happily recovered, by a studious antiquarif, out of some ruins 
of Asia, who sent a moiety of U to the court of France, {but much 
sophisticated,) wherewith the ladies there, now, colour their hair. The 
rest, at this present, remains with me; extracted to a quintessence: 
so that, wherever it but touches, in youlh it perpetually preserves, in 
age restores the complexion: seats your teeth, did they dance like 
virginal jacks, firm as a wall; makes them while as ivory, that were 
black as — 

Hnter Corvino. 


Cor. Spight o’ the devil, and my shame! come down here; 
Come down ; — No house but mine to make your scene ? 

Signior Flaminio, will you down, sir? down? 

What, is my wife your Franciscina, sir ? 

No windows on the whole Piazza, here. 

To make your properties, but mine? but mine? 

[Beats away Volpone, Nano, etc. 

Heart! ere to-morrow I shall be new-ohristen’d. 

And call’d the PanUlone di Besogniosi, 


About the town. 

Per. What should this mean, sir Pol? 

Sir P. Some trick of state, believe it; I will home. 
Per. It may be some design on you. 


Sir P. I know not, 
rU stand upon my guard. 

Per. It is your best. sir. 

Sir P. This three weeks, all my advices, all my letters. 
They have been intercepted. 
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Per, Indeed, sir! 

Best have a care. 

Sir P. Nay, so I will. 

Per. This knight, 

1 may not lose him, for my mirth, till night. 

SCENE II. — A Room in Volponb’s House, 

Enter Volpone and Mosca. 

Fofp. 0, I am wounded I 
if os. Where, sir ? 

Volp. Not without; 

Those blows were nothing: 1 could bear them ever. 
But angry Cupid, bolting from her eyes, 

Hath shot himself into me Like a flame; 

Where, now, he flings about his burning heat, 

As in a furnace an ambitious Are, 

Whose vent is stopt. The fight is all within me. 

I cannot live, except thou help me, Mosca; 

My liver melts, and I, without the hope 
Of some soft air, from her refreshing breath. 

Am but a heap of cinders. 

Mos. ’Las, good sir. 

Would you had never seen herl 
Volp. Nay, would thou 
Had’st never told me of her! 

Mos. Sir, ’tis true; 

I do confess I was unfortunate, 

And you unhappy: but I’m bound in conscience. 
No less than duty, to effect my best 
To your release of torment, and 1 will, sir. 

VoVp. Dear Mosca, shall I hope? 

Mos. Sir, more than dear, 

I will not bid you to despair of aught 
Within a human compass. 

Volp. 0, there spoke 
My better kngel. Mosca, take my keys. 

Gold, plate, and jewels, all’s at thy devotion; 
Employ them how thou wilt; nay, coin me too: 

So thou, in this, but crown my longings, Mosca.* 
Mos. Use but your patience. 

Volp. So I have. 

Mos. I doubt not 
To bring success to your desires. 

Volp. Nay, then, 

I not repent me of my late disguise. 

Mos. If you can horn him, sir, you need not. 
Volp. True: 

Besides, I never meant him for my heir 

•P489 
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I3 not the colour of my beard and eyebrows 
To make me known? 

Mos. No jot. 

Voly. I did it well. 

Mos. So well, would I could follow you in mine. 

With half the happiness! — and yet 1 would 

Escape your epilogue. [Aside. 

Volp. But were they gull’d 
With a belief that I was Scoto? 

Mos. Sir, 

Scoto himself could hardly have distinguish’d! 

I have not time to flatter you now; we’ll part; 

And as I prosper, so applaud my art. [Ereunt. 

SCENE III. — A Room m Corvino’s House. 

Enter Corvino, with his suxnd in his hand, dragging in Celia. 

Corv. Death of mine honour, with the city’s fool I 
A juggling, tooth-drawing, prating mountebank! 

And at a public window I where, whilst he. 

With his strain’d action, and his dole of faces, 

To his drug-lecture draws your itching ears, 

A crew of old, unmarried, noted letchers. 

Stood leering up like satyrs; and you smile 
Most graciously, and fan your favours forth, 

To give your hot spectators satisfaction! 

What, was your mountebank their call? their whistle? 

Or were you enamour’d on his copper rings. 

His saffron jewel, with the toad-stone in’t. 

Or his embroider’d suit, with the cope-stitch. 

Made of a herse cloth? or his old tilt-feather? 

Or his starch’d beard? Well, you shall have him, yesl 
He shall come home, and mini-ster unto you 
The fricace for the mother. Or. let me see, 

I think you’d rather mount; would you not mount? 

Wliy, if you’ll mount, you may; yes, truly, you may: 

And 80 you may be seen, down to the foot. 

Get vou a cittern, lady Vanity, 

And'be a dealer with the virtuous man; 

Make one: I’ll but protest myself a cuckold. 

And save your dowTy. I’m a Dutchman, I ! 

For, if you thought me an Italian, 

You would be damn’d, ere you did this, you whore 1 
Thou’dst tremble, to imagine, that the murder 
Of father, mother, brother, all thy race. 

Should follow, as the subject of my justice. 

Cel. Good sir, have )>atience. 

Corv. What couldst thou propose 
Leas to thyself, than in tliis heat of wrath. 
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Aod stung with my dishonour, I should strike 
This steel into thee, with as many stabs, 

As thou wert gaz’d upon with goatish eyes ? 

Cd. Alas, sir, be appeased ! 1 could not think 
My being at the window should more now 
Move your impatience, than at other times. 

Corv. No 1 not to seek and entertain a parley 
With a known knave, before a multitude ! 

You were an actor with your handkerchief. 

Which he most sweetly kist in the receipt, 

And might, no doubt, return it with a letter, 

And point the place where you might meet; your sister’s. 

Your mother’s, or your aunt’s might serve the turn. 

Cd. Why, dear sir, when do I make these excuses, 

Or ever stir abroad, but to the church} 

And that so seldom — 

Corv. Well, it shall be lees; 

And thy restraint before was liberty. 

To what I now decree: and therefore mark me. 

First, I will have this bawdy light damm’d up; 

And till’t be done, some two or three yards off. 

I’ll chalk a line: o’er which if thou but chance 
To set thy desperate foot, more hell, more horror, 

More wild remorseless rage shall seize on thee, 

Than on a conjuror, that had heedless left 
His circle’s safety ere his devil was laid. 

Then here's a lock which 1 will hang upon thee. 

And, now I think on’t, I will keep thee backwards: 

Thy lodging shall be backwards; thy walks backwards; 

Thy prospect, all be backwards; and no pleasure. 

That thou shalt know but backwards: nay, since you force 
My honest nature, know, it is your own. 

Being too open, makes me use you thus: 

Since you not contain your subtle nostrils 
In a sweet room, but they must snuS the air 
Of rank and sweaty passengers. {Knocking «nlA»n.]— One knocks. 
Awav, and be not seen, pain of thy life; 

Nor look toward the window: if thou dost — 

Nay, stay, hear this — let me not prosper, whore, 

But I will make thee an anatomy. 

Dissect thee mine own self, and read a lecture 
Upon thee to the city, and in public. 

Away!- {ExiiCdia. 

Enter Servant 

Who’s there? 

8erv. ’1^ signior Mosoa, sir. i 

Corv. Let him come in. iServ.] His master’s dead- there’s 
yet 

Some good to help the bad. — 
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Enter jMosca. 

My Mosca, welcomdl 

I giiesa your news. 

Mo$. I fear you cannot, sir. 

Corv. Is’t not his death ? 

Mos. Rather the contrarj'. 

C(*rv. Not his recovery? 

Mo8. Yea, sir. 

Corv. I am curs’d, 

I am bewitch’d, my crosses meet to vex mo. 

How? how? how? how? 

Mo9. Why, sir. with Scoto’s oil; 

Corbaccio and Voitore brought of it. 

Whilst I was busy in an inner room — 

CortJ. Death! that damn’d mountebank; but for the law 
Now, I could kill the rascal: it cannot be. 

His oil should have that virtue. Have not I 
Known him a common rogue, come fidJing in 
To the osteria, with a tumbling whore. 

And, when he has done all his forced tricks, been glad 
Of a poor spoonful of dead wine, with flies in’t? 

It cannot be. All his ingredients 

Are a sheep’s gall, a roasted bitch’s marrow, 

Some few sod earwigs, pounded caterpillars, 

A little capon's grease, and fasting spittle: 

I know them to a dram. 

Moa. I know not, sir; 

But some on’t, there, they pour’d into his ears, 

Some in his nostrils, and recover’d him; 

Applying but the fricace. 

Corv. Pox o’ that fricace! 

Mos. And since, to seem the more officious 
And flatt’ring of his health, there, they have had. 

At extreme fees, the college of physicians 
Consulting on him, how they might restore him; 

Where one would have a cataplasm of .spices, 

Another a flav’d ape clapp’d to his breast, 

A third would have it a dog, a fourth an oi , 

With wild cats’ skins: at last, they all re3olve<l 
That, to preserve him, was no other means. 

But some young woman must be straight sought out. 

Lusty, and full of juice, to sleep by him; 

And to this service, most unhappily, 

And most unwillingly, am I now employ d. 

Which here I thought to pre-acquamt you with, 

For vour advice, since it concerns you most; 

Because, I would not do that thing might crosa 
Your ends, on whom I have my whole dependance, sir. 
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Yet, if I do it not, they may delate 
My slackness to my patron, work me out 
Of his opinion; and there all your hopes. 

Ventures, or whatsoever, are ail frustrate! 

I do but tell you, sir. Besides, they are all 
Now striving, who shall first present him; therefore — 
I could entreat you, briefly conclude somewhat; 
Prevent them if you can. 

Corv. Death to my hopes. 

This is my villainous fortune! Best to hire 
Some common courtezan. 


Mo9. Ay, I thought on that, sir; 

But they are all so subtle, full of art^ 

And age again doting and flexible. 

So as — I cannot tell — we may, perchance, 

Light on a quean may cheat us all. 

Corv. ’Tis true. 

Mos. No, no: it must be one that has no tricks, sir. 

Some simple thing, a creature made unto it; 

Some wench you may command. Have you no kinswoman ? 
Odso — ^Think, think, think, think, think, think, think, sir. 
One o’ the doctors offer'd there his daughter. 

Corv. Howl 

Mq9. Yes, signior Lupo, the physician. 

Corv. His daughter! 


Mot. And a virgin, sir. Why, alas. 

He knows the stat* ofs body, what it is; 

That nought can warm his blood, sir, but a fevor; 
Nor any incantation raise his spirit: 

A long forgetfulness hath seized that part 
Besides sir, who shall know it? some one or two— 
Corv. I pray thee give me leave. [Walks aside.! If 
But I had had this luck— The thing in’t self, 

I know, is nothing — Wherefore should not I 
As well command my blood and my affections. 

As this dull doctor ? In the point of honour, 

The cases are all one of wife and daughter. 

Mos. I hear him coming. 

Corv. She shall do’t; 'tis done. 


any man 


[Aside. 


Slight 1 if this doctor, who is not engaged. 
Unless ’t be for his counsel, which is nothing, 
Offer his daughter, what should 1, that am 
So deeply in? I will prevent him: Wretohl 
Covetous wretch !— Mosoa, 1 have dotorznineii. 
Mos. How, air? 


Oorr. We’ll make all sure. The party you wot of 
Shall be mine own unfe, Mosca. 

Mos. Sir, the thing, 

But that I would not seem to counsel you, 
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I shoald have motion'd to you, at the first: 

And make your count, you have cut all their throat®. 
Why, ’tis directly taking a possession! 

And in his next fit, we may let him go. 

’Tis but to pull the pillow from his head. 

And he is throttled: it had been done before, 

But for your scrupulous doubts. 

Corv. Ay, a plague on’t, 

My conscience foob my wit! Well, I’ll be brief. 

And so be thou, lest they should be before us: 

Go home, prepare him, tell him with what zeal 
And willingness I do it; swear it was 
On the first hearing, as thou may’st do, truly. 

Mine own free motion. 

Mo9. Sir, I warrant you, 
ril so possess him with it, that the rest 
Of hb starv’d clients shall be banUh’d all; 

And only you received. But come not, sir. 

Until I send, foi I have something ebe 
To ripen for your good, you must not know’t 
CoTv. But do not you forget to send now. 

Mos. Fear not. ^ 

Corv. Where are you, wife ? myCeUa! wiiel 


Rt-tnler Cei.ia. 


What, blubbering? 

Come dry those tears. I think thou thought’s! me in earnest; 
Ha! by thb light I talk’d so but to try thee: 

Methinks the lightness of the occasion 

Should have confirm’d thee. Come, I am not jealous. 


Cd. Nol 

Corv. Faith I am not, I, nor never was; 

It b a poor unprofitable humour. 

Do not I know, if women have a will, 

They’ll do 'gainst all the watches of the world. 

And that the fiercest spies are tamed with gold? 
Tut I am confident in thee, thou shall see’t; 

And sec I’ll give thee cause too, to believe it. 

Come kiss me. Go, and make thee ready, straight, 
In all thy best attire, thy choicest jewels. 

Put them all on, and, with them, thy best looks: 
We are invited to a solemn feast. 

At old Volpone’s, where it shall appwr 
How far I am free from jealousy or fear. 


[Extunt. 
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ACT III 

SCENE I . — A Street. 

BrUer Mosca. 

Mob. I fear, 1 shall begin to grow in love 
With my dear self, and my most prosperous parts. 
They do so spring and burgeon; I can feel 
A whimsy in my blood: I know not how, 

Success hath made me wanton. I could skip 
Out of my skin, now, like a subtle snake, 

I am so limber. 0 1 your parasite 

Is a most precious thing, dropt from above. 

Not bred ’mongst clods and clodpoles, here on earth. 
I muse, the mystery was not made a science. 

It is 60 liberally profest ! almost 

All the wise world is little else, in nature, 

But parasites or sub-parasites. — And yet, 

I mean not those that have your bare town-art. 

To know who’s fit to feed them; have no house, 

No family, no care, and therefore mould 
Tales for men’s ears, to bait that sense; or get 
Kitchen-invention, and some stale receipts 
To please the belly, and the groin; nor those. 

With their court dog-tricks, that can fawn and fleer. 
Make their revenue out of legs and faces. 

Echo my lord, and lick away a moth: 

But your fine elegant rascal, that can rise. 

And stoop, almost together, like an arrow ; 

Shoot through the air as nimbly as a star; 

Turn short as doth a swallow; and be here. 

And there, and here, and yonder, all at once; 

Present to any humour, all occasion; 

And change a visor, swifter than a thought ! 

This is the creature had the art born with him; 

Toils not to learn it, but doth practise it 
Out of most excellent nature: and such sparks 
Are the true parasites, others but their zanis. 

Enter Bonario. 

Who’s this ? Bonario, old Corbacoio’s son ? 

The person I was bound to seek. — Fair sir. 

You are happily met. 

Bon. That cannot be by thee. 

Mob. Why, sir? 

T J thee, know thy way, and leave me 

1 would be loth to interchange d^ourse 
With such a mate as thou art. 
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Mo8. Courteous sir, 

Scorn not my poverty. 

Bon. Not I, by beaven; 

But thou shalt give me leave to hate thy baseness. 

Mos. Baseness! 

Bon. Ay; answer me, is not thy sloth 
Sufficient argument? thy flattery? 

Thy means of feeding? 

Mos. Heaven be good to mo! 

These imputations are too common, sir. 

And easily stuck on virtue when she's poor. 

You are unequal to me, and however 

Your sentence may be righteous, yet you are not 

That, ere you know me, thus proceed in censure: 

St. Mark bear witness ’gainst you, ’tis inhuman. 

Bon. What! does he weep? the sign ia soft and good: 

I do repent me that I was so harsh. [Asidt 

Mos. ’Tis true, that, sway’d by strong necessity, 

I am enforced to eat my careful bread 
With too much obsequy; ’tis true, beside. 

That I am fain to spin mine own poor raiment 
Out of my mere observance, being not bom 
To a free'fortune: but that I have done 
Base offices, in rending friends asunder. 

Dividing families, betraying counsels. 

Whispering false lies, or mining men with praises. 

Train’d their credulity with perjuries, 

Corrupted chastity, or am in love 

With mine own tender ease, but would not rather 

Prove the most rugged, and laborious course, 

That might redeem my present estimation, 

Let me here perish, in all hope of goodne^. 

Bon. This cannot be a personated passion. — 

I was to blame, so to mistake thy nature; 

Prithee, forgive me: and speak out thy business. 

Mos. Sir, it concerns you; and though I may seem 
At first to make a main olfence in manners. 

And in my gratitude unto ray master; 

Yet, for the pure love, wliich I bear all r^ht, 

And hatred of the wrong, I m^t reveal it. 

This very hour your father is in purpose 
To disinherit you — 

Bon. How! 

Mos. And thrust you forth, , ^ ^ 

As a mere stranger to his blood; tis true, sir, 

The work no way engageth me, but, as 
I claim an interest in the general state 
Of goodness and true virtue, which I hear 
To abound in you: and. for which mere respect, 


(Asi<U 


437 


The Fox 


Without a second aim, sir. I hare done it. 

Bon. This tale hath lost thee much of the late trust 
Thou hadst with me; it is impossible: 

I know not how to lend it any thought. 

My father should be so unnatural. 

Mos. It is a confidence that well becomes, 

Your piety; and form'd, no doubt, it is 
From your own simple innocence: which makes 
Your wrong more monstrous and abhorr*d. But, sir, 
I now will tell you more. This very minute. 

It is, or will be doing; and, if you 

Shall be but pleased to go with me, I’ll bring you, 

I dare not say where you shall see, but where 
Your ear shall be a witness of the deed; 

Hear yourself written bastard, and protest 
The common issue of the earth. 

Bon. I am amazed! 

Mos. Sir, if I do it not, draw your just sword. 

And score your vengeance on my front and face: 

Mark me your villain: you have too much wrong, 

And I do suffer for you, sir. My heart 
Weeps blood in anguish—^ 

Bon. Lead; I follow thee. 




SCENE n. — A Boom in Volponk’s Bouse. 

Enter VoLPOii^. 

A “othinks—Bring forth your sporta. 

And help to make the wretched time more sweet. 

Enter Najjo, Akdbooyno, and Castboni. 

Nan. Dwarf, fool, and eunuch, well met here we be, 

A question it were now, whether of us three. 

Being all the known delicates of a rich man. 

In pleasing him, claim the praxdeney can t 
Caa. / claim for myself. 

And. And so doth the fool. 

Nan. T is foolish indeed: lei me set you both to schooL 
First for your dwarf, he's lilUe and witty 
And every thing, as it is liUle, is pretty; 

Else why do men say to a creature ofniy shape. 

So as they see him. It's a preUy littie ape t 
why a pretty ape, but for pleasing imitation 
Of great^m^ scions, in a ridiculous fashion f 
this feat body of mine doth not crave 
Wdfthe meat dnnk, ^th, one of, jour hulks wiU have 
ddmil yourfooTsfM be the mother of laughter, 
let, Jen Am 6ra»n, it must always come after • 

^ ^/eed him, it, a pMfit ceix. 

Hu, hMd,ug to a badfai. [Knocking within. 
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VoVp. Who’s there? my couch; away! look! Nano, see: 

[Ext. And. and Caa. 

Give me my caps, first go, enquire. [Exit Nano.] — Now, Cupid 

Send it be Mosca, and with fair return! 

Nan. [un'^Atn.] It is the beauteous madam — 

Volp. Would-be — is it? 

Nan. The same. 

Volp. Now torment on me! Squire her in; 

For she will enter, or dwell here for ever: 

Nay, quickly. [Reiirea to his couch.] — That my fit were past! I fear 
A second hell too, that my lothing this 
Will quite expel my appetite to the other: 

Would she were taking now her tedious leave. 

Lord, how it threats me what I am to suffer 1 

Re-enter Nano, tenth Lady Politick Wottld-bb. 

Lady P. I thank you, good sir. ’Pray you signify 
Unto your patron, I am here. — This band 
Shews not my neck enough. — I trouble you, sir; 

Let me request you, bid one of my women 
Come hither to me.— In good faith, I am drest 
Most favourably to-day ! It is no matter: 

’Tis well enough. — 

Enter 1 Waiting-woman. 

Look, see, these petulant things. 

How they have done this I 
Volp. I do feel the fever 
Entering in at mine ears; 0, for a charm. 

To fright it hence! 

Lady P. Come nearer: is this curl 
In his right place, or this ? Why is this higher 
Than all the rest? You have not wash’d your eyes, yet! 

Or do they not stand even in your head ? re-, 

Where is your fellow ? call her. lExU 1 

Nan. Now, St. Mark 
Deliver us! anon, she’ll beat her women, 

Secause her nose is red. 

Re-erUer 1 with 2 Woman. 


[Aside. 


Woman. 


Lady P. I pray you, view 
This tire, forsooth: are all things apt, or no . 

1 Worn. One hair a little, here, sticks out, forsooth. 

Ladu P. Does’t so, forsooth! and where was your dear sight, 
When it did so, forsooth! What now! bhd-eyed? 

And you, too? ’Pray you. both approach and mend it. 

Now, by that light, I muse you are not ashamed. 

I, that Lve preach’d these things so oft unto you. 

Read you the principles, argued all the grounds. 
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Dispatdd every fitness, every grace. 

Call’d you to counsel of so frequent dressings-^ 

Nan. More carefully than of your fame or honour. [Aside. 

Lady P. Made you acquaint^, what an ample dowry 
The knowledge of these things would be unto you« 

Able, alone, to get you noble husbands 
At your return: and you thus to neglect iti 
Besides you seeing what a curious nation 
The Italians are, what will they say of me ? 

The English lady cannol dress lUrself. 

Here’s a fine imputation to our country! 

Well, go your ways, and stay in the next room. 

This fucus was too coarse too; it’s no matter.-^ 

Good sir, you’ll give them entertainment? 

[Exeunt Nano and WaHing-ioomen. 
VoVp. The storm comes toward me. 

Lady P. [goes to the couch,'] How does my VolponeT 
Volp. Troubled with noise, I cannot sleep ; 1 dreamt 
That a strange fury enter’d, now, my house. 

And, with the dre^ul tempest of her breatii. 

Did cleave my roof asunder. 

Lady P. Believe me, and I 

Had the most fearful dream, could I remember’t 

Volp. Out on my fatal I have given her the occasion 
How to torment me: she will tell me hcr’s. [Aside. 

Lady P. Me thought, the golden mediocrity. 

Polite and delicate^ 

VoVp. 0, if you do love me, 

No more: I sweat, end suffer, at the mention 
Of any dream; feel how 1 tremble yet. 

Lady P. Alas, good soul 1 the passion of the heart. 

8^-pearl were good now, boil’d with syrup of apples, 

Tincture of gold, and coral, citron-pills, 

Your elicampane root, m 3 rrobalane 8 — 

Volp. M me, I have ta’en a grass-hopper by the wingl [Aside 
I<jdy P. Burnt silk, and amber: You have muaoadel ^ 

Good in the house— 


Volp. You will not drink, and part? 

Lady P. No, fear not that I doubt we shall not get 
Some English saffron, half a dram would serve; 

Your sixteen cloves, a little musk, dried mints, 

Bugloss, and barley-meal — 

Volp. She’s in again! 

Before I feign’d diseases, now I have one. 

P. And these applied with a right scarlet cloth. 
Volp. Another flood of words! a very torrent I 
Lady P. Shall I, dr, make you a poultioe? 

Volp. No, no, no, 

Tm very well, you need prescribe no more. 


[i4nd«. 

[Aside. 
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Lady P. I have a little studied physic; but now» 

I’m all for music, save, in the forenoons, 

An hour or two for painting. I would have 
A lady, indeed, to have all. letters and arts, 

Be able to discourse, to write, to paint, 

But principal, as Plato holds, your music. 

And so does wise Pythagoras, 1 take it, 

Is your true rapture: when there is concent 
In face, in voice, and clothes: and is, indeed. 

Our sex’s chicfest ornament. 

Vol-p. The poet 

As old in time as Plato, and as knowing. 

Says, that your highest female grace is silence. 

Lady P. Which of your poets? Petrarch, or Tasso, or Dante? 
Guarini? Ariosto? Axetine? 

Cieco di Hadria? I have read them all. 

VoVp. Is every thing a cause to my destruction? [Ande. 

Lady P. I think I have two or three of them about me. 

Volj>. The sun, the sea, will sooner both stand still 
Than her eternal tongue 1 nothing can ’scape it. [Aside. 

Lady P. Here’s Pastor Fido— 

Volp. Profess obstinate silence; 

That’s now my safest. [.4 side. 

Lady P. All our English writers, 

I mean such as are happy in the Italian, 

Will deign to steal out of this author, mainly: 

Almost as much as from Montagni^: 

He has so modern and facile a vein. 

Pitting the time, and catching the court-earl 
Your Petrarch is more passionate, yet he. 

In days of sonnetting, trusted them with much: 

Dante is hard, and few can understand him. 

But, for a desperate wit, there’s Aretine; 

Only, his pictures are a little obscene— 

You mark me not. 

Volv. Alas, my mind’s perturb’d. 

Lady P. Why, in such cases, we must cure ourselves. 

Make use of our philosophy — 

Volp. Oh mel . j u i 

Lady P. And as we find our paeons do rebel. 

Encounter them with reason, or divert them, 

By giving scope unto some other humour 
Of leaser danger: as, in politic bodiw, 

There’s nothing more doth overwhelm the judgment, 

And cloud the understanding, than too much 
Settling and fixing, and, os ’twere, Bubsiclmg 
Upon one object. For the incorporating 
Of these same outward things, into that part. 

Which we call mentel, leaves some certain faces 


The Fox 


441 


That stop the organs, and as Plato says. 

Assassinate our knowledge. 

Volp. Now, the spirit 

Of patience help me! {^Aside. 

Lady P. Come, in faith, 1 must 
Visit you more a days; and make you well: 

Laugh and be lusty. 

Volp. My good angel save me! [Asidt. 

Lady P. There was hut one sole man in all Uie world, 

With whom I e’er could sympathise; and be 
Would lie you, often, three, four hours together 
To hear me speak; and be sometimes so rapt, 

As he would answer mo quite from the purfiose. 

Like you, and you are like him, just. Til discourse, 

An’t be but only, sir, to bring you asleep, 

How we did spend our time and loves together, 

For some six years. 

Volp. Oh. oh, oh, oh, oh, oh! 

Lady P. For we were coretanej, and brought up 

Volp. Some power, some fate, some fortune rescue mel 

Enter Mosca. 

Mo9. God save you, madam! 

Lady P. Good sir. 

Volp. Mosca! welcome. 

Welcome to my redemption. 

Mos. Why, sir 7 
Volp. Oh, 

Rid me of this my torture, quickly, there; 

My madain^ srith tlie everlasting voice: 

The bells, in time of pestilence, ne’er made 
LAe noise, or were in that perpetual motion* 

The Cock-pit comes not near it. All my house 
Bot now. steam’d like a bath with her thick brwth 
A lawyer could not have l>cen heard ; nor scarce 
Another woman, such a hail of words 
She has let fall. For hell’s sake, rid her hence. 

Mo3. Has she presented ? 

Volp. 0, I do not care; 

absence, upon any price. 

With any loss. 
ilos. hladam — 

Lady P. I have brought your patron 
A toy, a cap here, of mine own work. 

J/oj. ’Tis well. 

Ihad forgot to tell you, I saw your knight 
Where you would little think it— * 

L^dy P. Where? 

Mos. Marry, 
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Where yet, if you make haste, you may apprehend 

Rowing upon the water in a gondole 

With the most cunning courtezan of Venice. 

Lady P. Is’ttnie? 

Mos. Pursue them, and believe your eyes; 

Leave me, to make your gift. {Exit Lady P. hastily .^ — I knew 
’twould take: 

For, lightly, they that use themseives most license. 

Are still most jealous. 

Volp. Mosca, hearty thanks. 

For thy quick fiction, and delivery of me. 

Now to my hopes, what say’st thou ? 

/Je-enfer Lady P. Would-be. 


[Exit Lady P 


Lady P. But do you hear, sir ? — 

Volp. Again 1 I fear a paroxysm. 

Lady P. Which way 

Row’d they together? 

Mos. Toward the Rialto. 

Lady P. I pray you lend me your dwarf. 

Mos. I pray you take him. — 

Your hopes, sir, are like happy blossoms, fair. 

And promise timely fruit, if you will stay 

But the maturing; keep you at your couch, 

Corbaccio \vill arrive straight, with the Will; 

When he is gone, I’ll tell you more. 

Volp. My blood. 

My spirits are return’d; I am alive: 

And, like your wanton gamester at pnmero, 

Whose thought had whisper’d to him, not go leas, 

Methinks I lie, and draw— for an encounter. 

[Tht scent closes upon Volpone 


[Exit. 


SCENE n. — The Passage leading to Volponb’s Chamber. 

Enter Mosca and Bonabio. 

Mos. Sir, here conceal’d, lnhews him a cioeel.] you may hear all 

Have patience? ek"’ [faoctin, nn<Am.]-the eame’e your father 
knocks: 

I am comp^U’d to leave you. 

Caf my “thoTglt’imagine this a tnrth. [Gore info <Ae oioerl. 

SCENE ni.— Another Part of the same. 

Enter Mosca and Coevino, Ceua following. 

Mas. Death on me! you are come too soon, what meant you? 

Did not I say. I would send? 

Corv. Yes. but I fear d 
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You might forget it, and then they prevent us. 

Mob. Prevent! did e’er man haste so, for bis horns? 

A courtier would not ply it so, for a place. [Aside. 

Well, now there is no helping it, stay here; 

I’ll presently return. [Exit. 

Corv. Where are you, Celia ? 

You know not wherefore I have brought you hither? 

Cd. Not well, except you told me. 

CoTv. Now, I will; 

Hark hither. [ExeurU. 

SCENE IV . — A Cloaet opening into a Gallery, 

Enter Mosca and Bonabio. 

Mob. Sir, your father hath sent word. 

It will be half an hour ere he come; 

And therefore, if you please to walk the while 
Into that gallery — at the upper end, 

There are some books to entertain the time: 

And I’ll take care no man shall come unto you, sir. 

Bon. Yee, I will stey there. — I do doubt this fellow. 

. , [Aside, and exit. 

Mob. [looking after Aim.] There; he is far enough; he can 
hear nothing: 

And, for his father, I can keep him oflf. [EtU 

SCENE V. — Volpone’s Chamber. — Volpone on his coxteh. 

Mosca eiiting by him. 

Enter Coaviso, forcing in Cblia. 

Co^. Nay, now, there is no starting back, and therefore 
Resolve upon it; I have so decreed. ’ 

It must be done. Nor would 1 move’t afore, 

Because I would avoid all shifta and tricks, 

That might deny me. 

Cd. Sir, let me beseech you. 

Affect not these strange trials; if you doubt 
My chastity, why, lock me up for ever; 

Make me the heir of darkness. Let me live, 

Where I may please your fears, if not your trust 
Corv. Believe it I have no such humour, I. 

All that I speak I mean; yet I’m not mad; 

Nor horn-mad, see you ? Go to, shew youreelf 
Obedient ftud a wife. 

Cd. 0 heaven! 

Corv. I say it 
Do BO. 

Cd. Was this the train? 

Corv. I’ve told you reasons; 
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What the physicians have sot down: how much 
It may concern me; what my engagements are; 

My means; and the necessity ol those means, 

For my recovery: wherefore, if you be 
Loyal, and mine, be won, respect my venture. 

Cel. Before your honour? 

CoTv. Honour! tut, a breath: 

There’s no such thing in nature: a mere term 

Invented to awe fools. Wliat is my gold 

ITie worse for touching, clothes for being look’d on? 

Why, this is no more. An old decrepit wretch. 

That has no sense, no sinew ; takes bis meat 
With others’ fingers; only knows to gape. 

When you do scald his gums; a voice, a shadow; 

And, what can this man hurt you? 

Cd. Lordl what spirit 

Is this hath enter’d him? [Aside. 

Corv. And for your fame. 

That’s such a jig; as if I would go teU it, 

Cry it on the Piazza! who shall know it, 

But he that cannot speak it, and this fellow, 

Whose lips are in my pocket? save yourself, 

(If you’ll proclaim’t, you may,) I know no other 
Shall come to know it. 

Cel. Are heaven and saints then nothing? 

Will they be blind or stupid? 

Corv. How! 

Cel. Good sir. 

Be jealous still, emulate them; and think 
What hate they burn with toward every .sin. 

Corv. I grant you: if I thought it were a sin, 

I would not urge you. Should I offer this 
To some young Frenchman, or hot Tuscan blood 
That hod read Aretine, conn’d all his prints, 

Knew every quirk within lust’s lab 5 rrinth. 

And were professed critic in lechery: 

And I would look upon him, and applaud him, 

This were a sin: but here, ’tis contrary, 

A pious work, mere charity for physic. 

And honest polity, to assure mine own. 

Cel. 0 heaven! canst thou suffer such a change? 

Volp. Thou art mine honour, Mosca, and my pride, 

My joy, my tickling, mv delight! Go bring them. 

Mos. [adrancino.] Please you draw near, sir. 

Corv. Come on. what — 

You will not be rebellious? by that light— 

ilos. Sir, 

Signior Corvino, here, is corac to see you. 

Volp. Ohl 
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iioa. And bearing of the consultation had. 
So lately, for your health, is come to oQer, 

Or rather, sir, to prostitute— 

Corv. Thanks, sweet Mosca. 

Mos. Freely, unask’d, or unintreated — 
Corv. Well. 


Mos. As the true fervent instance of his love, 

His own most fair and proper wife; the beauty. 

Only of price in Venice— 

CoTv. 'Tis well urged. 

Mos. To be your comfortress, and to preserve you. 
Volp. Alas, I am past, already! Pray you, thank him 
For his good care and promptness; but for that, 

’Tis a vain labour e’en to tight ’gainst heaven; 

Applying fire to stone— uh, uh, uh, uh! [eoughirig.] 

Making a dead leaf pow again. I take 

His wishes gently, though; and you may tell him. 

What I have done for him: marry, my state is hopeless. 
Will him to pray for me; and to use his fortune 
With reverence, when he comes to’t. 


Mos. Do you hear, sir ? 

Go to him with your wife. 

Corv. Heart of my father I 
Wilt thou persist thus? come, I pray thee, come. 

Thou seest ’tis nothing, Celia. By tliis hand, 

I shall grow violent. 0>me, do’t, I say. 

Cd. Sir, kill me, rather: I will take down poison, 

Eat burning coals, do any thing. — 

Corv. Be damn’d 1 

Heart, I will drag thee hence, home, by tho hair; 

Cry thee a strumpet through the streets; rip up 
Thy mouth unto thine ears ; and slit thy nose, 

Like a raw rochet! — Do not tempt me; come, 

\icld, I am loth— Death 1 I will buy some slave 
Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him. alive; 

And at my window hang yon forth, devising 
Some monstrous crime, which I, in capital letters. 

Will eat into thy flesh with aquafortis. 

And burning corsives, on this stubbwn breast. 

Now, by the blood thou hast incensed, I’ll do itl 
Ccf. Sir, what you plea^, you may, I am your martyr. 
Cow. Be not thus obstinate, I have not deserved it- 

Tlunk who it is intreata you. ’Prithee, sweet; 

Good faith, thou shalt have jewels, gowns, attires. 

What thou wilt think, and ask. Do bnt go kiss him. 

w touch him, but. For my sake.— At my suit. 

once. — No ! not ! I shall remember this 

“y "-“loing J 

Mo$. Nay, gentlo lady, be advised* 
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Corv. No, no. 

She has watch’d her time. Oda precious, this is scurvy, 

’Tis very scurvy; and you are— 

Mos. Nay, good sir. 

Coro. An arrant locust, by heaven, a locust! 

Whore, crocodile, that hast thy tears prepared. 

Expecting how thou’lt bid them flow — 

Moa. Nay, ’pray you, sir! 

She will consider. 

Cd. Would my life would servo 
To satisfy — 

Corv. S' death! if she would but speak to him. 

And save mylreputation, it were somewhat; 

But spightfully to affect my utter ruin! 

Mos. Ay, now you have put your fortune in her hands. 

Why i’faith, it is her modesty, I must quit her. 

If you were absent, she would be more coming; 

I know it: and dare undertake for her. 

What woman can before her husband? ’pray you, 

Let us depart, and leave her here. 

Corv. Sweet Celia, 

Thou may’st redeem all, yet; I’ll say no more; 

If not, esteem yourself as lost. Nay, stay there. 

[Shills the dnnfy and exit with Moaca. 
Cd. 0 God, and his good angels! whither, whither, 

Is shame fled human breasts? that with such ease, 

Men dare put off your honours, and their own? 

Is that, which ever was a cause of life. 

Now placed beneath the basest circumstance, 

And modesty an exile made, for money ? 

Volp. Ay, in Corvino, and such earth.fed minds, 

[Lea/ping from his couch. 
That never tasted the true heaven of love. 

Assure thee, Celia, he that would sell thee, 

Only for hope of gain, and that uncertain, 

He would have sold his part of Paradise 
For ready money, had he met a cope-man. 

Why ert thou mazed to see me thus revived ? 

Bather applaud thy beauty’s miracle; 

’Tis thy great work: that hath, not now alone. 

But sundry times raised me, in several shapes. 

And, but this morning, like a mountebank, 

To see thee at thy window: ay, before 
I would have left my practice, for thy love. 

In varying figures, I would have contended 
With the blue Proteus, or the horned flood. 

Now art thou welcome. 

Cd. Sir I 

Volp. Nay, fly me not. 
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Nor let thy false imagiaation 

That I was bed-rid, make thee think I am so: 

Thou shalt not find it. I am, now, as freah. 

As hot, as high, and in as jovial plight. 

As when, in that so celebrated scene, 

At recitation of our comedy, 

For entertainment of the great Valois, 

I acted young Antinous; and attract^ 

The eyes and ears of all the ladies present. 

To admire each graceful gesture, note, and footing. 

Come, my Celia, let us prove. 

While we can, the sports of love. 

Time will not be ours for ever. 

He, at length, our good will sever; 

Spend not then his gifts in vain; 

Suns, that set, may rise again; 

But if once we lose thin light, 

’Tis with us perpetual night. 

Why should we defer our joys ? 

Fame and rumour are but toys. 

Cannot we delude the eyes 
Of a few poor household spies 7 
Or his easier ears beguile, 

Thus removed by our wile ?— 

'Tis no sin love’s fruits to steal; 

But the sweet thefts to reveal; 

To be taken, to be seen, 

These have orimes accounted been. 

Cd. Some serene blast me, or dire lightning strike 
This my offending face I 

Volf, Why droops my CeliaT 
Thou hast, in place of a base husband, found 
A worthy lover: use thy fortune well. 

With secrecy and pleasure. See, behold. 

What thou art queen of; not in expectation, 

As I feed others: but possess’d and crown’d. 

See, here, a rope of pearl; and each, more orient 
^an that the brave Egyptian queen caroused: 
Dissolve and drink them. See, a carbuncle. 

May put out both the eyes of our St. Mark;’ 

A diamond, would have bought Lollia Paulina, 

When she came in like star-light, hid with jewels. 
That were the spoils of provinces; take thie. 

And wear, and lose them: yet remains an ear-ring 
To purchase them again, and this whole state 
A gem but worth a private patrimony. 

Is nothing: wo will eat such at a meal. 

The heads of parrots, tongues of nightingales, 
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The brains of peacocks, and of estriches. 

Shall be our food; and, could we get the phoenix* 

Though nature lost her kind, she were our dish. 

Cd. Good sir, these things might move a mind affected 
With such delights; but I, whose innocence 
Is all I can think wealthy, or worth th’ enjojdng, 

And which, once lost, I have nought to lose beyond it, 
Cannot be taken with these sensual baits: 

If you have conscience— 

Volp. ’Tis the beggar’s virtue; 

If thou hast wisdom, hear me, Celia. 

Thy baths shall be the juice of July-flowers, 

Spirit of roses, and of violets. 

The milk of unicorns, and panthers’ breath 
Gather’d in bags, and mixt with Cretan wines. 

Our drink shall be prepared gold and amber; 

Which we will take, until my roof whirl round 
With the vertigo: and my dwarf shall dance. 

My eunuch sing, my fool make up the antic. 

Whilst we, in changed shapes, act Ovid’s tales, 

Thou, like Europe now, and I like Jove, 

Then I like Mars, and thou like Erycine: 

So, of the rest, till we have quite run through. 

And wearied all the fables of the gods. 

Then will I have thee in more modern forms, 

Attired like some sprightly dame of France, 

Brave Tuscan lady, or proud Spanish beauty; 

Sometimes, unto the Persian sophy’s wife; 

Or the grand signior’s mistress; and, for change. 

To one of our most artful courtezans, 

Or some quick Negro, or cold Russian; 

And I meet thee in as many shapes: 

Where we rosy so tran-sfuse our wandering souls 

Out at our Ups, and score up sums of pleasures, I' 

That the curious shall not know 
How to tell them as they flow; 

And the envious, when they find 
\^^at their number is, be pined. 

Cd. If you have ears that will be pierced— or eyes 
That can be open’d — a heart that may be touch d— 

Or any part that yet sounds man about you — 

If you have touch of holy saints— or heaven— 

Do me the grace to let me ’scape— if not. 

Be bountiful and kill me. You do know, 

I am a creature, hither U1 betrayU 
Bv one, whose shame I would forget jt were; 

If you will deign me neither of th^e graces. 

Yet feed your wrath, air, rather than your lust. 


449 


The Fox 


(It is ft Tice comes nearer maoHnctu,) 

And punish that unhappy iTuuoof nature. 

Which you miscall my beauty: flay my fac-o. 

Or poison it with ointments, for seducing 
Your blood to this rebellion. Rub tbeee bands. 

With what may cause an eating leprosy. 

E’en to my bones and marrow: any thing, 

That may disfavour me, save in my honour— 

And I will kneel to you, pray for you, pay down 
A thousand hourly tows, sir, for your health; 

Report, and think you virtuous — 

Volp. Think me cold, 

Frozen and impotent, and so report met 
That I had Nestor’s hernia, thoa woulJst think. 

I do degenerate, and abuse my nation, 

To play with opportunity thus long; 

I should have done the act, and then have parley’d. 

Yield, or I’ll force thee. f.SetzM 

Crf. 0! just God! ^ 

Volp. In Tain — 

Bon. [ruthiiig »n.] Forbear, foul raTisher. libidinous ewinel 
Free the forced lady, or thou diest, impostor. 

But that Fm loth to snatch thy punishment 
Out of the hand of justice, thou shouldst, yet, 

Be made the timely sacrifice of Tengeance, 

Before this altar, and this dross, thy idol. 

Lady, let’s quit the place, it is the den 
Of Tillainy; fear nought, you have a guard: 

And he, ere long, shall meet his just reward. 

17 » T? II » , . [Exeunt Bon. and Cel. 

Volp. Fall on me, roof, and burr me in ruinl 

Become my grave, that wert my shelter I 01 

I am unmask’d, unspirited, undone, 

Betray’d to beggary, to infamy — 


Enter Mosca, tcounded and bleeding. 

if os. Where shall I run. most wretched ahame of 
To beat out my unlucky brains? 

Volp. Here, here. 

What! dost thou bleed? 

Afos. 0 that his well-driT’n sword 
Had bwn so courteous to have cleft me down 
Unto the navel, ere I lived to see 

^ lif^ my hopes, my spirits, my patron, all 
Thus desperately engaged, by my error 1 
Volp. Woe on thy fortunel 
Afos. And my foUiee, sir. 

Volp. Thou hast made me miserable, 

Afos. And myself, sir. 


men. 



450 


Ben Jonson’s Plays 


Who would have thought he would beve hearken’d so? 

Vol'p. What shall we do T 
Mos. I know not; if my heart 
Could expiate the mischance, I’d pluck it out. 

Will you be pleased to hang me, or cut my throat? 

And I’U requite you, sir. Let's die like Romans, 

Since we haTo lived like Grecians. \^Knoching within. 

Volp. Hark 1 who’s there ? 

1 hear some footing; officers, the eaffi. 

Come to apprehend us ! I do feel the brand 
Hissing already at ray forehead; now, 

Mine ears are boring. 

Mos. To your couch, sir, you. 

Make that place good, however. [Volpont lies down, as before.) 
— Guilty men 

Suspect what they deserve still. 

SnUr COBBACCiO, 

Signior Corbacclol 

Corb. Why, how now, Moses? 

Mos. 0, undone, amazed, sir. 

Your son, I know not by what accident, 

Acquainted with your purpose to my patron. 

Touching your Will, and making him your heir, 

Enter’d our house with violence, his sword drawn 
Sought for you, call’d you wretch, unnatural, 

Vow’d he would kill you. 

Corb. Mel 

Mos. Yes, and my patron. 

Corb. This act shall disinherit him indeed; 

Here is the Will. 

Mos. ’Tis well, sir. 

Corb. Right and well: 

Be you as careful now for me. 

Enter Voltobb, behind. 


Mos. My life, sir. 

Is not more tender’d; I am only yours. , . , 

Corb. How does he? will be die shortly, think st thou T 

Mos. I fear 
He’ll outlast May. 

Corb. To-day? 

Mos. No, last out May, 

Corb. Could’st thou not give him a dram? 

Jfos. 0, by no moans, sir. 

Corb. Nay, Til not bid you. 

r.-.-imitia /hrioard.^ This is a knave, 1 see. 

Mas. How! signior Voltorel did he hear me? 
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Volt. Parasite! 

Mo8. Who’a that? — 0. sLr, most timely welcome— 
Volt. Scarce, 

To the discovery of your tricks, I fear. 

You are his, only 7 and mine also, arc you not? 

J/os. Who? I, sir? 

Volt. You, sir. What device is this 
About a Will? 

M.OS. A plot for you, sir. 

Volt, Come, 

Put not your foists upon mo; I shall scent them. 
Mos. Did you not hear it? 

Volt. Yes, I hear Corbaccio 
Hath made your patron there his heir. 

Mob. ’Tis true. 

By my device, drawn to it by my plot, 

With hope — 

Volt. Your patron should reciprocate? 

And you have promised ? 

Mob. For your good, I did, sir. 

Nay, more, I told bis son, brought, hid him here, 
Where he might hear his father pass the deed: 

Being persuaded to it by this thought, air. 

That the unnaturalnees, first, of the act. 

And then his father’s oft disclaiming in him, 

(Which 1 did mean t’belp on,) would sure enrage him 
To do some violence upon his parent, 

On which the law should take sufBcicnt hold, 

And you be stated in a double hope: 

Truth be my comfort, and my conscience, 

My only aim was to dig you a fortune 
Out of these two old rotten sepulchres^ 

Volt. I cry thee mercy, Mosca. 

Mob. Worth your patience. 

And your great meri^ sir. ^id see the change 1 
VoU. Why, what success ? 

Mob. Most hapless I you must help, sir. 

Whilst we expected the old raven, in comes 
Corvino’s wife, sent hither by her husband— 

VoU. What, with a present? 

Mob. No, sir, on visitation; 

(I’ll tell you how anon;) and staying long, 

The youth ho grows impatient, rushes forth, 

Seizeth the lady, wounos me, makes her swear 
(Or he would murder her, that was his vow) 

To affirm my patron to have done her rape: 

Which how unlike it is, you see! and hence. 

With that pretext he’s gone, to accuse his father. 
Defame my patron, defeat you 
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VoU. Where is her husband ? 

Let him bo sent for straight. 

Mos. Sir, ril go fetch him. 

Volt. Bring liim to the Scrutineo. 

Mos. Sir, I will. 

VoU. This must be stopt. 

Mos. 0 you do nobly, sir. 

Alas, ’twas labour’d all, sir. for your good: 

Nor was there want of counsel in the plot: 

But fortune can, at any time, o’erthrow 
The projects of a hundred learned clerks, sir 
Corh. [listenin/j.] What’s that? 

Volt. Wiirt please you, sir, to go along? 

[Exit Corbaccio, followed by Voltore. 

Mos. Patron, go in. and pray for our success. 

Volv. frisiny from his couch.] Need makes devotion: heaven 
your labour bless I [Exeunt. 


ACT IV 

SCENE l.—A Street. 

Enter Sir Politick Would-be and Pebeqrinb. 

Sir P. I told you, sir, it was a plot; you see 
f^That observation is 1 You mention’d me 
For some instructions; I will tell you, sir. 

Since we are met here in this height of Vemce,} 

Some few particulars I have set down, 

Dniy for this meridian, fit to be known 
3f your crude traveller; and they are these. 

[ vull not touch, sir, at your phrase, or clothes, 

For they are old. 

Per. Sir, I have better. 

Sir P. Pardon, 

[ meant, as they are themes. 

Per. 0, sir, proceed: 
rMl R!?Lnder VOU DO more of wit, good sir. 

Sir P First, for vour garb, it must be grave and serious, 

Very reserv’d and lock’d; not tell a secret 
Dn any terms, not to your father; scar^ 

4 fable, but with caution: make sure choice 
Both of your company, and discourse; beware 
^ou never speak a truth— 

Per. How! 

Sir P. Not to strangers. 

For those be they you must converse ^T^h ®ost, 

Dthers 1 would not know, sir. but at distance. 

5o as I still might be a saver m them; 
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You shall have tricks else past upoo you hourly. 

And then, for your religion, profess none. 

But wonder at the diversity, of all: 

And, for your part, protest, were there no other 

But simply the laws o' the land, you could content you, 

Nic. Muctuavel, and Monsieur Bodin, both 
Were of this mind. Then must you learn the use 
And handling of your silver fork at meals. 

The metal of your glass; (these are main matters 
With your Italian;) and to know the hour 
When you must eat your melons, and your hgs. 

Per. Is that a point of state too ? 
iSir P. Here it is: 

For your Venetian, if he see a man 
Preposterous in the least, he has him straight; 

He has; ho strips him. I’ll acquaint you, sir, 

I now have lived here, 'tis some fourteen months 
Within the first week of my landing here. 

All took me for a citizen of Venice, 

1 knew the forms so well— 

Per. And nothing else. [Aside. 

Sir P. I had read Contarene, took me a house. 

Dealt \^’ith my Jews to furnish it with moveables — 

Well, if I could but 6nd one man, one man 
To mine own heart, whom 1 durst trust, 1 would— 

Per. What, what, sir? 

Sir P. Make him rich; make him a fortune: 

He should not think again. I would command it. 

Per. As how ? 

Sir P. With certain projects that I have; 

\Vhich I may not discover. 

Per. If I had 

But one to wager with, I would lay odds now. 

He tells me instantly. tAsitU 

Sir P. One is, and that 

I care not greatly who knows, to servo the state 
Of Venice with herrings for three years, 

And at a certain rate, from Rotterdam, 

Where I have correspondence. There’s a letter. 

Sent mo from one o' the states, and to that purpose: 

He cannot write his name, but that’s his mark. 

Per. He is a chandler? 

•Sir P. No, a cheesemonger. 

There are some others too with whom I treat 
About the same negociation; 

And I will undertake it: for, ’tis thus. 

I’ll do’t with ease, I have cast it all; Your hoy 
Carries but three men in her, and a boy; 

And she shall moke me three returns a year: 

Q489 
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So, if there come but one of three, I save; 

If two, I can defalk: — but this is now. 

If my main project fail. 

Per. Then you have others ? 

Sir P. I should be loth to draw the subtle ait 
Of such a place, without my thousand aims, 
m not dissemble, sir; where’er I come, 

I love to be considerative; and ’tis true, 

1 have at my free hours thought upon 
Some certain goods unto the state of Venice, 

Which I do call my Cauliona; and, sir, which 
1 mean, in hope of pension, to propound 
To the Great Council, then unto the Forty, 

So to the Ten. My means are made already — 

Per. By whom? 

Sir P. Sir, one that, though his place be obscure, 

Yet he can sway, and they will hear him. He’s 
A commandador. 

Per. What! a common serjeant? 

Sir P. Sir, such as they are, put it in their months. 

What they should say, sometimes,; as well as greater; 

1 think 1 have my notes to shew you — [Searching his pockeis. 
Per. Good sir. 

Sir P. But you shall swear unto me, on your gentry, 

Not to anticipate— 

Per. I, sir 1 
Sir P. Nor reveal 

A circumstaDc^““My paper is not with mo. 

Per. 0, but you can remember, sir. 

Sir P. My first is 

Concerning tinder-boxes. You must know, 

No family is here without its box. 

Now, sir, it being so portable a thing, 

Put case, that you or I were ill affected 
Unto the state, sir; with it in our pockets. 

Might not I go into the Arsenal, 

Or you, come out again, and none the wiser ? 

Per. Except yourself, sir. 

Sir P. Go to, then. I tliorefore 
Advertise to the state, how fit it were. 

That none but such as were known patriots, 

Sound lovers of their country, should be suffer’d 
To enjoy them in their houses; and even those 
Seal’d at some office, and at such a bigness 
^ might not lurk in pockets. 

Per. Admirable 1 

Sir P. My next is, how to enquire, and be resolv d. 

By present demonstration, whether a ship. 

Newly arrived from Soria, or from 
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Any Buspectod p&rt of all the Levant, 

Be guilty of the pla^:uo: and where they uno 
To lie out forty, fifty days, sometimes. 

About the Lazaretto, for their trial; 

I’ll save that charge and loss unto the merchant. 

And in an hour clear the doubt. 

Per. Indeed, sir! 

Sir P. Or — I will lose my labour. 

Per. ’My faith, that’s much. 

49»> P. N’ay, sir, conceive me. It will cost me in onlonfij 
Some thirty livres — 

Per. Which U one pound sterling. 

Sir P. Beside my water-works: for thin I do, sir 
First, I bring in your ship ’twixt two brick walls; 

But those the state shall venture; On the one 
I strain me a fair tarpauling. and in that 
I stick my onions, cut in halves: the other 
Is full of loop-holes, out at which I thrust 
The noses of my bellows; and those bellows 
I keep, with water-works, in perpetual motion. 

Which is the easiest matter of a hundred. 

Now, sir, your onion, which doth naturally 
Attract the infection, end your bellows bhming 
The air upon him, will show, instantly, 

By his changed colour, if there be contagion; 

Or else remain as fair as at the first. 

—Now it is known, ’tis nothing. 

Per. You arc right, sir. 

Sir P. I would 1 had my note. 

Per. 'Faith, so would I: 

But you have done well for once, sir. 

Sir P. Wore I false. 

Or would be made so, I could shew yoti reasons 
How I could sell this state now to the Turk, 

Spite of their gallics, or their— [Kxaminiivj hie papers. 

Per. Pray you, sir Pol. 

Sir P. I have them not about mo. 

Per. Tliat I fear’d: 

They are there, sir. 

•Sir P. No, this is my diary. 

Wherein I not© my actions of the day. 

Per. Pray you, let's see, sir. What'ishereT Notandum, [Reads. 
A rat had tjnawn my spur-leathers; noUoithstandinj, 

I put on new, and did go forth: but first 
I threw three beaus over the threshold. Item, 

I wcTii and bovpht two tooth-picks, whereof one 

I burst immediately, »n a discourse 

With a Dutch merchant, 'bout raghn del stato. 

From him I went and paid a moccinigo 
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For pitcing my silk stockings; by the \cay 
I cheapen'd sjrrals; and at St. Mark’s I tirined, 

’Faith these are poUtio noteel 
Sir P. Sir, I do slip 

No action of my life, but thus I quote it. 

Per. Believe me, it ie wise) 

5ir P. Nay, sir, read forth. 

Enter, at a distance. Lady Politick Would-bb, Naho, and 

two Waitiog-womeo. 

Lady P. Where should this loose knight be, trow? sura 
he’s housed. 

Nan. Why, then he’s fast 

Lady P. Ay, he plays both with me. 

I pray you stay. This heat will do more harm 
To my complexion, than his heart is worth. 

(I do not care to binder, but to take him.) 

How it comes off 1 [Rubbing her cheeks. 

1 Worn. My master’s yonder. 

Lady P. Where ! 

2 Worn. With a young gentleman. 

Lady P. That same’s the party; 

In man’s apparel 1 ’Pray you, sir, jog my knight: 

1 will be tender to his reputation. 

However he demerit 

Sir P. [seeing her.] My ladyl 

Per. Where? , 

Sir P. 'Tis she indeed, sir; you shall know her. She is. 
Were she not mine, a lady of that merit. 

For fashion and behaviour; and for beauty 
I durst compare— 

Per. It seems you are not jealous. 

That dare commend her. 

Sir P. Nay, and for discourse— 

Per. Being your wife, she cannot miss that. 

Sir P. [introducing Per.] Madam, 

Here is a gentleman, pray you, use him fairly; 

He seems a youth, but he is — 

Lady P. None. 

Sir P. Yes, one 

Has put his face as soon into the world — 

Lady P. You mean, as early ? but to-day ? 

Sir P. How’s this? . , 

Lady P. Why. in this habit sir; you apprehend mo:— 

Well master Would-bo. this doth not become you; 

I had thought the odour, air, of your good name 
Had been more precious to you; that you would not 
Have done this ^re massacre on your honour; 

One of your gravity and rank besides 1 
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But knights, I see. care little for the oath 
They make to ladies; chiefly, their own ladies. 

Sir P. Now, by my spurs, the symbol of my knighthood, — 
Per. Ixird, how his brain is humbled for an oath I \_A3idf. 
Sir P. I reach you not. 

Lady P. Right, sir, your policy 

May bear it through thus. — Sir, a word with you. {To Per. 
I would be loth to contest publicly 
With any gentlewoman, or to seem 
Froward, or violent, ns the courtier says; 

It comes too near rusticity in a lady, 

UHiich I would shun by all means: and however 
I may deserve from master Would-be, vet 
T’have one fair gentlewoman thus be tuado 
The unkind instrument to wrong another, 

And one she knows not, ay, and to persever; 

In my poor judgment, is not warranted 
From being a solecism in our sex. 

If not in manners. 

Per. How is this! 

Sir P. Sweet madam. 

Come nearer to your aim. 

Lady P. Marry, and will, sir. 

Since you provoke me witli your impudence, 

And laughter of your light land-syreu licre, 

Your Sponis, your hermaphrodite — 

Pfr. What’s here? 

Poetic fury, and historic storms 1 
Sir P. The gentleman, believe it, is of worth. 

And of our nation. 

Lady P. Ay, your ^Vhite-fria^s nation. 

Come, I blush for you, master Would-be, 1; 

And am asham’d you should hove no more forehead, 

Than thus to be the patron, or St George, 

To a lewd harlot, a base fricatrice, 

A female devil, in a male outsside. 

Sir P. Nay, 

An you bo such a one, I must bid adieu 

To your delights. The cose ap[>ear3 too liquid. [Frit 

Lady P. Ay, you may carry’t clear, with your state-face!— 
But for your carnival concupiscence. 

Who here is fled for liberty of conscience, 

From furious persecution of the marshal. 

Her will I dis’plo. 

Per. This is fine, i’faithl 
And do you use this often ? Is this part 

Of your wit’s exercise, ’gainst you have occasion? 

Madam— 

Lady P. Go to, sir. 
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Per. Do you hear me, lady ? 

Why, if your knight have eet you to beg shirts. 

Or to invite me home, you might have done it 
A nearer way, by far. 

Lady P. This cannot work you 
Out of my snare. 

Per. Why, am I in it, then ? 

Indeed your husband told me you were fair. 

And so you are; only your nose inclines, 

That side that’s next the sun, to the queen*appIo. 

Lady P. This cannot be endur’d by any patience. 

Enter Mosca. 

Mo8. What is the matter, madam? 

Lady P. If the senate 

Right not my quest in this, I nill protest them 
To all the world, no aristocracy. 

Moa. What is the injury, lady? 

Lady P. Why, the callet 
You told me of. here I have ta’en disguiserL 

Moa. Who? this! what means your ladyship? the creature 
I mention’d to you is apprehended now, 

Before the senate; you shall see her — 

Lady P. Where? 

Moa. I’ll bring you to her. This young gentleman, 

I saw him land this morning at the port. 

Lady P. Is’t possible 1 how has my judgment wander’d ? 

Sir, I must, blushing, say to you, I have err’d; 

And plead your pardou. 

Per. What, more changes yeti 

Lady P. I hope you have not the malice to remember 
A gentlewoman’s passion. If you stay 
In Venice here, please you to use me, sir— « 

Moa. Will you go, madam? 

Lady P. ’Pray you, sir, use me; in faith, 

The more you see me, the more I shall conceive 
You have forgot our quarrel. 

[Exeunt Lady Would-he, Mosca, Nano, and Watliny women. 
Per. This Is rare! 

Sir Politick Would-be? no; air Politick Bawd, 

To bring me thus acquainted with his wife! 

Well, wise sir Pol, since you have practi.sed thus 
Upon my freshman-ship. I’ll try your salt-head. 

What proof it is against a counter-plot. [txa. 

SCENE n . — The Scrulineo, or Senate-Eouse. 

Enter Voltobs, Corbaccio, Cobvino, and Mosca. 

Volt. Well, now you know the carriage of the business, 

Your constancy U all that is required 
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Unto the flafetv of it 

% 

Mo9. Is the lie 

Safely convey’d amonpst us? is that sureT 
Knows every man hb burden? 

Corv. Yea. 

Mo9. Then shrink not. 

CoTv. But knows the advocate the truth ? 

Moa. 0, sir. 

By no means; 1 devised a formal tale, 

That salv’d your reputation. But bo valiant, sir. 

Corv. I fear no one but him, that this his pleading 
Should make him stand for a co-heir-^ 

Moa. Co-halter! 

Hang him; we will but use his tongue, his noiso, 

As we do croakers here. 

Corv. Ay, what shall he do? 

Moa. When we have done, you mean? 

Corv. Yea. 

Moa. Why, we’ll think: 

Sell him for munimia; he’s half dust already. 

Do you not smile, (to Vollor*.] to seo tliis bulTalo, 

How he doth sport it with hLs head? — I should. 

If all were well and past. [Aaidf.'\ — Sir, [to Cvrbcccio.] onlv you 
Are he that shall enjoy the crop of all. 

And these not know for whom they toil 
Corb. Ay, peace. 

Moa. [turning io Corvino.] But you shall eat it Much I [Atfjc/e.J 
— Worshipful sir. [to Voltore.) 

Mercury sit upon your thundering tongue. 

Or the French Hercules, and make your language 
As conquering as his club, to beat along, 

As with a tempest flat, our adversaries; 

But much more yours, sir. 

Volt. Here they come, have done. 

Moa. I have another witness, if you need, sir, 

I can produce. 

VoU. WTio is it? 

Moa. Sir, I have her. 

Enter Avocetori and tale their aeata, Bonahio, Ckt.ta, Notarin, 
Commandadori, Salli, and other OfRccrs of justice. 

1 Avne. The like of this the senate never heard of. 

2 Avoc. 'Twill come most strange to them when we report it 
4 Awe, The gentlewoman has been ever held 

Of unreproved name, 

3 Awe. So has the youth. 

4 Awe. The more unnatural part that of his father. 

2 Awe. More of the husband. * 

1 Avoe. 1 not know to give 
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Hid act a name, it b so monstrous! 

4 Avoc. But the impostor, he’s a thing created 
To exceed example! 

1 Avoc. And all after-times! 

2 A toe. I never heard a true voluptuary 
Described, but him. 

3 Avoc. Appear yet those were cited? 

Not. All but the old magnilico, Volpone. 

1 Avoc. Why is not he here? 

Mos. Please your fatherhoods, 

Here is hb advocate: himselfs so weak. 

So feeble— 

A Avoc. Wliatareyou? 

Bon. His parasite, 

Hb knave, hb pandar; I beseech the court. 

He may be forced to come, that your grave eyes 
May bear strong witness of his strange im|)oslures. 

Volt. Upon my faith and credit with your virtues. 

He b not able to endure the air. 

2 Avoc. Bring him, however. 

3 Avoc. We ^1 see him. 

4 Avoc. Fetch him. 

VoU. Your fatherhoods’ 6t pleasures be obey’d; 

[Exeunt Officers- 

But sure, the sight will rather move your pities. 

Than indignation. May it please the court, 

In the mean time, he may be heard in me; 

I know this place most void of prejudice. 

And therefore crave it, since we have no reason 
To fear our truth should hurt our cause. 

3 .<4it>c. Speak free. 

Volt. Then know, most honour’d fathers, I must now 
Discover to your strangely abused ears. 

The most prodigious and most frontless piece 
Of solid impudence, and treachery. 

That ever vicious nature yet brought forth 
To shame the state of Venice. Thib lewd woman. 

That wants no artificial looks or tears 
To help the vi7.or she has now put om 
Hath long been known a close adultereas 
To that lascivious youth there; not suspected, 

I gay, but known, and taken in the act 
With him; and by thb man, the easy husband. 

Pardon’d; whose timeless bounty makes him now 
Stand here, the most unhappy, innocent pereon. 

That ever man’s own goodness made accused. 

For these not knowing how to owe a gift 

Of that dear g^ac^ but with their shame; being placed 

So above all powers of their gratitude. 
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Bejian to hate the benrl^t; and, to place 
Of thanks, des’iae to extirpe the memory 
Of such an act: whcnun I pray your fatiierhoodj 
To observe the malice, yea, the rage of creatures 
Discover’d in their evils; and what heart 
Such take, even from their crimc.s: — hut that anon 
Will more appear. — This gentleman, the father. 

Hearing of this foul fact, with many others. 

Which daily struck at hLs too tender ears. 

And grieved in nothing more than that he could not 
Preserve himself a parent, (liis son’s ills 
Growing to that .strange flood,) at last decreed 
To di.'inherit him. 

1 Avoc. TTieso be strange turns! 

2 Avoc. The young man’s fame was ever fair and honest. 

Volt. So much more full of danger is his vice, 

That can beguile so under shade of virtue. 

Ihit, as I said, my honour’d sires, his father 
Haring this settled purpose, by what means 
To him betray’d, we know not, and this day 
Appointed for the deed; that parricide, 

I cannot style him better, by confederacy 
Preparing this hi.s paramour to be there. 

Enter'd Volpnno’s house, (who was the man, 

Your fatherhood.^ must understand, design’d 
For the inheritance,) there sought his father;— 

But with what purpose sought he him, my lor<i 3 f 
I tremble to pronounce it. that a son 
Unto a father, and to such a father. 

Should have so foul, felonious intent I 

It was to mur<ler him: when being prevented 

By his more happy absence, what then did he? 

Kot check his wicked thoughta; no, now new deeds, 
(Mischief doth never end where it begins) 

An act of horror, fathers! he dragg'd forth 
Tho aged gentleman that had there lain bod-rid 
Throe years and more, out of his innocent couch. 

Naked upon the floor, there left him; wounded 
His servant in the face: and, with this strumpet 
The stale to his forged practice, who was glad 
To bo so active.— (I shall here desire 
Your fatherhoods to note but my collections, 

As most remarkable.—) thought at once to stop 
His father’s ends, discredit his free choice ^ 

In tho old gentleman, redeem themselves. 

By laying infamy upon this man. 

To whom, with blushing, they should owe their lives. 

1 Avoc. What proofs have you of this? 

Bon. Most honoured fathers, 
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1 humbly crave there be do credit givea 
To this man's mercenary tongue. 

2 Avoc. Forbear. 

Bon. His sou] moves in his fee. 

3 ^toc. 0, sir. 

Bon. This fellow. 

For six sols more, would plead against his Maker. 

1 Avoc. You do forget yourself. 

VoH. Nay, nay, grave fathers, 

Let him have scope: can any man imagine 
That he will spare his accuser, that would not 
Have spared bis parent? 

1 Avoc. Well, produce your proofs. 

Cel. I would I could forget I were a creature. 

Volt. Signior Corbaccio ! [Cor baccio comes for loari. 

' 4 A voc. What is he ? 

VoU. The father. 

2 Avoc. Has he hod an oath? 

Not. Yes. 

Corb. What must I do now ? 

Not. Your testimony’s craved- 
Corb. Speak to the knave? 

I’ll have my mouth first stopt with earth; my heart 
Abhors his knowle<lge: I disclaim in him. 

1 Avoc. But for what cause? 

Corb. The mere portent of nature! 

He is an utter stranger to my loins. 

Bon. Have they made you to this? 

Corb. I will not hear thee, 

Monster of men, swine, goat, wolf, parricide 1 
Speak not, thou viper. 

Bon. Sir, I will sit down. 

And rather wish my innocence should suffer. 

Than I resist the authority of a father. 

Volt. Signior Corvino! [Corvino comes forttard. 

2 Avoc. This is strange. 

1 Avoc. Who’s this? 

Not. The husband. 

4 A voc. Is he sworn 7 
Not. He is. 

3 Avoc. Speak, then. 

Corv. This woman, please your fatherhoods, is a whore» 

Of most hot exercise, more tlian a partrioh, 

Upon record— 

1 Avoc. No more. 

Corv. Neighs like a jennet. 

NoL Prceerve the honour of the court. 

Corv. I shall. 

And modeety of your most reverend ears. 
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And yet I hope that I may eay, these eyes 
Have seen her plucd unto that piece of cedar, 

Tliat fine well-liinher‘d paliant; ami that bore 
The letters may be read, thorough the horn, 

That make the story perfect. 

Mos. Excellent! ^ir. 

Cori\ There is do blianie in this now, is there ? to }io$fn. 

Mot. None. 

Cori». Or if I said. I liopod that sli© were ODwnrd 
To her damnation, if there ht a liell 
Greater than whore and woman; a good catbolio 
May make the doubt. 

3 His grief hath made him frantic. 

1 Awe. Rem()%’e him hence. 

2 Awe. Ix)ok to the woman. [Celia tfirooa*. 

Corv. Rarel 

Prettily feign'd, again! 

4 Avoe. Stand from about her. 

1 Awe. Give her the air. 


3 Avoe. \Miat can you say ? 

My wound. 

May it please your wisdoms, speaks for me, received 
In aid of my good patron, when he mist 
His sought-for father, when that well-taught dame 
Had her cue given her, to cry out, A rape! 

Bon. 0 most laid impudence! Fathers-— 

3 Awe. Sir, be silent; 

You had your hearing free, so must they theirs. 

2 Avoe. I do begin to doubt the impo.sture hero. 

4 Awe. ITiis woman has too many moods. 

VoU. Grave fathers, 

She is a creature of a most profest 
And prostituted lewdncis. 

Corv. Most impetuous, 

Unsatisfied, grave fathers! 

VoU. May her feignings 

Not take your wisdoms: but this day she baited 
A stranger, a grave knight, with her loose eyes, 

And more lascivious kieses. This man saw them 
Together on the water, in a gondola. 

Mot. Here is the lady herself, that saw them too; 
Without; who then hod in the open streets 
Pursued them, but for saving her knight’s honour. 

1 Avoe. Produce that lady. 

2 Avoe. Let her come. 

4 .4t»c. These things. 

They strike with wonder. 

3 Jtoc. I am turn'd a stone. 


[To ilot^a 


[Ezii Motfa 
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^e-enier Mosca loUh Lady Would-be. 

Moa. Be resolute, madam. 

Lady P. Ay, this same is she. IPointing to Ctlia. 

Out, thou camelion harlot! now thine eyes 
Vie tears with the hyaena. Dar’st thou look 
Upon my wronged face ? — I cry your pardons, 

I fear I have forgettingly transgrest 
Against the dignity of the court — 

2 Avoc. No, madam- 

lad!/ P. And been exorbitant — 

2 Avoc. You have not, lady. 

4 Avoc. These proofs are strong. 

Lady P. Surely, I had no purpose 
To scandalise your honours, or my sex’s. 

3 Avoc. We do believe it. 

Lady P. Surely, you may believe it. 

2 Avoc. Madam, we do. 

Lady P. Indeed you may; my breeding 
Is not so coarse— 

4 Avoc. We know it. 

Lady P. To offend 

With pertinacy— 

3 Avoc. Lady — 

Lady P. Such a presence 1 
No surely. 

1 Avoc. We well think it. 

Lady P. You may think it. 

1 Avoc. Let her o’ercome. What witnesses have you 
To make good your report? 

Bon. Our consciences. 

Cei. And heaven, that never fails the innocent. 

4 Avoc. These are no testimonies. 

Bon. Not in your courts. 

Where multitude, and olamoxir overcomes. 

1 Avoc. Nay. then you do wax insolent. 


lie-enier Officers, bearing Voij*onb on o couch. 
VoU. Here, here, 

The testimony comes, that will convince. 

And put to utter dumbness their bold tongues: 

Sec here, grave fathers, here’s the ravisher, 

The rider on men's wives, the great impostor. 

The erand voluptuary ! Do you not think 
These limbs should affect venery ? or these cyM 
Covet a concubine? pray you mark these hands; 
2re they not fit to stroke a lady’s breasts ?— 
Perhaps ho doth dissemble ! 
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Bon. So he doea. 


Voh. Would you have him tortured ? 

Bon. I would have him proved. 

VoU. Best try him then vrith goads, or burning iroiig; 

Put him to the strappado: I have heard 

The rack hath cured the gout; 'faith, give it him. 

And help him of a malarly; ho courteous. 

I’ll undertake, before these honour’d fathers, 

He shall have yet an many left diseases, 

As she has known adulterers, or thou strumpets. — 

O, roy most equal hearers, if those deeds. 

Acts of this hold and most exorbitant strain, 

May pass with sufferance, what one citizen 
But owes the forfeit of his life, yea, fame. 

To him that dares traduce him? which of you 
Are safe, my honour’d fathers? I would ask. 

With leave of your grave fatherhoods, if their plot 
Have any face or colour like to truth? 

Or if. unto the dullest nostril here. 

It smell not rank, and most abhorred slander? 

I crave your care of this good gentleman. 

Whose life is much endanger’d by their fable; 

And as for them, I will conclude ^ith this, 

Tliat vicious persons, when they’re hot and flesh’d 
In impious acts, their constancy abounds: 

Damn'd deeds are done with greatest confidence. 

1 Awe. Take them to custody, and sever them. 

2 .di-oc. ’Tis pity two such prodigies should live. 

1 Awe. Let the old gentleman bo rciuru’d with care. 

, [ExeurU Officers with Volwne. 

1 m sorry our credulity hath wrong’d him. 

4 Awe. These are two creatures! 


3 Awe. I’ve an earthquake in me. 

2 Avoc. Their sliame, even in their cradles, fled their faces 

^Awe. You have done a worthy service to the state, sir 

In their discovery. tm p .. 

I Awe. You shall hear, ere night, 

What punishment the court decrees upon them 

Axx>eai., AVf.. and Officers with Bonario and Cdia 
VoU. \Vc thank your fatherhoods.— How like you it? 

Mo9. Rare. 


Pd have your tongue, sir, tipt with gold for this- 
I’d have you be the heir to the whole city; 

The earth I’d have want men, ere you want living: 
They’re bound to erect your statue in St. Mark’s. 
Signior Cor\'ino, I would have you go 
And shew yourself, tliat you have conquer’d 
CoTv. Yes. 


Moj. It was much better that you should profess 
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Yourself a cuckold thus, than that the other 
Should have been proved. 

Coro. Nay, I consider’d that: 

Now it is her fault. 

Mos. Then it had been yours. 

Corv. True; I do doubt this advocate still. 

Mos. r faith 

You need not, I dare ease you of that care. 

Corv. I trust thee, Slosca. [EzH. 

ifos. As your own soul, sir. 

Corb. Mosca! 

ifoa. Now for your business, sir. 

Corb. How 1 have you business ? 

Mos. Yee, your’s, sir. 

Corb. 0, none else ? 
ilos. None else, not I. 

Corb. Be careful, then. 

iloa. Rest you with both your eyes, air. 

Corb. Dispatch it. 

31o8. Instantly. 

Corb. And look that all. 

Whatever, be put in, jewels, plate, moneys. 

Household stufl, bedding, curtains. 

Mos. Curtain-rings, sir: 

Only the advocate’s fee must bo deducted. 

Corb. I’ll pay him now; you’ll be too prodigal 
Mos. Sir, 1 must tender it. 

Corb. Two chcquines is well 


[Exil. 


Mos. No, six, sir. 

Cof^. ’Tis too much. 

Mos. He talk’d a great while; 

You must consider that, sir. 

Corb. Well, there’s three— 

Mos. I’ll give it him. 

Corb. Do so, and there’s for thee. 

Mos. Bountiful bones! Wh&t horrid strange offence 
Did he commit ’gainst nature, in his youth. 

Worthy this age ? [Asidr.]— You see, sir, [<o I'oft.] how I work 
Unto your ends: take you no notice. 

VoU. No, 

rU leave you. . „ 

Mos. All is yours, the devil and all: 

Good advocate 1— Madam, I’ll bring you homo. 

Lady P. No, I’ll go see your patron. 

Mos. That you shall not: 
rU tell you why. My purpose is to urge 

Mv patron to reform his Will; and for 

The zeal you have shewn to-day. whereas before 
You were but third or fourth, you shall be now 
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Pat in the first: which would appear aa be gg 'd, 
U you were presonL Thereftiro— 

Lady i\ You abail sway me. 


[Exeuni, 


ACT V 

BCENE T . — A Room in Volpone’s House. 

Enter VOLPONB. 

Foip. Well, I am here, and all thb brunt is past. 

I ne’er was in dUlike with my disguise 

Till tliis fled moment: here ’twos good, in private; 

But in your public,— whilst I breathe. 

’Fore God, my left leg ’gan to have the cramp. 

And I apprehended straight some power had struck mo 
With a dead palsy: Well! I must be merry. 

And shako it off. A many of those fears 
Would put me into some villainous di.^easo. 

Should they come thick upon me: I'll prevent ’em. 

Give mo a bowl of lusty wine, to fright 

This humour from ray heart. [Drints.)— Hum, hum. hum I 

'Tis almost gone already; I shall conquer. 

Any device, now, of rare ingenious knavery. 

That would possess me with a violent laughter. 

Would make me up again. [Z)rini\s a^/ain.}— So. so, so, so! 
This heat is life; ’lu blood by this time:— Mosca! 

Enter Mosca. 

ilos. How now, sir? does the day look clear again? 

Are wo recover’d, and wrought out of error. 

Into our way, to see our path before us? 

Is our trade free once more? 

Vo'.p. Exquisite Mosca! 

Mos. Was it not carried learnedly? 

Volp. And stoutly: 

Good wits are greatest in extremities. 

Mos. It were a folly beyond thought, to trust 
Any grand act unto a cowardly spirit: 

You are not taken with it enough, methinks. 

Volp. 0, more than if I hod enjoy’d the wench: 

The pleasure of all woman-kind’s not like it. 

Mos. Wliy now you speak, sir. We must her© be fix’d- 
Here we must rest; this is our master-piece; ’ 

We cannot think to go beyond this. 

Volp. True, 

Thou host play’d thy prize, my precious Mosca. 

Mos. Nay, sir, 

To gull the court— 
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Volp. And quito divert the torrent 
Upon the innocent. 

Mo3. Yes, and to make 
So rare a music out of discords — 

Volp. Right. 

That yet to me’s the strangest, how thou hast borne itl 
That these, being so divid^ ’mongst themselves, 
Sliould not scent somewhat, or in me or thee, 

Or doubt their own side. 

J/os. True, they will not see’t. 

Too much light bUnds them, I think. Each of them 
Is so possest and stuft with his own hopes. 

That any thing unto the contrary, 

Never so true, or never so apparent. 

Never so palpable, they will resist it*— 

Volp. Like a temptation of the devil 
ilos. Right, sir. 

Merchants may talk of trade, and your great signiors 

Of land that yields well; but if Italy 

Have any glebe more fruitful than these fellows, 

I am deceiv’d. Did not your advocate rare? 

O— most honour'd fathers, my grave fathers, 
Under correc/ion of your fatherhoods, 

What fact of truth is here ? If these strange detds 
May pass, most honour'd fathers — I had much ado 

To forbear laughing. 

Mos. It seem’d to mo, you sweat, sir. 

Volp. In troth, I did a little. 

Mos. But confess, sir, 

Were you not daunted? 

Volp. In good faith, I was 
A httle in a mist, but not dejected; 

Never, but still my self. 

Mos. I think it, sir. ^ ^ 

Now, so truth help me, I must needs any this, sir, 

And out of conscience for your advocate, 

Ho has taken pains, in faith, sir, and deserv’d. 

In my poor judgment, I speak it under favour, 

Not to contrary you, sir, very richly— 

\ye)l — to be cozen’d. 

Volp. Troth, and I think so too. 

By that I heard him. in the latter end. 

Mos. 0, but before, sir: had you heard him first 
Draw it to cert.ain heads, then aggravate. 

Then use his vehement figures — I look d still 
Wlien ho would shift a shirt: and. doing this 
Out of pure love, no hope of gain — 
rofp. "Hs right. 

I caooot answer hi£n» Mosca, as 1 woulcl^ 
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Not yet; bot for thy sake, at thy entrerity, 

I will begin, even now — to vei them all, 

This very instant. 

Mos. Good sir. 

Volp. Call tlie dwarf 
And eunuch forth. 

Mo3. Castrone, Nanol 

Enter Casthone Na50. 

Nano. Here. 

Vvlp. Shull we have a jig nowT 
Mas. What you {)lea3e, sir. 

Volp. Go, 

Straight give out about the streets, you two, 

That. I am dead; do it witli constancy, 

Sa<lly, do you heart impute it to the pri» f 
Of this late slander. [Exeunt Cast, and Nano, 

if os. What do you mean, sir? 

Volp. 0, 

I shall have instaullv mv Vult>ire, Crow. 

Raven, come Hying hither, on the news, 

To peck for carrion, my shc-wolf, and all, 

Greedy, and full of expectation — 

Mos. And then to have it ravLsIiM from their mouthol 
Volp. ’Tis true. I will have thee put on a gown. 

And take upon thco, as thou wert mine heir: 

Shew them a will: Opi?n that chest, and reach 
Forth one of those that has the blanks; I’ll straigiit 
Put in thy name. 

Mos. It will be rare, sir. [Gives him a paper 

Volp. Ay, 

When they ev’n gape, and find themselves deluded— 

Mos. Yes. 

Volp. And thou use them scurvily! 

Dispatch, get on thy gown. 

Mos. [putting on a goum.] But what, sir, if they ask 
After the body ? 

Volp. Say. it was corrupted. 

Mos. I’ll say, it stunk, sir; and was fain to liave it 
Coffin’d up instantly, and sent away. 

Volp. Any thing; what thou wilt. Hold, here's my will. 
Got thee a cap, a count-book, pen and ink. 

Papers afore tliee; sit ns thou wert taking 
An inventory of parcels: I’ll get up 
Behind the curtain, on a stool, and he.irken; 

Sometime peep over, see how they do look. 

With what degrees their blood doth leave their fnecs, 

0. ’twill afford me a rare meal of laughter! * 
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Moa. [-putting on a cap, and setting out the table, etc.] Yoai 
advocate will turn stark dull upon it. 

Volp. It vrill take off his oratory’s ^ge. 

Mos. But your clarissimo, old round-back, he 
Will crump you like a hog-louse, with the touch. 

Volp. And what Corvino? 

Mos. 0, sir, look for him. 

To-morrow morning, with a rope and dagger. 

To visit all the streets; he must run ma^ 

My lady too, that came into the court, 

To bear false witness for your worship— 

Volp. Yea, 

And kiss’d mo ‘fore the fathers, when my face 
Flow'd all with oils. 

ilos. And sweat, sir. Why, your gold 
la such another med'eine, it dries up 
All those offensive savours: it transforms 
The most deformed, and restores them lovely. 

As ’twere the strange poetical girdle. Jove 
Could not invent t’ hrmsclf a shroud more subtle 
To pass Acrisius’ guards. It is the thing 
Makes all the world her grace, her youth, her beauty^ 

Volp. I think she lovee me. 

Mos. Who ? the lady, sir f 
She’s jealous ofyou. 

Volp. Dost thou say so f 
Mos. Hark, 

There’s some already. 

Volp. Look. 

Mos. It is the Vulture; 

He has the quickest scent. 

Volp. I’ll to my place. 

Thou to thy posture. 

Mos. I am set. 

Volp. But, Mosca, 

Play the artificer now, torture them rarely. 

EyUer VoltOre. 

VoU. How now, my Mosca 7 
Mos. [writing.] Turkey carpets, nine^ 

VoU. Taking an inventory 1 that is well. 

Mos. Two suits of bedding, tissue— 

Volt. Where’s the Will? 

Let me read that the while 

ErUer Servants, with Cordaccio in a chair. 

Corb. So, set me down. 

And get you home. 

VoU. Is he come now, to trouble us I 


[Knocking within 


[OofS behind the curtain. 


[Exeunt Servants. 
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ilos. Of doth of gold, txoo more— 
Corh. Is it done, Mosca? 

Mos. Of Sivcral vdvtU tijld — 

Volt. 1 like his care. 

Corb. Dost tbou uot hear t 


Efiter CoRVTSO. 

Corb. Ha! is the hour come, Mosca . 

Volp. [peeping over the ciir/o»n.] Ay, now they muster. 
Cori;. Wliat does the advocate here, 

Or fliis CorbaccioT 
Corb. What do these here ? 


Enter Lady Pol. Wodld-de. 

Lady P. Mosca! 

Is bis thread spun? 

Mos. Eight cKmU of linen— 

Volp. 0. 

My fine dame Would»be, tool 
Corv. Mosca, the Will, 

That I may shew it these, and rid them hence. 

Mos. Six ckeets of diaper, four of damask’. — Tljcre. 

[(3»Ves them the li iU cardejjy, over hit shoulder. 
Corb. Is that the Will? 

Mos. Down-beds and bolsters— 

Volp. Karel 

Be busy still. Now they beciri to flutter: 

Tliey never think of mo. Ix>uk, see, see, seot 
How their swift eyes n>n over the long deed. 

Unto the name, and to the lec^acies. 

What is bequeathed them there— 

Mos. Ten suits of hangings— 

Volp. Ay. in their garters, Mosc;u Now their Ijones 
Are at the gasp. 

Volt. Mosca tlie heir! 

Corb. What’s that? 

Volp. My advocate is dumb; look to my merchant, 

He liM heard of some strange storm, a shi;< is lust, 

He faints; my lady will swoon. Old glateo eyes. 

Ho hath not reach’d his despair yet. 

Corb. All these 


Are out of hope; Z am, sure, the man. 
Corv. But, Mosca— 

Mos. Tiv>) cabinets. 

Corv. Is this in earnest ? 

Mos. One 


[Takes the Wiik 


Of ebony — 

Corv. Or do you but delude me? 

Mos. The other, mother of pearl — I am very busy. 
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Good faith, it is a fortune thrown upon me — 

Utm, one salt of cujaie^noi my seeking. 

Lady P. Do you hear, sir? 

Mos. A perfumed box — ’Pray you forbear, 

You see I’m troubled — made of an onyx — 

Jjody P. How! 

Mos. To-morrow or next day, I shall be at leisure 
To talk with you all. 

Corv. Is this my large hope’s issue ? 

Lady P. Sir, I must have a fairer answer. 

Mos. Madam! 

•Marry, and shall: ’pray you, fairly quit my house. 

Nay, raise no tempest with your loo^; but hark you, 

Remember what your ladyship offer’d me 

To put you in an heir; go to, think on it: 

And what you said e’en your best madams did 

For maintenance; and why not you? Enough. 

Go home, and use the poor sir Pol, your knight, well, 

For fear I toll some riddles; go, be melancholy. 

[Exit Lady Wovld bt. 


Volp. O, my fine devil I 
Corv. Mosca, ’pray you a word 

Mos. Lord ! will you not take your dispatch hence yet ? 
Methinks, of all, you should have been the example. 

Why should you stay here? with what thought, what promise . 
Hear you ; do you not know, I know you an a-ss. 

And that you would most fain have been a wittol. 

If fortune would have let you? that you are 
A declared cuckold, on good terms? This pearl. 

You’ll say, was yours? right: this diamond? 

ril not deny’t, but thank you. Much here else? 

It may be so. Wliy, think that these good works 
May help to hide your bad. Pll not betray you; 

Although you be but extraordinary. 

And have it only in title it sufficeth: 

Go home, be melancholy too. or mad. Coruna 

Volp. Rare Mosca! how his villainy becomes mm! 

Volt. Certain he doth delude all these for me. 

Corh. Mosca the heir 1 

Volp. 0, his four eyes have found it. 

Corb. I am cozen’d, cheated, by a parasite slave; 

Harlot, thou hast gull’d me. 

Mos. Yes, sir. Stop your mouth. 

Or I shall draw the only tooth is left. 

Are not you he. that filthy covetous wretch. 

With the three legs, that boro, in hope of prey. 

Have, any time this three years, snuff’d abo,,t.. 

With your most grovelling nose, and would have hired 
Me to the poisoning of my patron, sir? 
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Are not you he that have to-day in court 
Profess’d the disinheriting of your rod? 

Perjured yourself? Go home, and die, and stink. 

If you but croak a syllablo, alJ comes out; 

Away, and cell your porters! {ExU Corbaccio.] Go, go, stink. 
Volp. Excellent varlet! 

Volt. Now, my faithful Mosca, 

1 had thy constancy. 

Mos. Sir! 

Volt. Sincere. 

iloa. [writing.] A tabU 

Of -porphyry — I marie you’ll be thus troublcsom^ 

Volt. Nay, leave off uow, they are gone. 

Moa. Why, who are you ? 

^Tiatl who did send for you? 0, cry you mere?. 

Reverend sirl Good faith, I am grieved for you, 

That any chance of mine should thus defeat 
Your (I must needs say) most deserving travails: 

But I protest, sir, it was cast uj»on me. 

And I could almost wish to be without it, 

But that the will o' the dead must be observ'd. 

Marry, my joy is that you need it not; 

You have a gift, sir, (thank your education,) 

Will never let you want, while there are men, 

And malice, to breed causes. Would I hod 
But half the like, for all my fortune, sir! 

If I have any suits, as I do hope, 

Things being so easy and direct, I shall not, 

I will moke bold with your obstreperous aid. 

Conceive me,— for your fee, sir. In mean time, 

You that have so much law, I know have the conscience 
Not to be covetous of what U mine. 

Good sir, I thank you for my plate; 'twill help 
To set up a young man. Good faith, you look 
As you were costive; best go home and purge, sir. [EzU VoUore 
1 olp. [cornea from behind tht curtain.] Bid him eat lettuce well 
My witty mischief, 

Let me embrace thee. 0 that I could now 
Trai^form thee to a Venus! — Mosca, go. 

Straight take my habit of clariasimo. 

And walk the streeto; bo seen, torment them moror 
Wo must pursue, as well as plot. Who would 
Have lost this feast ? 

Mo6. I doubt it will lose them. 

VoIp. 0, my recovery shall recover all. 

That I could now but think on some dh^guiso 
To meet them in, and ask them questions: 

How I would vex them still at every tuml 
Afos. Sir, I can fit you. 
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Volp. Cftnst thou? 

Mos. Yea, I know 
One o’ the comraandadori, sir, so like you; 

Him vtill I straight make druok, and biiog you his bal>lU 
Volp. A rare disguise, and answering thy brain I 
0. T will be a sharp disease unto them. 

Sir, you must look for curses— 

Volp. Till they burst; 

The Fox fares ever best when he is curst. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II . — A BaU in Sir PoLirrcK’s Eouit. 

Enter Pereqeine diaguUed, and three Merchants. 

Per. Am I enough disguised ? 

1 iVer. I warrant you. 

Per. All my ambition is to fright him only. 

2 Mer. If you could ship him away, ’twere excellent, 

3 Mer. To Zant, or to Aleppo? 

Per. Yes, and have his 

Adventures put i’ the Book of Voyages, 

And his gull'd story register’d for truth. 

Well, gentlemen, when I am in a wliile, 

And that you think us warm in our discourse. 

Know your approaches. 

1 Mer. Trust it to our care. [Exeunt Merehanit, 


Enter Waiting-woman. 

Per. Save you, fair lady I Is sir Pol within ? 
Worn. I do not know, sir. 

Per. Pray you say unto him. 

Here is a merchant, upon earnest business, 
Desires to speak with him. 

Worn. I uill see, sir. 

Per. Pray you. — 

1 see the family is ail female here. 



Ke-enter Waiting-woman. 

Worn. He says, sir, he has weighty affairs of state. 

That DOW require him whole; some other time 
You may possess him. 

Per. Pray you say again, 

If those require him whole, these will exact him, 

Whereof I bring him tidings. [Exit IFoman.]— What might be 
His grave affair of state now! how to rnako 
Bolognian sausages here in Venice, sparing 
One o’ the ingredienta? 

Re-enter Waiting-woman- 

Wom. Sir, he says, he knows 
By your word tidings, that you are no statesman. 
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And therefore wills you stay. 

Per. Sweet, pray you return him; 

I have not read so many proclamations, 

And studied them for words, as bo lias done — 

But — here he deigus to come. \Lxit Wnmari 

Enter Sir PoLmoit. 

Sir P. Sir. T must crave 

Your courteous pardon. There hath chanced to-day, 

Unkind disaster ’twixt my lady and mo; 

And I was penning my n|K>logy, 

To give her satisfaction, ns you came now. 

Per. Sir, I am grieved 1 bring you worse disaster: 

The gentleman you met at the port to-doy, 

That told you, be was newly arrived— 

5ir P. Ay, was 
A fugitive punk f 
Per. No, sir, a spy set on you; 

And he has made relation to (be senate. 

That you protest to him to have a plot 
To sell the State of Venice to the Turk, 

Sir P. 0 me! 

Per. For which, warrants are sign’d by this time. 

To a[)prehcful you, and to search your study 
For papers— 

Sir P. Alas, sir. I have none, but notes 
Drawn out of play-books — 

Per. All the better, sir. 

Sir P. .And some essays. WTiat shall I do? 

Per. Sir. best 

Convey yourself into a sugar-chest; 

Or. if you could lie round, a fniiJ wore rare. 

And I could send you aboard. 

Sir P. Sir, 1 but talk’d so. 

For discourse sake merely. {Knocking n ithin. 

Per. Hark! they are there. 
iS»V P. I am a wretch, a wTotchl 
Per. What will you do, sir? 

Have you ne’er a currant-lmtt to leap into? 

They’ll put you to the tack; you must be sudden. 

Sir P. Sir, I have an intrino— 

3 J/er. [uJilAin.] Sir Politick Would-bel 
2 Met. within.] Where i.s he? 

Sir P. That I have thought upon before time. 

Per. What is it ? 

Sir P. I shall ne’er endure the torture. 

Marry, it is, sir, of a tortoise-shell, 

Pitted for these extremities: pray you, sir, help me. 

Here Fve a place, sir, to put back my legs. 
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Please you to lay it on, sir, \lies down while Peregrine places 
the shell upon Aim.] — Avith this cap. 

And my black gloves. I’ll lie, sir, like a tortoise, 

’Till they are gone. 

Per. And call you this an ingine? 

Sir P. Mine own device Good sir, bid my wife’s women 

To burn my papers. [Exit Peregrine 

The three Merchants rtwA in. 

1 Mer. Where is he hid? 

3 Mer. We must. 

And will sure find him. 

2 Mer. Which is his study ? 


Re-enter Pbreorinb. 

1 Mer. What 
Are yoti. sir? 

Per. I am a merchant, that came hero 
To look upon this tortoise. 

3 Mer. How! 

1 Mer. St Mark! 

What beast is this! 

Per. It is a fish. 

2 J/er. Come out here! 

Per. Nay, you may strike him, sir, and tread upon mm; 

Ho' 11 bciir a cart. 

1 Mer. What, to run over him? 

Per. Y es, sir. 

3 Mer. Lot’s jump upon him. 

2 Mer. Can he not go ? 

Per. He creeps, sir. 

1 Mer. Let’s see him creep. 

Per. No. good sir, you will hurt him. 

2 Mer. Heart, I will see him creep, or prick his guts. 

Per. Pray you, sir! — Creep a httle. [Aside to S^r PoU 

1 Mer. Forth. 

2 Mer. Yet farther. 

Per. Good sir!— Creep. 

2 Mer We’ll see his legs. . 

iMtr. vvei [They pvn oQ the shea and discover hm. 

3 Mer. Ods so, he has garters 1 

1 Mer. Ay, and gloves 1 

2 Mer. Is this 

Your fearful tortoise? 

Per. [discovering himself.] Now, sir Pol, we arc even. 

For your next project I Bhall be prepared: 

I urn sorry for the funeral of your notes, sir. 

1 Mer. ’Twere a rare motion to be seen in Fleet-street 
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2 lltr. Ay, in thf* Term. 

1 Mer. Or Sniitlilleld. in the fair. 

3 -l/er. Metliinks ’tis but a melancholy sight. 

Per. Farewell, most politic tortoise! 

[^'jcunf PfT. r,nd 

Jle-entPT Waiting-womao. 

Sir P. Wherc‘8 my lady? 

Knows she of this? 

Worn. I know not. sir, 

Sir P. Enquire.— 

0, I shall be llio fable of all feasts. 

The freight of the gaz.etti, ship-boy’s tale; 

And. which is worst, even talk for ordinaries. 

n’om. Mv ladv's come most melancholv home. 

And says. sir. she will etraicht to se.a. for phy.sie. 

Sir P. .■\n(l I to shun Ibis place and clime for ever, 

Creeping with house on back, and think it well 

To shrink my poor head in my politic slicll. [ExchtU. 

SCEXE III. — .-1 Room j'n Volpone’s Tloiue. 

Enitr Mosca in the hnbit of n Clarissimn. and Volponb in 

that of a Commandadore. 

Volp. Am I then like him? 

Mas. 0, sir, you are he: 

No man can sever you. 

Volp. Good. 

Mos. Hut what am I ? 

Fo/p. ’Fore heaven, a bravo clarissimo; thou becom’st itl 
Pitv thou wert not bom oje. 

^^os. If I hold 

My made one. 'twill bo well. [^-Isfdc. 

Volp. I’ll go and see 

Wliat nows first at tho co'xrt. [£x»t. 

Do so. My Fox 

Is out of Ins hole, and ere he sliall re-enter, 

I’ll make him languish in his borrow’d ca.so, 

Except he come to composition with me. — 

Androgyne, Castrone, Nano! 

Enter ANDBOOVTio, Castrone, and Nano. 

AU. Here. 

Mos. Go, recreoto yourselves abroad; go sport. — [Pxcunl. 
So, DOW I have tlie keys, and am possest. 

Since ho will needs bo dead afore his time. 

I’ll bury him, or gain by him: I am his heir. 

And so will keep me, till he share at least. 

To cozen him of all, were but a cheat 
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Well placed; no man would construe it a sin: 

Let his sport pay for’t. This is call’d the Fox -trap. [Exit. 

SCENE IV.— ^ Street. 

Enter Corbaccio and Coeviko. 

Corh. They say, the court is set 
Curv. We must maintain 
Our first tale good, for both our reputations. 

Corb. Why, mine’s no tale: my son would there have kill’d ma 
Corv. Thai’s true, I had forgot: — mine is. I’m] sure. [Aside. 
But for your Will. sir. 

Corb. Ay, I’ll come upon him 
For that hereafter, now his patron’s dead. 

Enter Volponb. 

Volp. Signior Corvino ! and Corbaccio! sir, 

Much joy unto you. 

CofT. Of what? 

Volp. The sudden good 
Dropt down upon you — 

Corb. Where? 

Volp. And none knows how, 

From old Volpone, sir. 

Corb. Out, arrant knave! 

Volp. Let not your too much wealth, sir, make you furious. 

Corb. Away, thou varlet! 

Volp. Why, sir? 

Corb. Dost thou mock me? 

Volp. You mock the world, sir; did you not change Wills? 

Corb. Out, harlot! 

Volp. 01 belike you are the man. 

Signior Corvino? ’faith, you carry It well; 

You grow not mad withal; I love your spirit: 

You are not over-leaveo’d with yoiir fortune. 

You should have some would swell now, like a wine-fat. 

With such an autumn Did he give you all, air? 

Corv. Avoid, you rascal ! 

Volp. Troth, your wife has shewn 
Herself a very woman; but you are well, 

You need not care, you have a good estate 
To bear it out, sir. better by this chance: 

Except Corbaccio have a share. 

Corb. Hence, varlet. _ , - 

Volp. You will not be acknown, sir; why, tia wise. 

Thus do all camestors, at all games, di.«»omble: 

No man will seem to win. [Exeunt Corvino and Corbacexo. 

comes my vulture. 

Heaving his beak up in the air, and snuffing. 
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Enter VOLTOBB. 

Vnli. Outstript thus, hy a parasite 1 a sfaro, 

Would run on errands, and make legs for crumbs I 
Well, what ril do— 

Fy/p. The court stays for ynur worship. 

I e’en rejoice, sir. at your worship’s happiness, 

And that it fell into so learned haQ<ls, 

That understand the fingering — 

VoU. What do you mean ? 

r'oip. 1 mean to be a suitor to your worship, 

For the small tenement, out of reparations, 

That, to the end of your long row of houses, 

By the Pi-icaria; it was, in Volpone’s time, 

Your prcilecMsor, ere he grew diseased. 

A handsome, pretty, custoin’d bawily-houso 
As any was in Venice, none dispraised; 

But fell with him: his body and that bouse 
Decay’d together. 

VoU. C*ifne, sir, IcAve your prating. 

Volp. Why. if your worship give me but your hand. 

That I may have the refusal. I have done. 

’Tis a mere toy to you, sir; candle-rents; 

As your learn’d worship knows — 

Fo/1. W’lint do I know? 

Fofp. Marry, no end of your wealth, sir; God <!ccreaso It ! 
Volt. Mistaking knavel what, mock’st thou mv misfortune' 

[Exit. 

Volp. His blessing on your heart, sir; would ’twere more! 

Now to my first again, at the next comer. [Exit. 

SCENE V.— Another pari of the Street. 

Enter Cobbaccio and Corvujo; — Mosca passee over the 

Slagtj before them. 

Corh. See, in our habit! see the impudent varlot! 

Cort). That 1 could shoot mine eyes at him like guo-stonesl 

Enter Volponb. 

Folp. But is this true, sir, of the parasite? 

Cor&. Again, to afflict us I monster! 

Volp. In good faith, sir, 

Pm heartily grieved, a beard of your grave length 
Should be so over-reach’d. I never brook’d 
That parasite’s hair; methougbt his nose should cozeni 
There still was somewhat in his look, did promise 
The bane of a clariasimo. 

Cor6. Knave — 

Volp. Methinks 
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Yet yon, that are so traded in the world, 

A witty merchant, the fine bird, Corvino, 

That have saoh moral emblems on your name, 

Should not have sung your shame, and dropt your cheees* 

To let the Fox laugh at your emptiness. 

C7orv. Sirrah, you think the privilege of the place, 

And your red saucy cap, that seems to me 
Nail’d to your jolt-head with those two chcquines, 

Can warrant your abuses: come you hither: 

You shall perceive, sir, I dare beat you; approach, 

Folp. No haste, sir, I do know 3 'our valour well, 

Since you durst publish what you are, air. 

Corv. Tarry, 

Td speak with you. 

Volp. Sir, air, another time — 

Corv. Nay, now. 

Volp. 0 lord, sir] I were a wise man. 

Would stand the fury of a distracted cuckold. 

[As he is running o§, rt-trUer Mos'/t. 
Corh. What, come again ! 

Volp. Upon ’em, Mosca; save me. 

Coro. The air’s infected where he breathes. 

Corv. Let’s fly him. [Exeunt Corv. and Corb. 

Volp. Excellent basilisk 1 turn upon the vulture. 

Enter Voltoeb. 

Volt. Weil, flesh-fly, it is summer with you now; 

Your winter will oome on. 

Mos. Good advocate. 

Prithee not rail, nor threaten out of place thus; 

Thuu’lt make a solecism, as madam says. 

Get you a biggin more, your brain breaks loose. [Exit- 

Volt. Well, sir. 

Volp. Would you have me beat the insolent slave. 

Throw dirt upon his first good clothes? 

Volt. This same 
Is doubtlees some familiar. 

Volp. Sir, the court. 

In troth, stays for you. I am mad, a mule 
That never read Justinian, should get up. 

And ride an advocate. Had you no quirk 
To avoid gullace, sir, by such a creature? 

I hope you do but jest; he has not done it, 

’Tls but confederacy, to blind the rest. 

You are the heir. 

Volt. A strange, officious, 

Troublesome knave! thou dost torment me. 

Volp. I know— 

It cannot be, sir, that you should be cozen d| 
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'Tis not ^vithin tho wit of man to do it; 

You are so wise, so prudent ; and ’tis fit 
That wealth and wisdom still should go together. 
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SCENE VI. — Thf. S^crutineo or Senafe-fJouse. 

Enter Avocatori, Not.-irio, Bo5ario, Cnt.iA, COBBACCIO, 
CoRViNO, Commandadori, SafH, eic. 

1 Awe. Are all the parties hercT 
Not. .All but tho advocate. 

2 Avoc. And hero be comes. 

Enter Voltorb and Volpo.vk. 

1 Avoc. Tlicn bring them forth to eentence. 

0 , my most honour’d fathers, let your mercy 
Once win upon your justice, to forgive— 

I am distracted— 

Volp. What will he do now? 

VoU. 0 , 

I know not which to addrejvj myself to first; 

Whether your fatherhoods, or these inoocento— 

CoTv. Will he betray himself? [Aside.. 

VoU. Whom equally 

I luvo aV.used, out of rao.st covetous ends — 

Corv. Tho man is madl 
Cnrb. What’s that? 

Corv. I!o is posaest. 

VoU. For which, now struck in conscience, here, I prostrate 
Myself at your offended feet, for pardon. 

1, 2 Avoc. Arise. 

Cel. 0 be.aven, how just thou artl 
Volp. I am caught 

In mine own nooso— [ 

Corv. [to Corbaccio.] Be constant, sir; nought now 
Can help, but impudence. 

1 Avoc. Speak forward. 

Com. Silence! 

VoU. It is not passion in me, reverend fathers, 

But only conscience, con.«!cience, my good sirea. 

That niakea me now toll truth. That parasite. 

That knave, hath been the instrument of all. 

1 Avoc. Where is that knave? fetch him. 

Volp. I go. r£'^ 

Corv. Grave fathers, 

This man’s distracted; he confest it now: 

For, hoping to be old Volpone's heir. 

Who now is dead — 

3 A IOC. How! 

2 Atoc. Is Volpono dead? 
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Corv. Dead since, grave fathers. 

Bon. 0 sure vengcaDcel 

1 Avoc. Stay, 

Then he was no deceiver. 

VoU. 0 no, none: 

The parasite, grave fathers. 

Corv. He does apeak 

Out of mere envy, ’cause the servant’s made 
The thing he gaped for: please your fatherhoods. 

This is the truth, though I’ll not justify 
The other, but he may be some-deal faulty. 

VoU. Ay, to your hopes, as well as mine, Corvino: 

But ril use modesty. Pleaseth your wisdoms, 

To view these certain notes, and but confer them ; 

As I hope favour, they shall speak clear truth. 

Corv. The devil has enter’d him 1 
Bern. Or bides in you. 

4 Avoc. We have done ill, by a public officer 
To send for him, if he be heir. 

2 Avoc. For whom? 

4 Avoc. Him that they call the parasite. 

3 Avoc. ’Tis true. 

He is a man of great estate, no . . 

4 Avoc. Go you, and learn his name, and say, the court 

Entreats his presence here, but to the clearing „ . . 

Of some few aoubts. 

2 Avoc. This same’s a labyrinth! 

1 Avoc. Stand you unto your first report ? 

Corv. My state, 
ily life, my fame— 

Bon. Where is it? 

Corv. Are at the stake. 

1 Avoc. Is yours so too? 

Corb. The advocate’s a knave. 


Lnd has a forked tongue — 

2 Avoc. Speak to tlie point 

Corb. So is the parasite too. 

1 Avoc. This is oonfusion. , 

VoU I do beseech your fatherhoods, read but those— 
you. 1 uo / [Giving them jxipere. 

Corv. And credit nothing the false spirit . 

;t cannot he, but he’s possest grave fathers. [The scene cloae.^- 


SCENE VII.— ^ Street 
Enter Volpoxb. 

Volv To make a snare for mine own neck ! and run 
Ivhidintoit. wUfulIyl with laughter! 

VLon I had newly ’soaped, was free, and clear. 
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Out of mere wantonnefy?! 0, the dull devil 
Was in this brain of mine, when I devised it. 

And Jlosca gave it second; he must now 
Help to sear up this vein, or we bleed dead. — 

Enter Xano, Androovno, and Castros'e. 

How now! who let you loose ? whitlier go you now ? 

What, to buy gingerl)read, or to drown killings? 

A’an. Sir, master Mosca call’d us out of doors, 

And bid us all go play, and took the keys. 

And. Yea. 

Volp. Did master Mosca take the keys? why sol 
Fm farther in. Tliese are my fine conceits! 

I must be merry, with a mi,«cluef to me! 

What a vile ’nTetch was I, that could not bear 
My fortune soberly? I must have my crotchets, 

And my conundrums! Well, go you. and seek him: 

His meaning may be truer than my fear. 

Bid him, ho straight come to me to the court; 

Thither will I, and, if t be possil)le, 

Unscrew my advocate, upon new hopes: 

When I provoked him, then I lost myselL [Exeunt 

SCENE VIIL— TAe Scruiineo, or Scnfite-Houie, 

Avocatori, Bonabio, Cex.ia, CoROAcao, Cobvxno, Comman- 

dadori, Saffi. tic., os before, 

1 Avoc. These things can ne’er be reconciled. He. here. 

„ , , , , [Shewing the pavers 

Professeth, that the gentleman was wrong’d. 

And that the gentlewoman was brought thither. 

Forced by her husband, and there left. 

Volt. Most true. 

Cel. How ready is heaven to those that pray! 

1 Avoc. But that 

Volpone would have ravish’d her, ho holds 
Utterly false, knowing his imiHJtence. 

CoTv. Grave fathers, he’s posseet; again, I say, 

Fossest: nay, if there be possession, and 
Obsession, hie has both. 

3 Aloe. Here comes our officer. 

Enter V01.PONE. 

Volp. The parasite will straight be here, grave fathers. 

4 Avoe. You might invent some other name, sir varleh 

3 A TOC. Did not the notary meet him? 

Volp. Not that I know. 

4 Avoc. His coming will clear all 

2 Avoc, Yet, it is misty. 
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Volt. May’t please your fatherhoods— 

Volp. [whisptrs Volt.] Sir, the parasite 
Will’d me to tell you, that his master lives; 

That you are still the man; your hopes the same} 

And this was only a jest — 

Volt. How? 

Volp. Sir, to try 

If you were firm, and how you stood affected. 

Volt. Art sure he lives? 

Volp. Do I live, sir? 

Volt. 0 me! 

I was too violent. 

Volp. Sir, you may redeem it. 

Tliey said, you were possest; fall down, and seem so: 

ril help to make it good. [ Voltore God bless the man !— 

Stop your wind hard, and swell— See, see, see, see ! 

He vomits crooked pins! his eyes are set. 

Like a dead hare’s hung in a poulter’s shop! 

Hus mouth’s running awayl Do you see, signior? 

Now it is in his belly. 

Cory. Ay, the devil ! 

Volp. Now in his throat. 

Corv. Ay, I perceive it plain. 

Volp. ’Twill out, ’tudll out ! stand clear. See where it tlica, 
In shape of a blue toad, with a bat’s wings I 
Do you not see it, sir? 

Corl. What? I think I do. 

Corv. ’Tis too manifest. 

Volp. Look ! he comes to himself 1 
Volt. Where am I ? 

Volp. Take good heart, the worst is past, sir. 

You are diaposseat. 

1 Avoc. What accident is this! 

2 Avoc. Sudden, and full of wonder I 

3 Avoc. If he were 

Possest, as it appears, all this ia nothing. 

Corv He has been often subject to tliese fits. 

1 Avoc. Shew him that writing;— do you know it, sir? 

Volp. [tohispera Volt.] Deny it, sir, forswear it; know it not. 
VolL Yes, I do know it well, it is my band; 

But ali that it contains is false. 

Bon. 0 practice! 

2 Avoc. What maze is this! 

1 Avoc. Is he not guilty then. 

Whom you there name the parasite? 

Volt. Grave fathers, , , „ 1 

No more than his good patron, old Volpone. 

4 Avoc. Why, ho is dead. 

Volt. O no, my honour’d fathers. 
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He lives — 

1 .liwf. How! lives? 

Volt. Lives. 

‘J Avoc. This is subtler vet! 

.S /liDC. You said be was dciid. 

Voll. Never. 

3 Avoc. You said so. 

Corv. I heard so. 

4 Avoc. Here comes the gentleman: make him way. 


KnlfT Mo«(’a. 

3 Axoc. A stool. 

4 .liyjc. A proper man; and, were Volpono dead, 

A tit match for my daughter. [AsiiJc 

3 Avoc. Give him wav. 

Volp. Mosca, I was almost- lost; the ndvocalo 
Had betrayed all; but now if is re<-overed; 

All's on the hinge again S.ay, I am living. f.-l.s’i'fe to Max. 

Moa. What busy knave is this!— .Most reverend fathers, 

I sooner had attended your grave pleasures, 

But that ray order for the funeral 
Of my dear patron, did require me — 

Volp. Mosca! [.-lAjd". 

Mos. Whom I intend to bury like a gentleman. 

Volp. Ay, quick, and cozen me of all. [/Istde. 

2 Awe. Still stranger! 

Mure intricate! 

1 Axmc. And come about again! 

4 Avoc. It is a match, my daughter is bestow’d. 

Moa. Will you give me half? [J side to l o/n. 

Volp. First, I’ll be bang'd. 

Moa. I know 

Your voice is good, cry not so loud. 

1 Avoc. Demand 

Tlie advocate. — Sir. did you not affirm 
Volpone was alive? 

Volp. Yes, and he is; 

This gentleman told me so. — Thou shalt have half.— 


Moa. Whose drunkard is this same? 
I never saw his face. — I cannot uow 
Aflortl it you so cheap. 

Volp. No! 


f. 4 Side to .Vo*, 
speak, some that know him: 

[Aside to Volp. 


1 .4i>oc. \^Tiat say you? 

VoU. The officer told me. 

Volp. I did, grave fathers, 

And will maintain be lives, Avith mine own life. 
Arid that this creature [pofwto to J/osca.] told 
With all good stars my enemies. 

R489 


me.— I was born 
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Mos. Most grave fathers. 

If such an insolence as this must pass 
Upon me, I am silent: ’twas not this 
For which you sent, I hope. 

2 Avoc. Take him away. 

Volp. Moscal 

3 Avoc. Let him be whipt. 

Volp. Wilt thou betray me? 

Cozen me? 

3 Avoc, And taught to bear himself 
Toward a person of his rank. 

4 Avoc. Away. Officert seize Volpone. 

ilos. I humbly thank your fatherhoods. 

Volp. Soft, soft: Whipt! 

And lose all that I have! If I confess. 

It cannot be much more. [Aeuie. 

4 Avoc. Sir, are you married? 

Volv. They’ll be allied anon; I must be resolute: 

The Fox shall here uncase. [Throws o§ his disgvxst. 

Mos. Patron! 

Volp, Nay, now 

My ruins shall not come alone: your match 
rU hinder sure: my substance shall not glue you, 

Nor screw you into a family. 

Volp. ^ am Volpone, and this is my knave; [PoirUir^ ^ ^osca. 
This, to Volt.) his own knave; this, [to Corb.] avance s fool; 

This’ [to Corv.] a chimera of wittol, fool, and knave; 

And’ reverend fathers, since we all can hope 
Nought but a sentence, lot’s not now despair it. 

You hear me brief. , , . . 

CoTV. May it please your fatherhoods— 

Com. Silence. ^ i. • i 

1 Avoc. The knot is now undone by miracle. 

2 Avoc. Nothing can be more clear. 

3 Avoc. Or can more prove 

These innocent. ... . 

1 Avoc. Give them their liber^. - uiA 

Bon Heaven could not long let such gross cnmes be hi<L 

2 Avoc. If this be held the high -way to get nches, 

Mav I be poor! 

V 4 ,)oc This is not the gain, but torment. 

1 Avoc These possess wealth, as sick men possess fevers. 

Which tr^ier may be said to possess thorn. 

2 Avoc. Disrobe that partite. 

r’ftru Mos Most honour d fathers !— 

Can you plead aught to stay the course of justice? 

If you can, speak. 

Corv. Volt. We bog favour. 
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Cd. And mercy 

1 Awk. You hurt your innocence, suing for the guilty 

Stand forth; and lir.'t the parasite: You appear 

T'have been the chiefest minister, if not plotter, 

In all these lewd impostures; and now, lastly, 

Have with your impudence abused the court, 

And habit of a gentleman of Venice, 

Being a fellow of no birth or blood: 

For wliich onr sentence is, first, thou be whipt; 

Then live perpetual [jrisooer in our gallics. 

Volp. I thank you for him. 

Mos. Bane to thv wolvish nature! 

% 

1 Avoc. Deliver him to the salli. [JUoeca is carritd out ) — 
Thou, Volpone, 

By blood and rank a gentleman, canst not fall 
Under like censure; but our judgment on thee 
Is. that thy substance all be straight confiscate 
To the hospital of the Incurabili: 

And, since the most was gotten by imposture. 

By feigning lame, gout, palsy, and such diseases, 

Thou art to He in prison, cramp’d with irons, 

Till thou be’st sick and lame indeed.— Remove him. 

[He is taken from the Har 
Volp. This is call'd mortifying of a Fox. 

1 Atoc. Thou, Voltore, to take away the sc.indal 
Tlion hast given all worthy men of tliy profes.Nion, 

Art banish’d from their fellowship, and our state. 

Ckirbaccio!— bring him near — Wo hero possess 
Thy son of all lliy state, and confine thee 
To the monastery of San Spirito; 

Where, since thou knewest not bow to live well hero, 

Thou shalt be Icnrn’d to die well. 

Curb. Ah! what said he? 

Com. You shall know anon. sir. 

I Avoc. Thou, Corvino, shall 
Be straight embark’d from thine own house, and row’d 
Round about Venice, through tho grand canale, 

Wearing a cap, with f.air long ass’s ears. 

Instead of horns: and so to mount, a paper 
Pinn’d on thy breast, to the Berlino — 

Corv. Yes, 

And have mine eyes beat out with stinking fish, 

Bruised fruit, and rotten eggs— ’Tis well. I am glad 
I shall not see my shame yet. 

1 .4t>oc. And to expiate 

Thy wrongs done to thy wife, thou art to send her 
Home to her father, with her dowry trebled: 

And these are all your judgments. 

AU. Honour’d fathers.- 
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1 Avoc. Which may not be revoked. Now you begin. 

When crimes are done, and past, and to bo punish d. 

To think what your crimes are: away with them. 

Let all that see these vices thus rewarded, 

Take heart and love to study ’em 1 Mischiefs feed 

Like beaeta, till they be fat, and then they bleed- [Hxeunt. 

VoLPONE corner forward. 

The eeasoning of a 'play, U the applause. 

Now, though the Fox be punish'd by the laws, 

He yet doth hope, there is no suffering due. 

For any fact which he hath done 'gainst you,’ 

Jf there he, censure him; here he doubtful stands: 

If not, fare jovially, and dap your hands. ILut. 


EPICCENE ; OR, THE SILENT 

WOMAN 


TO TUB TRULY NOBLB BY ALL TITLES 
SIR FRANCIS STUART 

Sir, — M y hope Is not so nourished by example, as it will conclude, this 
dumb piece should please you. because it bath pleased others hefore; but 
by trust, that when you have read it, you wll find it worthy to have 
displeased none. This makes that I now number you, not only In the 
names of favour, but the names of justice to what 1 write^ and do presently 
call you to the exercise of that noblest, and manliest virtue; as covetinj? 
rather to be freed in my fame, by the authority of a judge, than the credit 
of an undertaker. Read, therefore, I pray you. and censure. Tliere is 
not a line, or syllable in It, changed from the simplicity of the first copy 
And, when you shall consider, through the certain hatred of some, how 
much a man’s Innocency may be endangered by an uncertain accusation; 
you will, I doubt not, so begin to hate the iniquity of such natures, as I 
shall love the contumely done me, whose end was so honourable as to be 
wiped od by your sentence. Your unprofitable, but true Lover, 

Ben Jonson. 


DRAMATIS 

Morose, a Genilnnan that loves no ' 
noise. 

Sir Dauphins Eugenie, a Knighi, 
his Nephew. 

Ned Cleriuont, a GenlUman, his 
Friend. 

Truewit, another Friend. 

Sir John Daw, a Knight. 

Sir Aworous La-Foolb, a Knight 
also. 

Thomas Otter, a Land and Sea 
Captain. 

Cutbbard, a Barber. 

Mute, one u} .Morose’s iervAnfs. 

Parson. 

SCENE.- 


PERSONiE 
Page to Clerimont. 

Epic<enb. supposed the Silent 
Woman. 

Lady Haughty, 

Lady Crntaure, Ladies CoUe- 
Mistress Dol. giates. 

Mavis, } 

Mistress Otter, the \ 

Captain's ll'iA-, j 

Mistress Trusty. V pretenders. 
Lady Haughty’s 1 
Woman, ) 

Pages, Servants, etc. 

-London 
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PROLOGUE. 

TrxUh 8aij!9, of old fh^ art of mnhing play^ 
fToj to conUni tlif jtcople; and thmr praise 
Was to the poet money, wine, and bays. 

Bui ni this age, a sert of writers are. 

That, only, for particular likings care. 

And will taste nothing thai is popular. 

With such we mingle neither brains nor breasts; 

Our wishes, like to those make public feasts. 

Are not to please the cook's taste but the guests'. 

Tet, if those cunning palates hither come. 

They shall find guests' entreaty, and good room; 

And though all relish not, sure there will be some. 

That, when they leave their seats, shall make them siy. 
Who urrote that piece, could so have wrote a play. 

But that he knew this was the better way. 

For, to present all ctistard, or all tart. 

And have no other meals to bear a part. 

Or to want bread, and salt, were but coarse art. 

The poet prays you then, with better thought 
To sit; and, w^n his cates are all in brought. 

Though there be none far fet, there will dear-bought. 

Be fit for ladies: some for lords, knights, 'squires ; 
Some for your waiting -xcench, and cily-xoires; 

Sonu for your men, and daxtgkiers of Whitefriars. 

b>or is it, only, while xjou keep your seat 
Here, thcA his feast unit last; but tjou shall eat 
A week at ordnaries, on his broken meat: 

If his muse be true. 

Who commends her to you. 


ANOTIIEPv, 

The ends of all. who for ike scene do write. 

Are, or shoxdd he, to profit and delinht. 

And stiU't hath been the praise of all best times. 
So persons were not touch'd, to tax the erir^. 
Then, in this play, which we present to-night, 
Arid make the objea of your ear and sight. 

On forfeit of yourselves, think nothing true: 
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L^M so you make l/ie maker to judge you. 

For he knows, -pnet never credit gain'd 
By writing truths, bvl things, like truths, well feign'd. 
If any yet will, un'/A particular sleighi 
Of application, wrest u-hnt he doth xrriie: 

And that he tneanf, or him, or her. will say: 

They make a libel, which he made a play. 


ACT I 

SCENE I . — A Room in Cl*ri?^on't’s House. 

Enter C( KfUMONT, making himself ready, followed by his Page. 

Cler. ilave you got tbo soQg yet perfect, I gave you, boy ? 

Page. Yes, sir. 

CIcr. Let me hear it. 

Page. You shall, sir; but i’faith let nobody else. 

Ckr. Why, I pray? 

Page. It will get you the danserous nnme of a poet in town, sir; 
besides me a perfect tleal of ill-will at the mansion you wot of, 
whose lady is the argument of it; where now I am the welcomeet 
thing under a man that comes there. 

Cler. I think; and above a man Uio, if the truth wore rack’d out 
of you. 

Page. No, faith. I’ll confess before, sir. The gentlewomen play 
with me, and throw me on the bed, and carry mo in to my lady: 
and she kisses luo with her oil’d face, and puts a peruke on ray 
head; and asks me an I will wear her gown? and I say no: and 
then she hits me a blow o' the car, and calls me Innocent! and lots 
me go. 

Ckr. No marvel if the door be kept shut against your master, 

when the entrance is so easy to you well, sir, you shall go there 

no more, lest I be fain to seek your voice in my lady’s rushes a 
fortnight hence. Sing, sir. ' [Page sings. 

Still to be neat, still to be drest — 

Enter TRUB^v^'. 

True. Why, here’s the man that can melt away his time and 
never fei'ls it! What between his mistress abroad and his ingle 
at home, high fare, soft lodging, 6ne clothes, and his fiddle; he 
thinks the hours have no wings, or the day no post-horse Well 
sir gallant, were yon struck \vith the plague thU minute, 'or con! 
demnd to any capital punishment to-morrow, you would berin 
then to think, and value every article of your time, esteem it at th« 
true rate, and give all for it. 

Cler. Why what should a man do? 

True, Why. nothing; or that which, when ’tis done, w as idle. 
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BearkoQ after the next horse-race, or bunting-match, lay wagere, 
praise Puppy, or Peppercorn, White-foot, Franklin; swear upon 
VVhitemane’s party; apeak aloud, that my lords may hear you; 
visit my ladies at night, and be able to give them the character of 
every bowler or better on the green. These be the things wherein 
your fashionable men exercise themselves, and I for company. 

Cler. Nay, if I have thy authority. I’ll not leave yet. Come, the 
other are considerations, when we come to have gray heads and 
weak hams, moist eyes and shrunk members. We’ll think on ’em 
then; and we’ll pray and fast. 

True. Ay, and destine only that time of age to goodness, which 
our want of ability will not let us employ in e^ ! 

Cler. Why, then ’tis time enough. 

True. Yes; as if a man should sleep all the term, and think to 
effect his btisineas the last day. 0, Clerimont, this time, because it 
is an incorporeal thing, and not subject to sense, we mock ourselves 
the fineliest out of it, with vanity and misery indeed! not seeking 
an end of wretchedness, but only changing the matter still. 

Cler. Nay, thou’lt not leave now — 

True. See but our common disease 1 with what justice can we 
complain, that great men will not look upon us, nor be at leisure 
to give our affairs such dispatch as we expect, when we will never 
do it to ourselves? nor hear, nor regard ourselves? 

Cler. Fob! thou hast read Plutarch’s morals, now, or some siicii 
tedious fellow; and it shews so vilely with thee! ’fore God, ’twill spoil 
tbv wit utterly. Talk to me of pins, and feathers, and ladiM, and 
rushes, and such things: and leave this Stoicity alone, till thou 


mak'st sermons. i „„ liffU 

True Well, sir; if it will not take. I have learn d to lose ns little 

of my kindness as I can; I’U do good to no man against his will, 

certainly. When were you at the college ? 

Cler. What college? 

True. As if you knew not ! 

Cler. No, faith. I came but from court yesterday. 

True Why, is it not arrived there yet, the news ? A new fonnda- 
tion, sir, here in the town, of ladies, that call themselves the cob 
IcKiates, an order between courtiers and country-madams, that l^ve 
SmTheir husbaad,; and give entertaiainent W ell the and 

braveries of the time, as they call them: cry down, or up, whs 
thev like or dislike in a brain or a fashion, with most 
or rVher hennaphroditical authority; and every day gain to their 

college some new probationer. 

Cler Who is the president? , , , tt 

True The grave and youthful matron, the lady Haughty. 

ClT' A^ofo/ her autumnal face, her pieced h« 

«« bft afhnitted till she be ready, now-a-days, till she das 

uaintS and per'mlS, and waeh’d. and^conr’d, but the boy, here, 

ht “e Sipes her oil’d lips upon like a sponge. I 

a iong (I pray thee hear it) on the subject. l^agc y 
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Still to be neat, still to be dreet. 

As you were goin^ to a feast; 

Still to be powder’d, still perfum’d; 

Lady, it is to be presumed, 

Though art’s hid causes are not found, 

All IS not sweet, all is not sound. 

Give me a look, give me a face. 

That makes simplicity a grace; 

Robes loosely llowing, hair as free: 

Such sweet neglect more takoth me, 

Than all the adulteries of art; 

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart. 

Trut. And I am clearly on the other side: I love a good dressing 
before any beauty o’ the world. 0, a woman is then like a delicate 
garden: nor is there one kind of it; she may vary every hour; 
take often counsel of her glass, and choose the best. If she have 
good ears, shew them; good hair, lay it out; good legs, wear short 
clothes; a good hand, discover it often: practise any art to mend 
breath, cleanse teeth, repair eye-brows; paint, and profess it 

Cler. Howl publicly? 

True. Tlie doing of it not the manner: that must be private. 
Many things that seem foul in the doing, do please done. A lady 
should, indeed, study her face, when we think she sleeps; nor, 
when the doors are shut, should men be enquiring; all is sacred 
within, then. Is it for us to see their perukes put on, their false 
teeth, their complc.tion, their eye-brows, their nails? You see 
gilders will not work, but inclos^. They must not discover how 
little serves, with the help of art, to adorn a groat deal. How long 
did the canvas h.ang afore Aldgate? Were the people suffered to 
see the city’s Love and Charity, while they were rude stone, before 
they were painted end burnish'd? No; no more should servants 
approach their mistresses, but when they are complete and hnish’d. 

CUr. Well said, my Truewit. 

True. And a wise lady will keep a guard always upon the place, 
that she may do things securely. I once followed a rode fellow 
into a chamber, where the poor madam, for haste, and troubled, 
snatch’d at her peruke to oover her baldness; end put it on the 
wrong way. 

Cler. 0 prodigy 1 

Trut. And the unconscionable knave held her in compliment an 
hour with that reverst face, when I still look’d when she should 
talk from the t'other side. 

Cler. Wiy, thou shouldat have relieved her. 

True. No, faith, I let her alone, as we’ll let this argument, if you 
please, and pass to another. Wlien saw you Dauphine Eugenie? 

Cler. Not these three days. Shall wo go to him this morning ’ 
he is very melancholy, I hear. ® ' 
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Trxu. Sick of the UDcle, is he ? I met that stiff piece of formality, 
hU undo, yesterday, with a huge turban of night-cape on his head, 
buckled over his ears. 

Cler. 0, that’s his custom when he walks abroad. He can endure 
no noise, man. 

True, So I have heard. But is the disease so ridiculous in him 
as it is made? They say he has been upon divers treaties with the 
fish*wives and oranpe-women; and articles propounded between 
them; marry, the chimney-sweepers will not be drawn in. 

Cler. No, nor the broom-men: they stand out stiffly. He cannot 
endure a costard-monger, he swoons if he hear one. 

True. Methinks a smith should be ominous. 

Cler. Or any hammer-man. A brasier is not suffer’d to dwell in 
the parish, nor an armourer. He would have hang’d a pewterer's 
prentice once upon a Shrove-tuesday’s riot, for being of that trade, 
when the rest were quit. 

True. A trumpet should fright him terribly, or the hautboys. 

Cler. Out of his senses. The waights of the city have a pension 
of him not to come near that ward. This youth practised on him 
one night like the bell-man; and never left till he had brought him 
down to the door with a long sword; and there left him flourishing 
with the air. 

Page. Why, sir, he bath chosen a street to lie in so narrow at 
both ends, that it will receive no coaches, nor carts, nor any of 
these common noises: and therefore wo that love him, devise to 
bring him in such as we may, now and then, for his exercise to 
breathe him. He would grow resty else in his ease: his virtue 
would rust without action. I entreated a bearward, one ^ 
come down with the dogs of some four parishes that way, and I 
thank him he did; and cried his games under master Morose's 
window; till be was sent crjing away, with his head made a most 
bleeding spectacle to the multitude. And. another time, a fencer 
marching to his prize, had his drum most tragically run through, for 
taking that street in his way at my request 

True. A good wag! How does he for the bells? 

Cler. 0, in the Queen’s time, he was wont to go out of to^ 
every Saturday at ten o’clock, or on holy day eves. But now. py 
raason of the sickness, the perpetuity of nnging has made him 
devise a room, with double walls and treble ceilings; the windows 
close shut and caulk'd: and there be lives by candle-light He 
turn’d away a man. last week, for having a pair of new shoes that 
rreak’d. And this fellow waits on him now in tennis-court socks, 
or slippers soled with wool: and they talk each to other in a trunk. 

See, who comes here! 

Enter Sir DAUPin^JB Euobxih. 

rvMiTi How now! what ail you. sirs ? dumb? , , 

S^ck into stone, almost. I am here, mth talcs o thine 

nncle. There was never such a prodigy heard oL 
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Daup. I would you would once lose this subject, my masters, for 
my sake. They are such a« you are, that have brought me into 
that predicament 1 am with him. 

Trve. How U that? 


Daup. Marry, that he will disinherit me; no more. He thinks, 
I and my comjfany are authors of all tiie ridiculous Acta and 
Monuments are told of him. 

True. ’Slid, I would be the author of more to vex him; that 
purpose deserves it: it gives thee law of plaguing him. I’ll tell 
thw what I would do. I would make a false almanack, get it 
printed; and then have him drawn out on a coronation day to the 
Tower-wharf, and kill him with the noise of the ordnance. Dis- 
inherit thee! he cannot, man. Art not thou next of blood, and 
his sister’s son 7 

Daup. Ay, but he will thrust me out of it, he vows, and marry. 

True. Howl that’s a more portent. Can he endure no noise, 
and uill venture on a wife? 

Cler. Yes: why tliou art a stranger, it seems, to his beat trick, 
yet. He lias employed a fellow this half year all over England to 
hearken him out a dumb woman; be she of any form, or any 

quality, so she be able to bear children: her silence is dowrv enouch 
he says. •’ ® ’ 

Tru£. But I trust to God he has found none. 

Cter. No; but he has heard of one that’s lodged In the ne.Tt street 
to him, who is e.xceodingly soft-spoken; thrifty of her speech ; that 
spends but six words a day. And her he’s about now. and shall 
have her. 

True. Is’t possiblel who is his agent in the business? 

Marry, a barber, one Cutbeard; an honest fellow, one that 
tells Dauphme all here. 

True. Why you oppress me with wonder: a woman, and a barber 

and love no noise! 


I fellow trims him silently, and has not the 

knwk with his sheers or Im fingers: and that continence in a barber 
he thinks 80 eminent a virtue, as it has made him chief of his counsel. 
j^e. is the barber to be seen, or the wench ? 

CUr. Yos, that they are. 

I prithee, Dauphine, let’s go thither. 

^up. I have some business now: I cannot, i’faith. 

XU shall make you neglect this, sir: 

ITiIl ^ we^can give out 

mtemipt the treaty; we wiU it. 

to torment's^ ™ suspects thee without cause. 


ril give no suffrage to’t HeahaU 

-fe;. “y ^ I’U he innocent. ^ 

arr^rt^ .y?®' beg; do, innocent: when some 

groom of his has got him an heir, or this barber, if he himself cannot^ 
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7nnoc«ni/— I prithee, Ned, where lies she? let him be innocent 

CUr. Why. right over against the barber’s; in the house where 
eir John Daw lies. 

True. You do not mean to confound mel 

Cler. Why? 

Trut, Docs he that would marry her know so much! 

CUr. I cannot tell. 

True. ’Twere enough of imputation to her with him. 

CUr. Why? 

True. The only talking air in the town! Jack Daw! and he 
teach her not to speak !— God be wi’ you. I have some business too. 

CUr. Will you not go thither, then ? 

True. Not with the danger to meet Daw, for mine ears. 

Cter. Why, I thought you two had been upon very good terms. 

True. Yes, of keeping distance. 

CUr. They say. he is a very good scholar. 

True. Ay, and he eays it first. A pox on him. a felJow that 
pretends only to learning, buys titles, and nothing else of books 


in him ! , i j 

CUr. The world reports him to be very learned. 

True. I am sorry the world should so conspire to belie hun. 
CUr. Good faith, I have heard very good things come from him. 
True You may; there’s none so desperately ignorant to deny 

that: would they were his own! ^od be wi’ you, genUeroe^ 


Clef. This is very abruptl „ 

Dauv Come, you are a strange open man, to tell every thing thus. 
CUr Why, believe it, Dauphine. Truewit’s a very honest fellow. 
Daup I no other: but this frank nature of his is not for 


Nay, then, you are mistaken, Dauphine: I know where he 
has bwn well trusted, and discharged the trust very truly, and 

^"z)aup. I contend not, Ned; but with the fewer a busing ifl 
carried, it is ever the safer. Now we are alone, if you 11 go thither, 

I am for you. 

CUr. \VTien were you there? 

Dauo Last night: and such a Decameron of sport fallen outi 
Bocc^ never thought of the like. Daw doee nothing but court 
her • and the wrong way. He would Ue with her, and praises her 
modesty; deeires that she would talk and be free, and commen^ 
her sUence in verses: which he reads, and swears are the beet that 
ever man made. Then rails at bis fortunM, stemps. and mutines, 
why be is not made a counsellor, and call d to affairs of state. 

CUr. I prithee let’s go. I would fam partake 

^iaup. We are invited to dinner together, he and I, by one that 
came thither to him, sir La-Foole. 
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Ckr. 0, that’s a precious mannikin! 

Baup. Do you know hlmt 

Cler. Ay, and he will know you too, if e’er he saw you but once, 
though you should meet him at church in the midst of prayers. He 
is one of the braveries, though he be none of the wits. He will 
salute a judge upon the bench, and a bishop in the pulpit, a lawyer 
when he is pleading at the bar, and a lady when she is dancing in a 
masque, and put her out. He does give plays, and suppers, and 
invites his guests to them, aloud, out of his window, as they ride 
by in coaches. He has a lodging in the Strand for the purpose: 
or to watch when ladies are gone to the china-houses, or the Ex- 
ohange, that he may meet them by chance, and give them presents, 
some two or three hundred pounw worth of toys, to be laugh’d at 
He is never without a spare banquet or sweet-meats in his chamber, 
for their women to alight at and come up to for a bait 

Daup. Excellent I he was a fine youth last night; but now be is 
much finer! what is his Christian name } I have forgot 

Be-enUr Page. 

Cler. Sir Amorous La-Poole. 

Poffe, The gentleman is here below that owns that name. 

Cler. ’Heart he’s come to invite me to dinner, I bold my life. 

Daup. Like enough: prithee, let’s have him up. 

Cler. Boy, marshal him. 

Pa^e. With a truncheon, sirt 

Cler. Away, I beseech you. (Bxit Po^e.)— I’ll make him tell us 
his pedigree now; and what meat he has to dinner; and who are 
his guests; and the whole course of his fortunes; with a breath. 

Enter Sir Auobous La-Foolb. 

Co-P. ’Save, dear sir Dauphinel honoured master Clerimont! 

Cler. Sir Amorous 1 you have very much honested my lodging 
with your presence. 

La-P. Good faith, it is a fine lodging: almost as delicate a lodging 
as mine. 

Cler. Not so, sir. 

La-F. Excuse me, sir, if it were in the Strand, I assure you. 1 
am come, master Clerimont to entreat you to wait upon two or 
three ladiee, to dinner, to-day. 

Cler. How, air! wait upon them? did you ever see me carry 
dishes T '' 

dispunse with me; I meant to bear them company. 

Cl^. 0, that I will, sir; the doubtfulness of your phrase, believe 
It, sir, would breed you a quarrel once an hour, with the terrible 
boys, if you should but keep them fellowship a day. 

^.P. It should be extremely against my will, sir, if I contested 
with any man. 

Cler. I believe it sir; Where old you your feast? 

La-F. At Tom Otter’s, air. 
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Daup. Tom Otter! wbat’a he? 

La-F. Captain Otter, sir; he is a kind of gamester, but he has 
had command both by sea and by land. 

Daup. 0, then he is animal amphibium t 

La-F. Ay, sir: his wife was the rich china-woman, that the 
courtiers visited so often; that gave the rare entertainment She 
commands all at home. 

CUr. Then she is captain Otter. 

La‘F. You say very well, sir; she is my kinswoman, a La-Foole 
by the mother-side, and will invite any great ladies for my sake. 

Daup. Not of the La-Fooles of Essex ? 

La-F. No, sir, the La-Fooles of London. 

Cler. Now, he’s in. , , . 

Lo^F. They all come out of our house, the La*Fooles of the north, 
the La-Fooles of the west, the La-Fooles of the east and south— we 
are as ancient a family as any is in Euro[)e — but I myself am 
descended lineally of the French La-Fooles— and, we do bear for 
our coat yellow, or or, checker’d azure, and gules, and some three 
or four colours more, which is a very noted coat, and has, some- 
times, been solemnly worn by divers nobiUty of our house— but 
»et that go, antiquity is not respected now.— I had a brace of fat 
does sent me, gentlemen, and half a dozen of pheasants, a dozen 
or two of godwits, and some other fowl, winch I would have eaten, 
while they are good, and in good company:— there 
ladv or two, my lady Hauglity. my lady Centeure, nnstre^ Do) 
Mavis— and they come o’ purpose to see the silent 
mistress Epiemne, that honesty John Daw has proims^ K 
thither— an^d then, mistress Trusty, my lady s woman, will be 
there too, and this honourable knight, sir Daupbne. yourself, 
master Clerimont— and wo’ll be very merry, and have ^ 

da^ce— I have been a mad wag in my time, and have 
rrowns since I was a page in court, to my lord Wty, and after, 
my lady’s gentleman-usher, who got me knighted m 
?^nSd ray elder brother to die.-I bad as fair a gold jerkin 
on t^t day ^as any worn in the island voyage, or at Cadiz, none 
S?«or.Usd aS I came over in it hither, shelv’d myself to my 
Si in wurt and after went down to my tenants m the country. 

lands, let new leases, took their money, spent it 
Tn the e^eTtha land here, upon ladies:-and now I can take up 

at mv pleasure. 

Dtiun Can you take up ladies, sir . 

Cui\ let him breathe, be has not r^over d. 

n Would I were vour half in that commodity I 

No sS exc^me: I meant money, which can take up 
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ClcT. Did you ever bear such a wind-sucker, as this? 

Daup. Or such a rook as the other, that will betray his mistress 
to be seen ! Come, ’tis time we prevented it. 

CUr. Go. [Exeunt. 


ACT II 

SCENE I. — A Room in Morose’s Roust. 

Enter Morose, with a tube in kis hand, followed by Mute. 

Mot. Cannot I, yet, find out a more compendious method, than 
by this trunk, to save my servants the labour of speech, and mine 
ears the discords of sounds? Let me see: all discourses but my 
own afflict me; they seem harsh, impertinent, and irksome. Is it 
not possible, that thou shouldst answer me by signs, and I appre- 
bend thee, fellow? Speak not, though I question you. You have 
taken the ring off from the street door, as I bade you ? answer me 
not by speech, but by silence; unless it be otherwise [MuU makes 
a I —very good. And you have fastened on a thick quilt or 
flock-bed, on the ou^de of the door; that if they knock with their 

daggers, or with brick-bats, they can make no noise? But with 

unless it be otherwise, [makes a ieo.l— Verv 
go^. Thu is not only fit modesty in a servant, but good state 
and discretion m a master. And you have been with Cutbeard 
the barber, to have bm come to me? [makes a fa?.]— Good. And 
he will come pre^ntly? Answer me not but with your log, unless 
it be otherwis^ if it bo otherwise, shake your head, or shrug [makes 

Spaniard are wise in these: fnd it iH 
^gal and comely mv.ty. How long wiU it be ere Cutbeard come ? 
btay, if M hour, hold up your whole hand, if half an hour two 
^ finger bent.) Good* half a 

° “ the lock oil’d, and the 

hinges, to-day? [makes a l«p.]— good. And the quilting of the 
eteuB no wh^e worn out and bare? [makes a /<^.>ive^|ood 
5. ’ by mwh doctrine, and impulsion, it may be effect- stand 

aU the potentates of the wrth; stUl waited on by mutes: and all 

^ comnmnds so executed; yea, even in the war, m I have heard 

^ bis charges and directions given by 

art I and I am heartUv Sham^^ 

^barfaSn Christendom should sS 

a barbarian to transcend them in so high a noint of felioitv t ^ 

<i*.-n.Kow 
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Rt-enter Motb. 

MuU, It ia a post irom the courts— 

if Of. Out, rogue 1 and must thou blow thy horn tooT 

MuU. Alas, it is a post from the court, air, that says, he muel 

speak with you, pain of death — 

Mot. Pain of thy life, be silent! 

i?ni€r Tbuewtt with a post-horn, and a halter in his hand. 

Trut. By yoiir leaw, eir;-I am a stranger ‘‘“'■-’e 
master Morose? is your name master Morose? 
goreans aU ! This is strange, \yhat say you. sir ? “>th‘n? • ^ 
Harnocrates been here with his club, among you ? Well, air, 1 wiU 
Syo^to be the man at this toe. I will ventoe upon you, 

sir Your friends at court commend them to you, sir 

3/or. Omen! 0 manners! was there ever auch an impudence T 

True. And are extremely solicitous for you, sir. 

Mot. Whose knave are you ? 

True Mine own knave, and your compeer, air. 

? 0 ?rirL:rto one han of my dagger, if you do 
Ly you are to marry : to marry ! do you mark, sir . 
near, wherein you stream; or. 

a beam in the said , j : you would sooner commit 

which they trtHed^ or take 

SO out of to wodd Ito a rs.. m a dy, ^ 

one said, with a straw m yom anw^^ ^ , 

chaste wife m these timra strange sighte to 

plays, Puritan ^ , If Ethel- 

be seen daily, pnvate an p p r „qu might, perhaps, have 
dred's toe, sir. nr Eduard the Conf^or,^^^ P F 

found one iu “ome cold c^ntty^hamW.^tb ^ 

rpti’S wlih one leg, or one eye. I’U tell you, sir. the monstrous 

S'h! ~e^ any 

‘htg'd ^r^ersL^S- hastrd"^ theh issue? What hare 
' t'; NotS"!rkLw, hut your itch of marriage. 
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Mor. Why, if I had made an assassinate upon your father, 
vitiated your mother, ravished your sisters — 

True. I would kill you, sir, I would kill you, if you had. 

Mor. Why, you do more in this, sir: it were a vengeance centuple, 
for all facinorouB acts that could be named, to do that you do. 

True. Alas, sir, I am but a messenger: I but tell you, what you 
must hear. It seems your friends are careful after your sours 
health, sir, and would have you know the danger: (but you may 
do your pleasure for all them, 1 persuade not, sir.) If, after you ore 
married, your wife do run away with a vaulter, or the Frenchman 
that walks upon ropes, or him that dances the jig, or a fencer 
for his skill at his weapon; why it is not their fault, they have 
discharged their consciences; when you know what may happen. 
Nay, sudor valiantly, sir, for I must tell you all the perils that you 
are obnoxious to. If she be fair, young and vegetous, no sweet- 
meats ever drew more flies; all the yellow doublets and great roses 
in the town will be there. If foul and crooked, she’ll be with them, 
and buy those doublets and roses, sir. If rich, and that you marry 
her dowry, not her, she’ll reign in your house as imperious as a 
widow. If noble, all her kindred will be your tyrants. If fruitful, 
as proud as May, and humorous as April ; she must have her doctors, 
her midwivee, her nurses, her longings every hour; though it be 
for the dearest morsel of man. If learned, there wa.s never such a 
parrot; all your patrimony will be too little for the guests that 
must be invited to hear her speak Latin and Greek; and you must 
lie with her in those languages too, if you will please her. if precise, 
you must feast all the silenced brethren, once in three days; salute 
the sisters; entertain the whole family, or wood of them; and hear 
long-winded exercises, singings and catechisings, which you are not 
given to, and yet must give for; to please the zealous matron your 
wife, who for the holy cause, will cozen you over and above. 
You begin to sweat, sir! but this is not half, i’faith: you may do 
your pleasure, notwithstanding, as I said before: I come not to 
persu^e you. [MxUe ts dealing atoay.}— Upon my faith, master 
serving-man, if you do stir, I wiU beat you. 

Afor, 0, what is my sin ! what is my sin ! 

True. Then, if you love your wife, or rather dote on her, sir; 0, 
how she’ll torture you, and take pleasure in your torments 1 you 
shall lie with her but when she lists; she will not hurt her beauty, 
her complexion; or it must be for that jewel, or that pearl, when 
she does: every half hour’s pleasure must be bought anew, and with 
the same pain and charge you woo’d her at first. Then you must 
kwp what servants she please; what company she will; that 
friend must not visit you without her license; and him she loves 
moat, she will seem to hate eagerlicst, to decline your jealousy; 
or, feign to be jealous of you first; and for that cause go live with 
her she-friend, or cousin at the college, that can instruct her in all 
the mysteries of writing letters, corrupting servants, taming spiee; 
where she must have that rich gown for such a great day; a new 
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one for the next; a richer for the third; be served in silver; have 
the chamber till'd with a succession of grooms, footmen, ushers, 
and other messengers; besides embroiderers, jewellers, tire-women, 
sempsters, featbermen, perfumers; whilst she feels not how the 
land drops away, nor the acres melt; nor foresees the change, 
when the mercer has your woods for her velvets; never weighs what 
her pride costa, sir; so she may kiss a page, or a smooth chin, that 
has the despair of a beard: be a stateswoman, know all the news, 
what was done at Salisbury, what at the Bath, what at court, what 
in progress; or, so she may censure poets, and authors, and styles, 
and compare them; Daniel with Spenser. Jonson with the t’other 
youth, and so forth: or be thought cunning in controversies, or 
the very knots of divinity ; and have often in her mouth the sUte of 
the question; and then skip to the mathematics, and demonstoa- 
tion: and answer in religion to one, in state to another, in bawdry 
to a third. 

Mor. 0, 01 , . . . . j. • 

True. All this is very true, sir. And then her going in disguise 

to that ooninrer. and this cunning woman: where the first question 

is how soon you shall die? next, if her present servant her? 

next, if she shall have a new servant? and how many? which of 

her family would make the best bawd, male or female? what 

precedence she shall have by her next match ? and down the 

answers, and beUeves them above the senptures. Nay, perhaps 

she’ll study the art. . , , , 

Mor. Gentle sir. have you done? have you had your pleasure of 

me’ ril think of these things. 

True. Yes, sir: and then comes reeking home of vapour and 
sweat with going a foot, and lic-^ in a month of a new face, all oil 
and birdlime^; and rises in asses' milk, and is clt^Mcd mth a new 
fucus- God be wi’ you, sir. One thing more, which I bad almost 
forgot This too. with whom you are to marry, may have made 

a conveyance of her virginity afore hand, as 
of their stetes. before they marry, m trust to some fnend. sir. Who 
can tell? Or if she have not done it yet, she may do, 
weddin'^-day, or the night before, and animate you 

ix SC' 

Iht horn wilhoul.) 0. shut the door, ehut the doorl 
is he come again? 

Eriier Cutbeabd. 

St atb J^C^tbeerd. Cutbeurd! here ha. been a cut- 

tbrlTr^ih" ip me in U. ory b^. and give me phy^^^^tb 

thy counsel. 
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SCENE Tl.—A Room in Sir Johu Daw’s Roust. 

Enter Daw, Clebimont, Dauthinb, and Epic(enb. 

Daw. Nay, an she will, let her refnse at her own charges; ’tis 
nothing to me, gentlemen: but she will not be invited to the like 
feasts or guests every day. 

CUr. 0, by no means, she may not pefnse— to stay at home, 
if you love your reputation: 'Slight, you are invited thither o’ 
purpose to be seen, and laughed at by the lady of college, and 
her shadows. This trumpeter hath proclaim’d yon. [Aside to Bpi. 

Daup. You shall not go; let him be laugh’d at in your etaad, for 
not bringing you: and put him to his extemporal (acuity of fooling 
and talking loud, to satisfy the company. [Aside to Epi. 

Cfer. He will suspect us; talk aloud.— 'Pray, mistress Epicoone, 
let’s see your verses; we have sir John Daw’s leave; do not conceal 
your servant’s merit, and your own glories. 

Epi. They’ll prove my servant’s glories, if you have his leave so 
soon. 


Daup. His vain-glories, lady I 

Daw. Shew them, shew them, mistress; I dare own them. 

Epi. Judge you, what glories. 

Daw. Nay, I’ll read them myself too: an author must recite his 
own works. It is a madrigal of Modesty. 

ModeM and fair., for fair and good are near 
Ntighboure, howe'er . — 

Daup. Very good. 

Cler. Ay, is’t nott 

Daw. No noble virtiu ever was alonSt 

But two in one. 

Daup. Excellent! 

Cler. That again, I pray, sir John. 

Doup. It has something in’t like rare wit and sense 
Cler. Peace. 


Daw. No noble virtue ever was alone, 

BiU two in one. 

Then, when / praise sweet modesty, I praise 
Bright beauty's rays: 

And having praised both beauty and modesty, 

I have praised thee. 

Daup. Admirable! 

Cler. No, I think ’tis Plutarch. 

Daio. 'ae dor on Plutarch and Seneca! I hate it: they are mine 

^ey are very grave authors. 

Daw. Grave oases! mere essayists: a few loose sentences, and 


Ben Jonson*s Plays 


504 

tbat’8 alL A man would talk so, his whole age: I do utter as 
things every hour, if they were collected and observed, as either 

of them. 

Dauv- Indeed, air John 1 

Cltr. He must needs; living among the wits and braveries too. 
Dauf. Ay, and being president of them, as he la. 

Daw. There’s Aristotle, a mere common-place fello^ .,'1 
discourser; Thucydides and Livy, tedious and d^; Tacitus, an 
entire knot; sometimes worth the untying, very seldom. 

Cler \^atdoyouthinkof the poets, sir John? 

Daw.loi worthy to be named for authors. Homer, an old 
tedious, prolix ass, talks of cumers, and chines of beef, Virgil of 
dunging of land, and bees; Horace, of I know not what. 

Dfltfl Vnd"ao Piodarus, Lycophroo, Anacreon, Catullus, Seneca 
the TrageSL ' Incan. Pro^erfi us. Tibullus. Martiah Juvenal 
Ausonius. Statius. Politian, Valerius Flaccus. and the restr- 

ri^ What a sack full of their names he has got l . 

And h^ he pours them outl PoUtian with Valenus 

^ Was not the character right of him T 

Da^ A^d'^Pei^i^ a crabbed coxcomb, not to be ^ 

D/iut) Whv whom do you account for authors, sir John Daw 
S's^Ug^ajSriB dvilis; Corpus juris civilis; Corpus jurrs 

'Xt’ A“l^4'of'’sTain’»‘bitir au author, 

CUr. Yes, and Syntagma. 

Daup. What was that Syntagma, sir T 
Daw. A civil lawyer, a Spamard. 

K^otW w the, were ver, cor- 

ud”heu there’s Vatablus. Pomponatius Symancha: the 

“cto. I wonder that he is not sailed to the helm, aud made a 
counsellor. j- 

&?;. tr " orXuaX'to say truth, the state wau« 

'“|ri’^ia‘a‘LlS;is"o:u he so sileut to the dotes o. such . 

’Tis her virtue, sir. I have written somewhat of her 

silence too. . t l • 

Daup. In verse, sir John? 

Cler. What else ? 
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Dawp. Why, how can you justify your own being of a poet, that 
to slight all the old poets ? 

Daw. Why, every man that writes in verse is not a poet; you 
have of the wits that write verses, and yet are no poets: they are 
poets that live by it, the poor fellows that live by it. 

Dawp. Why, would not you live by your verses, sir John ? 

Cler. No, ’twere pity be should. A knight live by his verses! 
he did not make them to that end, I hope. 

Daup. And yet the noble Sidney lives by his, and the noble 
family not uhamed. 

CUr. Ay, he profest himself; but sir John Daw has more caution: 
he’ll not hinder his own rising in the state so much. Do you think 
he will 7 Your verses, good sir John, and no poems. 

Daw. Silence m toomaix, is like speech tn man; 

Deny'i who can. 

Daup. Not I, believe it: your reason, sir. 

Daw. Nor is'l a tale. 

That female vice should be a virtue male. 

Or masculine vice a female virtue be: 

You shall it see 
Prov'd with increase; 

I know to speak, and she to hold her peace. 

Do you conceive me, gentlemen 7 

Daup. No, faith; bow mean you with increase, sir John? 

Daw. Why, with increase is, when I court her for the common 
cause of mankind, and she says nothing, but consentire videtur; 
and in time is gravida. 

Daup. Then this is a ballad of procreation 7 

Cler. A madrigal of procreation; yon mistake. 

Bpi. ’Pray give me my verses again, servant 

Daw. If you’ll ask them aloud, you shall. 

[Walks aside with the papers. 

Entef Tbuewit with his horn. 

Cler. See, here’s Truewit again!— Where hast thou been, in the 
name of madness, thus accoutred with thy horn 7 

True, Where the sound of it might have pierced your sense with 
gladness, had you been in ear-reach of it Dauphine, fall down 
and worship me; I have forbid the bans, lad; I have been with 
thy virtuous uncle, and have broke the match. 

Daup. You have not, I hope. 

True. Yes, faith; and thou shouldst hope otherwise, I should 
repent me: this horn got me entrance; kiss it I had no other 
way to get in, but by feigning to be a post; but when I got in once, 
I proved none, but rather the contra^, turn’d him into a post, or 
a stone, or what is stiffer, with thundering into him the incom- 
modibes of a wife, and the miseries of marriage. K ever Gorgon 
were sron in the shape of a woman, he hath seen her in my descrip- 
tion: I have put him off o’ that scent for ever.— Why do you not 
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applaud and adore me, sirs T why aUnd you mute ? are you stupid T 
Y'ou are not worthy of the beuuiit. 

Dottp. Did not 1 tell you 7 Mischief!— 

Cltr. 1 would you had placed this benefit somewhere else. 

True. Why 80 7 . . l i. 

Clcr. ’Slight, you have done the moat inconsiderate, rash, weak 

thing, that ever man did to his friend. , j * i 

Daup. Friend! if the most malicious enemy I have, had studied 

to indict an injury upon me, it could not be a greater. 

True. Wherein, for God’s sake? Gentlemen, come to yourselves 

Daup. But I presaged thus much afore to you. 

C/er Would my lips had been solder d when I spake ont. 

Slieht, what moved you to be thus impertinent? 

True. My masters, do not put on this strange f^e to pay my 
courtesy: off with this vizor. Have good turns done you. and 

^^^Dauv^'Fore heaven, you have undone me. That which I have 

nlotted^for and been maturing now these four montli^ you have 

h ^ a minuU: Now 1 am lost. I may speak. This gentle- 

^ !n iX^here by mo o’ purpose, and. to be put upon 

mv°imcle hath nrofest this obstioat^ silence for my sake; being my 

r/ti e anTone that tor the requital of such ortune ae to 

entire mena, conditions; where 

if Ln^arruttcrly miscarried by thU unlucky accident. 
°°Ser^T“L^’tL when a mL will be ignorantly officious do ser- 
• .nH ^t know his why; I wonder what courteous itch posset 
™ ' “Yl- neve" did ebs^r’dcr part iu your life, uor a poator 

best; •uas your cause priuci. 

^ cler. I know it; would it had not. 

Enter Cutbeard. 

wits, with threatening him from mamage— 

Daup. On, I prithee. ’twas done by your procure- 

SirM^,':berirhe‘t;;i tarry her to-day. instantly, and 

I knew it would 

Nay. aweet Tmewit, forgive nre. 
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Tmt, No, I was ignoraTidy officious, impertintrU; this was the 
absurd, weak pari. 

Cler. Wilt thou ascribe that to merit now, was mere fortune! 

True. Fortune! mere providence. Fortune had not a finger in’t. 
1 saw it must neces^tariij in nature fall ont so: my genios is never 
false to me in these things. Shew me how it could be otherwise. 

Davp. Nay, gentlemen, contend not; ’tis well now. 

True. Alas. I let him go on with inconsiderale, and rash, and 
what he pleased. 

Cler. Away, thou strange justifier of thyself, to be wiser than 
thou wert, by the event! 

True. Event! by this light, thou shalt never persuade me. but 
I foresaw it as well as the stars themselves. 

Daup. Nay, gentlemen, 'tis well now. Do you two entertain 
sir John Daw with discourse, while I send her away with instruotions. 

True. I’ll be acquainted with her first, by your favour. 

Cler. Master TrueAvit, lady, a friend of ours. 

True. I am sorry I have not known you sooner, lady, to celebrate 
this rare virtue of your silence. [Ezeuni Daup., Epi., and Culbeard. 

Cler. Faith, an you had come sooner, you should have seen and 
heard her well celebrated in sir John Daw’s madrigals. 

True, \advancesto Daw.] Jack Daw, God save you! when saw you 
La-Foole? 

Daw. Not since last night, master Truewit. 

True. That’s a miraclel 1 thought you two had been inseparable. 

Daw. He’s gone to invite his guests. 

True. 'Odso! 'tis true! What a false memory have 1 towards 
that man! I am one: I met him even now, upon that he calls his 
delicate fine black horse, rid into foam, with posting from place to 
place, and person to person, to give them the cue— 

Cler. Lest they should forget? 

True. Yes: There was never poor captain took more pains at a 
muster to shew men, than he, at this meal, to shew friends. 

Daw. It is his quarter-feast, sir. 

Cler. What! do you say so, sir John? 

True. Nay, Jack Daw will not be out, at the best friends he has. 
to the talent of his wit: Where’s his mistress, to bear and applaud 
him? is she gone? 

Daw. Is mistress Epiccene gone? 

Cler. Gone afore, witli sir Dauphine, 1 warrant, to the place. 

True. Gone afore! that were a manifest injury, a disgrace and a 
half; to refuse him at such a festival-time as this, being a bravery, 
and a wit too I 

Cler. Tut, he’ll swallow it like cream: he’s better read in Jure 
civili, than to esteem any thing a disgrace, is offer’d him from a 
mistress. 

Daw. Nay, let her e’en go; she shall sit alone, and be dumb in 
her chamber a week together, for John Daw, I warrant her. Does 
she refuse me ? 
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Cler No sir. do not take it so to heart; she does not refuse yon, 
but a iittle neglects you. Good faith, Truewit. you were to blame, 
to put it into his hea^ that she does refuse him. 

True Sir, she does refuse him palpably, however you mince it. 
An I were as he, I would swear to speak ne’er a word to her to-day 

for’t. 

Daw. By this light, no more I will not. 

True. Nor to any body else, sir. 

Daw. Nay, I will not say so, gentlemen. 

Chr. It had been an excellent happy condition for the compaiy. 
if you could have drawn him to it [Aside. 

Daw. I’ll be very melancholy, i’faith. 

Cler. As a dog, if I were as you, sir Johm 

True. Or a snail, or a hog-louse: I would roll myseU up for this 
day; in troth, they should not uninnd me. 

CTer ‘ ’^^3 done^^'JbSM already to be angry with his teeth. 

^a:: 11 ^OU ®m;irw“ e. if you be right melancholy, sir 

Yes sir we’ll dog you. we’ll follow you afar off. [Exit Daw 
Cler ' Was’ the’re ever such a two yards of knighthood measured 

80 fresh. A fellow so utterly nothing, as he knows not what h 

'’Let's follo'^ him: but hrst let's go to Dsuphioe, he's 
hovering shout the house to hear what news. 

True. Content. 


SCENE UI . — A Room in Mobosb’s Bouse. 

E«l,r M0S03B and U^is. followed by CtrmBsRn mik EpicmuB. 

in to esfsXenS^‘“« Sto oj 

i ^th‘to^?me’diicfp^neTme f,m%'fl'w-ill question 

provided, J not but with your leg. 

n"ie.iTlere'ml to 

l^'io^dlaX^snd aptitude to my affection, lyoee abonl ber and 
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views her .} — She is exceeding fair, and of a special good favour; a 
sweet composition or harmony of limbs; her temper of beauty has 
the true height of my bloocL The knave hath exceedingly well 
fitted me without: I will now try her within. — Come near, fair 
gentlewoman; let not my behaviour seem rude, though unto you, 
being rare, it may haply appear strange. [Bpicant curUita.] Nay, 
lady, you may speak, though Cutbeard and my man might not; 
for of all sounds, only the sweet voice of a fair lady has the just 
length of mine ears. I beseech you, say, lady; out of the first fire 
of meeting eyes, they say, love is stricken: do you feel any such 
motion suddenly shot into you, from any part you see in mo? ha, 
lady? {Epi. curtsies.] — Alas, lady, these answers by silent curtsies 
from you are too courtless and simple. I have ever had my breeding 
in court; and she that shall be my wife, must be accomplished 
with courtly and audacious ornaments. Can you speak, lady? 

Epi. [softly.] Judge you, forsottlh. 

Mor. What say you, lady T Speak out, I beseech you. 

Epi. Judge you, forsooth. 

Mor. On my judgment, adivinesoftnessl But can you naturally, 
lady, as I enjoin these by doctrine and industry, refer yourself to 
the search of my judgment, and, not taking pleasure in your tongue, 
which is a woman’s chiefest pleasure, think it plausible to answer 
me by silent gestures, so long as my speeches jump right with what 
you conceive? [Epi. curtsies.] — Excellent! divine! if it were 
possible ahe should bold out thus ! — Peace, Cutbeard, thou art made 
for ever, as thou hast made me, if this felicity have lasting: but I 
will try her further. Dear lady, 1 am courtly, I tell you, and I 
must have mine ears banqueted with pleasant and witty con- 
ferences, pretty girls, scoffs, and dalliance in her that I mean to 
choose for my bed-pfaere. The ladies in court think it a most 
desperate impair to their quickness of wit, and good carriage, if 
they cannot give occasion for a man to court ’em; and when an 
amorous discourse is set on foot, minister as good matter to con- 
tinue it, as himself: And do you alone so much differ from all them, 
that what they, with so much circumstance, affect and toil for, to 
seem learn’d, to seem judicious, to seem sharp and conceited, you 
can bury in yourself with silence, and rather trust your graces to 
the fair conscience of virtue, than to the world's or your own 
proclamation ? 

Epi. [softly.] I should be sorry else. 

Mor. What say you, lady ? good lady, speak out. 

Epi. I should be sorry else. 

Ifor. That sorrow doth fill me with gladness. 0 Morose, thou 
art happy above mankind! pray that thou may eat contain thyself. 
I will only put her to it once more, and it shall be with the utmost 
touch and test of their sex. But hear me, fair lady; I do also 
love to eee her whom I shall choose for my heifer, to be the first 
and principal in all fashions, precede all the dames at court by a 
fortnight, have council of tailors, Unenera, lace- women, embroidereis: 
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and sit with them aometimes twice a day upon French intelligencea. 
and then come forth varied like nature, or oftener than she, and 
better by the help of art, her emulous servant. This do I affect: 
and how will you be able, lady, with this frugality of speech, to 
give the manifold but necessary instnictions, for that bodice, these 
sleeves, those skirts, this cut, that stitch, this embroidery, that 
lace, this wire, those knots, that ruff, those roses, this girdle, that 
fan, the t’other scarf, these gloves ? Ha! what say you, lady ? 

B-pi. I’ll leave it to you, sir. 

Mor. How. lady ? pray you rise a note. 

Epi. 1 leave it to wisdom and you, sir. 

Mot. Admirable creature! I will trouble you no more: 1 ^1 
not sin against so sweet a simplicity. Let me now bo bold to pnnt 
on those divine lips the seal of being mine.— Cutbwrd, 1 give 
the lease of thy house free; thank me not but with thy leg. [Cw- 
beard shaken Am head.]— I know what thou wouldst say, she s poor, 
and her friends deceased. She has brought a weal^y dowry m her 
silence. Cutbeard; and in respect of her poverty, Cutbcard, I shall 
have her more loving and obedient, Cutbeard. Go thy ways, and 
get mo a minister presently, with a soft low voice, to marry us, 
Ind pray him he will not be impertinent, but bnef as he can; away: 
softly. Cutbeard. [Exit Ca/.]-Sirrah, conduct your i^tr^ into 
the dininc-room, your now mistress. [Ezd Mute,followedby Ef\.\ 

O mv felicity' bow sliall I be revenged on mine insolent kinsman, 
and his plots to fright me from marrying! This night I will get 
an heir, and thrust him out of my blood like a stranger. He would 
be knighted, forsooth, and thought bv that means to reign ^ 
his title must do it: No, kinsman. I wdl now make you ^^ing m 
the tenth lord’s and the sixteenth lad 3 r ^8 letter, kinsman; and it 
hall do you no go^. kinsman. Your knighthood itself sha come 
fn its kne« and it ;hall be rejected; it shall be sued for its ees 
to execution, and not be redeem'd; it shall chwt at the twelve^ 
penny ordinary, it knighthood, for its diet, all the term-time, and 
tel? tales for it in the vacation to the hostess; or it 

do worse take sanctuary in Cole-harbour, and fast. 

all it friends with borrowinc letters; and when one of 
K tilth hmu^?ht it knighthood ton elnllings, it knichthood shall go to 
oS or the Be.r .t tho Bridge-foot, and be 
it Rhall not have money to discharge one tavem-iwkomng. 

-Mb? old creditors to forbear it knighthood, or the new. that 

££F^''re'^°iteeVby-~ 
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but the best and last fortune to it knighthood shall be to make Dol 
Tear-sheet, or Kate Common a lady, and so it knighthood may eat. 

{Exit. 


SCENE IV. — A Lane, near Mobose’s House, 

Enter Tbuewit, DAin'raNB, and Clebqioiit. 

True. Are you sure he is not gone by? 

Daup. No, I staid in the shop ever since. 

Cler. But he may take the other end of the lane. 

Daup. No, I told him I would be here at this end: I appointed 
him hither. 

True, What a barbarian it is to stay then I 

Dawp. Yonder he comes. 

Cler. And bis charge left behind him, which is a very good sign. 
Daupbine. 

Enter Cutbeard. 

Daup. How DOW, Cutbeard! succeeds it, or no? 

Cut. Past imagination, sir, omnia secunda; you could not have 
pray’d to have had it so well. Saliat senex, as it is in the proverb; 
ne does triumph in his felicity, admires the party! he has given 
me the lease of my house too! and I am now going for a silent 
minister to marry them, and away. 

True, ’Slight! get one of the silenced ministers; a zealous brother 
would torment him purely. 

Cut, Cum privilegio, sir. 

Daup. 0, by no means; let's do nothing to binder it now: when 
'tis done and hnished, I am for you, for any device of vexation. 

Cut. And that shall be within this half hour, upon my dexterity, 
gentlemen. Contrive what you can in the mean time, ^nts avihu.r. 

[Exit. 

Cler. How the slave doth Latin itl 

True. It would be made a jest to posterity, sirs, this day’s mirth, 
if ye wilL 

Cler. Beshiew his heart that will not, 1 pronounce. 

Daup. And for my part What is it T 

True. To translate all La*FooIe’s company, and his feast thither, 
to-day, to celebrate this bride-ale. 

Daup. Ay, marry; but how wilTt be done? 

True. Pll underlie the directing of all the lady-guests thither, 
and then the meat must follow. 

Cler, For God’s sake, let’s effect it; it will be an excellent comedy 
of affliction, so many several noises. 

Daup, But are they not at the other place, already, think you ? 

True, m warrant you for the college-honours: one of their faces 
has not the priming colour laid on yet, nor the other her smock 
sleek’d. 

Cler. 0, but they’ll rise earlier than ordinary to a feast. 

True, Best go see, and assure ourselves. 
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Cler. Who knows the house T 

Trut. ru lead you: Were you never there yet? 

Daup. Not L 

Cler. Nor I. 

True. Where have you lived then? not know Tom Otter! 

(Tier. No: for God’s sake, what is he ? t w i •* 

True An excellent animal, equal with your Daw or La-Foole, if 
not transcendant; and does Latin it as much as your barber: He 
ifl his wife’s subject; he calls her princess, and at such times as 
these follows her up and down the house like a page, wnth his hat 
off, partly for heat, partly for reverence. At this instant he is 
marshalling of his bull, bear, and horse. 

Daup. What be those, in the name of Sphyni ? . 

True Why, eir, he has been a great man at the Bear-garden in 
his time; and from that subtle sport has ta’en the witty denomina- 
tion of his chief carousing cups. One be calls hu bull, another ^ 
bear, another his horse. And then he has his lesser glaMce, that 
he calls his deer and his ape; and several degrees of them too; and 
never is weU, nor thinks any entertainment perfect, till these be 

brought out, and set on the cupboard. 

C^. For God’s love!— we should miss this, if we should not go. 

True Nav. he has a thousand things as good, that will speak him 
all day. He will rail on his wife, with certain common places, 

behind her back ; and to her face— .cm, 

Daup. No more of him. Let s go see him, I petition 


ACT III 

SCENE I . — A Boom in Orran's Bouse. 

Enter Captain Ottee with his cups, and Mistress Otteb. 

cm Nav. good princees, hear me pauea verba. 
w ■ Uffht. I’ll have you chain’d up, with your 

yoM ’ 

intertain them: . but under correction, sweet 

Oil. Not BO, pnne^. ““‘“fbini I urknown to the courtien. 
priuc^,. "thTr^f^ly'^lur, and they receive it so 
do e/pTtt* &ter's b^ull, bear, and home is known aU 

over Et^and in rerum 

Mrs. UU. ^ pronounce them again. Is a hear 

^ Society with great ladies? think m 

your discretion, in any good pohcy. 
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on. The horse then, good princess. 

Mrs. OU. Well, I am contented for the horse; they love to be 

well horsed, I know: I love it myself. 

OU. And it is a delicate fine horse this: Poetarum Pegasus. 
Under correction, princess, Jupiter did turn himself into s^aurus, 
or bull, under correction, good princess. 

Enter TB^TBw^T, Clkeimont, and Dauphine, behind. 

Mrs. OU. By my integrity. I’ll send you over to the Bank-side; 
ril commit you to the master of the Garden, if I hear but a syllable 
more. Must my house or my roof be polluted with the scent of 
bears and bulls, when it is perfumed for great ladies? Is this 
according to the instrument, when I married you ? that I would 
be princess, and reign in mine own house; and you would be my 
subject, and obey me? What did you bring me, should make you 
thus peremptory ? do I allow you your half-crown a day, to spend 
where you will, among your gamesters, to vex and torment me at 
such times as these? Who gives you your maintenance, I pray 
you? who allows you your horse-meat and man’s meat? your 
three suits of apparel a year ? your four pair of stockings, one silk, 
three worst^ ? your clean linen, your bands and cuffs, when I can 
get you to wear them? — ’tis marie you have them on now. — Who 
graces you with courtiers or great personages, to speak to you out 
of their coaches, and come home to your house? Were you ever 
BO muoh as look’d upon by a lord or a lady, before I married you, but 
on the Easter or Whitsun-holiday ? and then out at the banqueting- 
house window, when Ned Whiting or George Stone were at the 
stake? 

True. For God’s sake, let’s go stave her off him. 

Mrs. OU. Answer me to that. And did not 1 take you up from 
thence, in an old greasy buff-doublet, with points, and green velvet 
sleeves, out at the elbows ? you forget this. 

True. She’ll worry him, if we help not in time. 

{They come forward. 

Mrs. OU. 0, hero are some of the gallants ! Go to, behave your- 
self distiootly, and with good morality; or, 1 protest. I’ll take away 
your exhibition. 

True. By your leave, fair mistress Otter, I’ll be bold to enter 
these gentlemen in your acquaintance. 

Mrs. OU. It shall not be obnoxious, or diffieil, sir. 

True. How does my noble captain? is the bull, bear, and horse 
in rerum natura still ? 

OU. Sir, sic visum superis. 

Mrs. OU. I would you would but intimate them, do. Go your 
ways in, and get toasts and butter made for the wo^cooks: that’s 
a fit province for you. [Drives him off. 

Cler. Alas, what a tyranny is this poor fellow married to I 

True. 0, but the sport will be anon, when we get him loose. 

Daup. Dares he ever speak* 
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True. No Anabaptist ever rail’d with the like license: but mark 
her language in the mean time, I beseech you. 

Mrs. OU. Gentlemen, you are very aptly come. My cousin, sir 
Amorous, will be here briefly. 

True. In good time, lady. Was not sir John Daw here, to ask 
for him, and the company! 

Mrs. on. I cannot assure you, master Truewit. Here was a 
very melancholy knight in a ruff, that demanded my subject for 
somebody, a gentleman, I think. 

CUr. Ay, that was he, lady. 

Mrs. on. But he departed straight, I can resolve you. 

Dauv- What an excellent choice phrase this lady expresses m. 
True. 0, sir, she is the only authentical courtier, that is not 

oatnrallv bred one, in the city. 

Mrs. on. You have taken that report upon trust, gentlemen. 
True. No, I assure yon, the court governs it so, lady, in your 

Jfrs. On. I am the servant of the court and courtiers, sir. 

True. 'Hiey are rather your idolaters. 

Mrs. On. Not so, sir. 

Enter Cutbeard. 

Dauv. How now, Cutbeard ! any cross? 

Gut^O no, sir, omnia bene. ’Twaa never better on the hmgra. 
all's sure. I have so pleased him with a curate, that ho s gone to t 
almost with the delight he hopes for soon. 

"^Vhat IS he for a vicar ? l j 

Cut-^baQ that has catch’d a cold, sir and can 
BIT inches off- as if he spoke out of a bulrush that were not pick d. 

SdT WSlita- with th, 

key, to let US in. rExit 

Cut, I will not faU you. sir; ad manum. 

True. Well, I’ll Ro watch my coaches. 

Ckr. Do; and le’ll send Daw to you. if you meet 

S;":Lcrtuuate bueiuese fallen out 

'lLrH\°;Aiy'?le^“arwheT^erToTo“ camThither to 
■* kla Ss and she expounded it out of Arteuudorus, 

rdTCvSud it since very true. It has dune me many affrouis. 

Ckr. Your dream, la<iy? .. _ . . . -r the city. It 

. Jjd ^e a^drih“bie‘’^io?hfott me eigh^eu pound, at o„. 
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time; and bnrnt me a black satin gown, oa I stood by the lire, at 
my lady Centaiiro’s chamber in the college, another time. A third 
time, at the lords’ masque, it dropt all my wire and my ruff with 
wax candle, that I could not go up to the banquet. A fourth time, 
as I was taking coach to go to Ware, to meet a friend, it dash’d 
me a new suit all over (a crimson satin doublet, and black velvet 
skirts) with a brewer’s horse, that I was fain to go in and shift me. 
and kept my chamber a leash of days for the anguish of it. 

Daup. These were dire mischances, lady. 

Cler. I would not dwell in the city, an ’twere so fatal to me. 

Mrs. On. Yes, sir; but I do take advice of my doctor to dream 
of it as little as I can. 

Z)amp. You do well, mistress Otter. 

Enter Sir John Daw, and is taken aside t/y Cleeimont. 

Mrs. OU. Will it please you to enter the house farther, gentlemen ? 

Daup. And your favour, lady: but we stay to speak with a 
knight, sir John Daw, who is here come. We shall follow you. lady. 

Mrs. Oil. At your own time, sir. It is my cousin air Amorous 
his feast — 

Daup. I know it, lady. 

Mrs. Ott. And mine together. But it is for his honour, and 
therefore I take no name of it, more than of the place. 

Daup. You are a bounteous kinswoman. 

Mrs. OU. Your servant, sir. [Exit. 

Cler. [coming forxoard tciih Daw.] Why, do not you know it, sir 
John Daw? 

Daw. No, I am a rook if I do. 

Cler. ni tell you, then; she’s married by this time. And, whereas 
you were put in the head, that she was gone with sir Dauphine, I 
assure you, sir Dauphine has been the noblest, honestest fnend to 
you, that ever gentleman of your quality could boost of. He has 
discover’d the whole plot, and made your mistress so acknowledging, 
and indeed so ashamed of her injury to you, that she desires you 
to forgive her, and but grace her wading with your presence to-day— 
She is to be married to a very good fortune, she says, his uncle, old 
Morose; and she will’d me in private to tell you, that she shall be able 
to do you more favours, and with more security now than before. 

Daw. Did she say so. i’faith ? 

Cler, Why, what do you think of me, sir John ? ask sir Dauphine. 

Daw. Nay, I believe you.— Good sir Dauphine, did she desire me 
to forgive her ? 

Daup. I assure you, sir John, she did. 

Dau>. Nay, then, I do with aU my heart, and I’ll be jovial. 

Cler. Yes, for look you, sir, this was the injury to you. La-Foole 
intended this feast to honour her bridal day, and made you the 
property to invite the college ladiee, and promise to bring her; 
and then at the time she would have appear’d, as his friend, to 
have given you the dor. Whereas now, sir Dauphine has brought 
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her to a feeling of it, with this kind of satisfaction, that you shall 
bring all the ladies to the place where she is, and be very jovial; 
and there, she will have a dinner, which shall be in your name: and 
so disappoint La-Foole, to make you good again, and, as it were, a 
saver in the main. 

Daw. As I am a knight, 1 honour her; and forgive her heartily. 

CkT. About it then presently. Tniewit is gone before to con- 
front the coaches, and to acquaint you with so much, if he meet 
you. Join with him, and ’tis well.— 

Enter Sir Amorous La-Foole. 


See; here comes your antagonist; but take you no notice, but be 
very jovial. 

La-F. Are the ladies come, sir John Daw, and your mistress? 
[Erit Daw.}—S'\r Dauphine! vou are exceeding welcome, and 
honest ma.ster aerimont. Where’s my cousin? did you see no 
collegiatcs, gentlemen? 

Daup. CollegiatesI do you not hear, sir Amorous, how you are 

abused? 

La-F. How, sir! 

Cler. Will you speak so kindly to sir John Daw, that has done 

you such an affront? , 

La-F. Wlicrein, gentlemen? let me be a smtor to you to know. 


I beseech you. . , , . • i-, u- 

Cler Why, sir, his mistress is manned to-day to sir Dauphine a 

uncle, your cousin’s neighbour, and he has diverted all the ladies, 
and all your company thither, to frustrate your provision, and 
stick a disgrace upon you. He was here now to have enticed us 
away from you too: but we told him his own, I thii^. 

La-F. Has sir John Daw wrong’d me so inhumanly ? 

Daup He has done it. sir Amorous, most mahciously and 
treacherously: but, if you’U be ruled by us, you shaU quit him, 

* °La-F Good gentlemen, ril make one, believe it. How, I pray ? 

Daup. Marry, sir. get me your pheMants and your 
your host meat, and dish it in silver dishes of your cousin s 
and say nothing, but clap me a clean towel about you. l^e » sewer 
and, bare-beaded, march afore it wth a good conffdence, ( tia but 
ovCT the way, hard by.) and we'll second you, where you shall set 
it on the board, and bid them welcome to’t, which shall shew tis 
and ^g^ace his preparation utterly: and for your co«^.n. 
wher^ she should be troubled here at home with care of making 
rnr^nTwelcome she shall transfer all that labour thither, and 
bfa^pTneipa^ sit rank’d with the college-honoum 

and be h^nour’d^nd h.ave her health drunk as often, as bare and as 

rilto‘‘^U trVntiv. It .hall ba done, that’s resolved. 


Cler. I thought he would not hear it out, but ’twould take him. 
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Enter Trdbwit. 

True. 0, are you here? Come, Dauohiae; go call your uncle 
presently: I have 6tted my divine and my canonist, dyed their 
beards and all. The knaves do not know ^emselves, they are so 
exalted and altered. Preferment changes any man. Thou shalt 
keep one door and I another, and then Clerlmont in the midst, that 
he may have no means of escape from their cavilling, when they 
CTow hot once again. And then the women, os 1 have given the 
bride her instructions, to break in upon him in the I'envoy. 0, 
’t^vill be full and twanging I Away I fetch him. [Exit DaupfUne. 

Enter Otter disguised as a divine, and Cutbbaed as a canon 

latoyer. 

Come, master doctor, and master parson, look to your parts now, 
and ^charge them bravely; you are well set forth, perform it os 
well. If you chance to be out, do not confess it with standing still, 
or humming, or gaping one at another; but go on, and talk aloud 
and eagerly; use vehement action, and only remember your terms, 
and you are safe. Let the matter go where it will: you have many 
will do so. But at first be very ^emn and grave, like your gar* 
ments, though you loose your selves after, and skip out like a 
brace of jugglers on a table. Here he comes; set your faces, and 
look superciliously, while I present you. 

Re-enter Dautiiike tvith Morosb. 

if or. Are these the two learned men? 

True. Yes, sir; please you salute them. 

^ if or. Salute them ! I bad rather do any thing, than wear out 
time 80 unfruitfully, sir. I wonder how these common forms, as 
^ save you, and You are welcome, are como to be a habit in our 
lives: or, I am glad to see you / when I cannot see what the profit 
can be of these words, so lor^ as it is no whit better with him whose 
affairs are sad and grievous, that he hears this salutation. 

True. ’Tis true, sir; we’U go to the matter then.— Gentlemen, 
master doctor, and master parson, I have acquainted you suffi- 
ciently with the business for which you are come hither; and you 
are not now to inform yourselves in the state of the question, I 
know. This is the gentleman who expects your resolution, and 
therefore, wJiea you please, begin. 

OU. Please you, master doctor. 

Cut. Please you, good master parsoiL 

OU. I would hear the canon-law speak first. 

Cut. It must give place to positive divinity, sir. 

^or. Nay, good gentlemen, do not throw me into circumstaaoes. 

' yow comforts arrive quickly at. me, those that are. Be swift 
m affording me my peace, if so I shall hope any. I love not your 
^putations, or your court-tumults. And that it be not stramre 
w you, I will, tell you: My father, in my education, was wont to 
14 % 
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advise me, that I should always collect and contain my mind, not 
suffering it to flow loosely; that I should look to what things were 
necessary to the carriage of my life, and what not; embracing the 
one aud eschewing the other: in short, that I should endear myself 
to rest, and avoid turmoil; which now is grown to be another 
nature to me. So that I come not to your public pleadings, or your 
places of noise; not that I neglect those things that make for the 
dignity of the commonwealth ; but for the mere avoiding of clamours 
and impertinences of orators, that know not how to be silent. 
And for the cause of noise, am I now a suitor to you. You do not 
know in what a misery I have been exercised this day, what a 
torrent of evil! my very house turns round with the tumult! I 
dwell in a windmill; the perpetual motion is here, and not at 

Eltham. , , . « 

Trui. Well, good master doctor, will you break the ice T master 

parson will wade after. 

Cut. Sir, though unworthy, and the weaker, I will presume. 

OH. ’Tis no presumption, domine doctor. 

Mor. Yet again! 

CtU Your question is. For how many causes a man may Have 
divortium UgHimum, a lawful divorce? First, you must understand 
the nature of the word, divorce, a diveriend^ 

Mor. No excursions upon words, good doctor; to the question 


^ cll I answer then, the canon law affords divorce but in few 
cases- and the principal is in the common cose, the adulterous case: 
But there are duodecim impedirrunta, twelve impedmpts, as we 
call them, all which do not dirimere contractum, but trrxtumre^r 
matrimonium, as we say in the canon law. not take away the bond. 

but cause a nullity therein. , 

Mor. I understood you before: good sir, avoid your impertmency 

cannot open this too much, sir, by your favour. 

o!*^^u^^must give the learned men leave, sir.— To your 

impediments, master doctor. 

Cut The first is impedimenium errorw. 

Ott. Of wliich there are several species. 

OU. it youcMtract yourself to one person, thinking her another. 

CuJ. Then, error /oriunrs. 

OU If she be a beggar, and you thought her nch. 

UZ '^vnSoro or head-etrong. you though. 


How! is that, sir, a lawful impedimsnt! One at once, I 

■ 7/Z but not post copafam, sir. „ 

c!u. "S'**- nupt,amm iensd.ctu,nsm 
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It doth indeed but irrila reddere sponMlia, annul the contract; after 
marriage it U of no obstanoy. 

True. Alas, sir, what a hope are we fallen from by this time I 

Out. The next is conditio: if you thought her free born, and she 
prove a bond-woman, there is impediment of estate and condition. 

Ott. Ay, but, master doctor, toose servitudes are sublaUe now, 
among us Christians. 

Cut. By your favour, master parson— 

Ott. You shall give me leave, master doctor. 

Mor. Nay, gentlemen, quarrel not in that question; it concerns 
not my case: pass to the third. 

Cut. Well then, the third is votum: if either party have made a 
vow of chastity. But that practice, as master parson said of the 
other, is taken away among us, thanks be to discipline. The fourth 
is cognatio; if the persons be of kin within the degrees. 

OU. Ay: do you know what the degrees are, sir? 

Mcfr. No, nor 1 care not, sir; they offer me no comfort in the 
question, I am sure. 

Cut. But there is a branch of this impediment may, which is 
^natio epiriituUis: if you were her godfather, sir, then the marriage 
is incestuous. 

OU. That comment is absurd and superstitious, master doctor: 
I cannot endure it. Are we not all brothers and sisters, and as 
much akin in that, as godfathers and god-daughters ? 

Mor. 0 me I to end the controversy, I never was a godfather, I 
never was a godfather in my life, sir. Pass to the next. 

Cut. The fifth is crimen aduUerii; the known case. The sixth, 
euUue disparitas, difference of religion: Have you ever examined 
her, what religion she is of f 

Mor. No, I would rather she were of none, than be put to the 
trouble of it 

Ott. You may have it done for you, sir. 

Mor. By no means, good sir; on to the rest: shall you ever come 
to an end, think you? 

True. Yes, he has done half, sir. On to the reet— Bo patient 
and expect sir. 

Cut. The seventh is, vie: if it were upon compulsion or force. 

Mor. 0 no, it was too voluntary, mine; too voluntary. 

Cut. The eighth is, ordo; if ever she have token holy orders. 

OU. That’s superstitious too. 

Mor. No matter, master parson; Would she would go into a 
nunnery yet. 

Cut. The ninth is, ligamen; if you were bound, sir, to any other 
before. 

Mor. I thrust myself too soon into these fetters. 

Cut. The tenth is, publica honestas; which is irxchoaia auaedam 
afjinxtas. * 

Ott. Ay, or aflinitae orta ex sponsdUbue; and is but leve imvedi. 
menfum. ^ 
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Mor. I feel no ^ of comfort blowing to me, in all this. 

CtU. The eleventh is, afJiniUi^ ex fornicationt. 

Ott. Which is no less vera affinitoA, than the other, master doctor. 
Cui. True, qua oritur ex l&jilimo mairimonio. 

Olt. You say right, venerable doctor: and, naseitur ex eo, quod 
per eonjugium dua persona efficiunlur una caro— 

True. Hey-day, now they begin! 

Cut. I conceive you, maMer pwson: ita per /ornicatumem ague 
est verus pater, qui «c general — 

Ott. Ei vert jUius qui sie generaiur — 

Mor. What's all this to me? 


Cler. Now it grows watm. 

Cui. The twelfth and last is, si forte coire nequibis. 

OU. Ay, that is impedimentum grainssimum: it doth utterly 
annul, and annihilate, that. If you have nianifestam frigiditaUm, 

you are well, sir. . , . * 

True. Why, there is comfort come at length, su*. Confes? 
yourself but a man unable, and she will sue to be divorced 6rst. 

Oti. Ay, or if there be moi bus perpetuus, ei insanabilis; as paraly 
sis, elephantiasis, or eo— 

Daup. 0, hui frigiditas is the fairer way, gentlemen. 

OU. You say troth, sir, and as it is in the canon, master doctor— 
Cut. I conceive you, sir. 

OUr. Before he speaks! 

OU That a boy, or child, under years, is not fit for marnage, 

because he cannot reddcre So your omnipoterUes- 

True. Your impotenies, you whoreson lobster! [Aside to Ott. 
OU. Your imjKtenies, I should say, are mtnime apt* ad contra- 

henda mairimonium. • i t 

True. MatrimoniumJ we sliall have most unmatnmoniai lAtin 

with you: mairimonia, and be bang’d. 

Daun. You put them out, man. 

Cut But then there will arise a doubt, master parson, in our 
case, porf matrimonium: th&t frigidilaU praditus— do you conceive 

iii©» sir ? 

Cui ^ho'cLnot uti uxort pro uxore, may habere earn pro sorore. 
OU ' Absurd, absurd, absurd, and merely apostatical ! 

Cui You shall pardon me. master parson, I can prove it. 

C« ' You can prove a will, master doctor; you can prove nothing 

else. Docs not the verse of your own canon say, 

Bac socianda vetarU connubia, facta retractant t 

Cut. I grant you ; but bow do they Teiractare, master parson ? 
Mor. (T, this was it I feared. 

OU In aUrnum, sit. 

'Sltt LuS^ic -rso. >■« not 

JL^f ^ ho fidem data,, r I would fa.u kuow. 
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Citi. Yes; how if he do convalere f 
OU. He cannot convalere, it is imposible. 

True. Nay, good sir, attend the learned men; they U think you 

oeElect them else. , . ^ . . . , • * 

Cut. Or, if he do eimulare himself frxgidum, odw uxorte, or so 7 

OU. I say, he is adulter manifestus then. 

Dau-p. They dispute it very learnedly, i’ faith. 

OU. And prostitutor uxorie; and this is positive. 

Mor. Good sir, let me eecapo. 

True. You will not do me that wrong, sir 7 

OU. And, therefore, if he bo manifute frigidus, sir — 

Cut. Ay, if he be manifeste frigidue, I grant you — 

OU. Why, that was my conclusion. 

Cut. And mine too. 

True. Nay, hear the conclusion, sir. 

OU. Then, frigiditatis catMO— - 

Cut. Yes, causa frigiditatis— 

Mor. 0, mine ears I 

Ott. She may have libellum diwrtii against yon. 

Cut. Ay, divortii libellum she will sure have. 

Mor. Good echoes, forbear. 

OU. If you confess it. — 

Out. Which I would do, sir— 

Mor. I will do any thing. 

Ott. And clear myself inforo conscienffm— 

Cut. Because you want indeed— 

Mor. Yet morel 
Ott. Exercendi potestate. 

EiPICcsnb rushes in, followed by Haughty, Cbntaubb, Mavis, 
Mistress Ottbr, Daw, and La*Foolb. 


Epi. I will not endure it any longer. Ladies, I beseech you, 
help me. This is such a wrong as never was offered to poor bride 
before: upon her marriage-day to have her husband conspire against 
her, and a couple of mercenary companions to be brought in for 
form’s sake, to persuade a separation! If you had blood or virtue 
in you, gentlemen, you would not suffer such earwigs about a 
husband, or scorpions to creep between man and wife. 

Mor. 0 the variety and changes of my torment! 

Hau. Let them be cudgell’d out of doors by our grooms. 

Cen. I’ll lend you my footman. 

Mav. We’ll have our men blanket them in the hall. 

ifra. Ott. As there was one at our house, madam, for peeping in 
at the door. 

Daw. Content, i’faith. 

True. Stay, ladies and gentlemMi; you'll hear before you proceed 7 

Mav. I’d nave the bridegroom bls^etted too. 

Cen. Begin with him first. 

Hau. Yes, by my troth. 
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Mor. 0 mankind generation ! 

Daup. Ladies, for my sake forbear. 

Hau. Yes, for sir Dauphine’s sake. 

Cen. He shall command us. 

La-F. He is as fine a gentleman of his inches, madam, as any is 
about the town, and wears as good colours when he lists. 

True. Be brief, sir, and confess your infirmity; she’ll be a-fire to 
be quit of you, if she but hear that named once, you shall not 
entreat her to stay: she’ll fly you like one that had the marks upon 
him. 

Mor. Ladies, I must crave all your pardons— 

True. Silence, ladies. 

Mor. For a wrong I have done to your whole sex. in marrying 
this fair and virtuous gentlewoman— 

Cler. Hear him, good ladies. 

Mor. Being guilty of an infirmity, which, before I conferred with 
these learned men, I thought I might have concealed— 

True. But now being better informed in hU conscience by them, 
he is to declare it, and give satisfaction, by asking your public 
forgiveness. 

Mor. I am no man, ladies. 

AU. How! 

Mor. Utterly unabled in nature, by reason of frigidity, to perform 
the duties, or any the least office of a husband. 

Mav. Now oot upon him, prodigious creature! 

Cen. Bridegroom uncamatel 

Hau. And would you offer it to a young gentlewoman? 

Mrs. Ott. A lady of her longings? , , , . 

Epi. Tut, a device, a device, tliisl it smells rankly, ladies. A 

mere comment of his own. . u- 

True. V\Tiy, if you suspect that, ladies, you may have him 

search’d — , . • • 

Daw. As the custom is, by a jury of physicians. 

La-F. Yes, faith, ’twill be brave. 

3 /of. 0 me, must I undergo that? 

Mrs. OU. No, let women search him, madam; we can no it 


ourselves. 

Mor. Outcome! worse. 

Epi. No, ladies, you shall not need, 1 11 take him with all his 
faults. 

Mor. Worst of all ! * 

ri^ Whv then. ’tis no divorce, doctor, if she consent not? 

Cut^ No, if the man be frigidus, it is de parte uxorie, that we gran 

libellum divortii, in the law. 

Oit Ay, it is the same m theology. 

Z. Nr;iT!rn*“ - h-e yet , sa.ei: 

I* nf hnnfl left as near as our comfort is blown out. Clenmon , 
^rodu br'.“ ofLoight.. What was that, master parsoa. 
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you told me in ^rrore qiuilitatis, c’ea now ?-Dauphine. wb^per the 

Indc, that she carry it as if she were guilty, and 

Ott Marry sir, in errore quaUtatis, (which m^ter doctor did 
forbear to^ge.) if she be found corrupia, that is. vitiat^ or broken 
up, that was pro virgine dtsporua, espoused for a maid 
3/or. What then, sir ? 

Ott. It doth dirirMTt conlTacium. and xrrxtum redder t too. 

True. If this be true^ we are happy again, sir, once more. Hero 
are an honourable brace of knighU. that shall affirm so much. 

Daw. Pardon us, good master Clenmont. 

La-F. You shall excuse us, master Clenmont. 

Cltr Nay, you must make it good now, knights, there is no 
remedy; I’ll it no words for you, nor no men: you know you 
spoke it to me. 

Daw. Is this gentleman-like, sir I 

True. Jack Daw, he’s worse than sir Amorous; ftcrcer a great 
deal. [Asidt to Daw.]-Sir Amorous, beware, there be ten Daws m 
this Clerimont. ^'Foole. 

La-F. ril confess it, sir. 

Daw. Will you, sir Amorous, will you wound reputation 7 

La-F. I am resolved. , , , , , 

True. So should you be too. Jack Daw: what should keep you 

off 7 she’s but a woman, and in disgrace: be 11 be glad on t. 

Daw. Will he? I thought he would have been ang^. 

Cler. You will dispatch, knights; it must be done, i faith. ^ 

True. Why, an it must, it shall, sir, they say: they 11 ne cr go 
back.— Do not tempt his patience, {Aside to them. 

Daw. Is it true indeed, sir 7 
La-F. Yes, I assure you, sir. 

Mor. What is true, gentlemen? what do you assure me? 

Daw. That we have known your bride, sir— 

La-F. In good fashion. She was our mistress, or so— 

Cler. Nay, you must be plain, knights, as you were to mo. 

OU. Ay, the question is, if you have carnaliter, or no 7 
La-F. Carnaliterl what else, sir 7 
Ott. It is enough; a plain nullity. 

Epi. I am undone, I am undone! 

Mor. 0 let me worship and adore you, gentlemen! 

Epi. I am undone. ^ [Wups. 

Mor. Yes, to my hand, I thank these knights. Master parson, 
let me thank you otherwise. [Dium him money. 

Cen. And have they confess’d 7 
Mav. Now out upon them, informers! 

True. You see what creatures you may bestow your favours on, 

madams. , . , ». j 

Hau. I would except against them as beaten knights, wench, and 

not good witnesses in law. 

Mrs. Ott. Poor gentlewoman, how she takes it! 

Hau. Be comforted, Morose, 1 love you the better foPt. 
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Ctn. So do I, I protest 

Cui. But, gentlemen, you have not known her since matrimonium f 

Daw. Not to-day, master doctor. 

La-F. No, sir, not to-day. 

Cui. Why, then I eay, for any act before, the matrimonium is 
good and perfect; unless the worshipful bridegroom did precisely, 
before witness, demand, if she were virgo ante nuptias. 

Epi. No, that he did not, I assure you, master doctor. 

Cut. If he cannot prove that, it is ratum conjvgium, notwith- 
standing the premisses; and they do no way impedirt. And this 
is my sentence, this I pronounce. 

Oil. I am of master doctor’s resolution too, sir; if you made not 
that demand ante nuptias. 

Mor. 0 my heart! wilt thou break? wilt thou break? this is 
worst of all worst worsts that hell could have devised 1 Marry a 
whore, and so much noise! 

Daup. Come, I see now plain confederacy in this doctor ard this 
parson, to abuse a gentleman. You study his affliction. 1 pray 
be gone, companions. — And, gentlemen, I begin to suspect you for 
having parts with them. — Sir, will it please you hear me? 

i/or. 0 do not talk to me; take not from me the pleasure of 
dying in silence, nephew. 

Daup. Sir, I must speak to you. I have been long your poor 
dcapised kinsman, and many a hard thought has strengthened you 
against me: but now it shall appear if either I love you or your 
peace, and prefer them to all the world beside. I will not be long 
or grievous to you, sir. If I free you of this unhappy match abso- 
lutely, and instantly, after all this trouble, and almost in your 
despair, now — 

i/or. It cannot be. 

Daup. Sir, that yon he never troubled with a murmur of it more, 

what shall I hope for, or deserve of you ? 

i/or. 0, what thou wilt, nephew I thou shalt deserve me, and 


Daup. Shall I have your favour perfect to me, and love her^fter ? 
Mor. That, and any thing be.side. Make thine own conations. 
My whole estate is thine; manage it, I will become thy ward. 
Daup. Nay, sir, I will not be so unreasonable. 

Will sir Dauphine be mine enemy too? 

Daup Yon know I have been long a suitor to you, uncle, that 
out of 70 UT estate, which is fifteen hundred a-year. you would allow 
me but five hundred during life, and assure the rest upon me after 
to which I have often, by myseU and fnends, tendered 7°“ ® 
to sign, which yoo would never consent or mchne to. If you please 

but to effect it now— , -n j •* a 

Mor. Thou shalt have it, nephew: 1 will do it, . 

Dauv If I quit you not presently, and for ever, of this cumber, 
von shSl bave%ow"er instanVly. afore aU these, to revoke your act. 
knd I will become whose slave you will give me to. for ever. 
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Uor. Where is the writingt I will seal to it, that, or to a blank, 

and writ© thine own conditioiis. 

Efi. O me, most unfortnnate, wretched gentlewoman! 

Hau. Will sir Dauphine do this I 

Epi. Good sir, have some compaasion on me. 

Mor. 0, my nephew knows you, belike; away, crocodile 1 

C7ea. He does it not sure wi^out good grouni 

Dawp. Here, sir. {Gives kirn ih* j^rehmtrUs. 

Mor. Come, nephew, give mo the pen; I will subscribe to any 
tiling, and seal to what thou wilt, for my deliverance Thou art 
my restorer. Here, I deliver it thee as my deed. If there bo a 
word in it lacking, or writ with false orthography, I protest before 
[heaven] I will not take the advanUge. [Returns the writings. 

Daup. Then here is your release, sir. [takes of) Epiccene's peruke 
and other disguises.^ You have married a boy, a gentleman’s son, 
that I have brought up this half year at my great charges, and for 
this composition, which I have now made with you. — What say 
you, master doctor! This is jusium impedimentum^ I hope, error 
persona f 

OU. Yes, sir, in primo gradu. 

Cnt. In primo gradu. 

Daup. I thank you, good doctor Cutbeard, and parson Otter. 
[puils their foist beards and gowns o^.] You are beholden to them, sir, 
that have taken this pains for you; and my friend, master Tniewit^ 
who enabled them for the business. Now you may go in and rest; 
be as private as you will, sir. [Exit Morose.'] I’ll not trouble you, 
^1 you trouble me with your funeral, which 1 care not how soon it 
come. — Cutbeard, Til make your lease good. Thank me not, hxd 
xoUk your leg, Cutbeard. And Tom Otter, your princess shall be 
reconciled to you. — How now, gentlemen, do you look at me ! 

Cler. A boyl 

Daup. Yes, mistress Epicceno. 

True. Well, Dauphine, you have lurch'd your friends of the better 
half of the garland, by concealing this part of the plot; but much 
good do it thee, thou deserv’st it, lad. And, Clerimont, for thy 
unexpected bringing these two to confession, wear my part of it 
freely. Nay, sir Daw and sir La-Foole, you see the gentlewoman 
that has done you the favours! we are all thankful to you, and so 
should the woman-kind here, specially for lying on her, though 
not with her I you meant so, I am sure. But that we have stuck it 
upon you to-day, in your own imagined persons, and so lately, this 
Amazon, the champion of the sex, should beat you now thriftily, 
for the common slanders which ladies receive from such cuckoos 
as you are. You are they that, when no merit or fortune can make 
you hope to enjoy their bodies, will yet lie with their reputations, 
and make their fame suffer. Away, you common moths of these, 
and all ladies’ honours. Go, travel to make legs and faces, and 
come home with some new matter to be laugh’d at; you deserve 
to live in an air as oomipted as that wherewith you feed mmonr. 
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{Exeunt Daw and la-FooZ*-!— Madams, you are mute, upon this 
new met<%raorphosi3 ! But here stands she that has vindicated yoM 
fames. Take heed of such insects; hereafter. And let it not trouble 
you that you have discovered any mysteries to this young gsptle- 
inan: he is almost of years, and will make a good visitant wit^n 
this twelvemonth. In the mean time, we’ll all undertake for his 
secrecy, that can speak so weU of his silence. [Comxng /oncord.}— 
Specialore, if you like this comedy, rise cheerfully, and ww ih^ose is 
in, clap your hands. It may be. that noise mil eure hxm. ai 
least please him. [iiaeunt. 
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TO THB HOST LEARNED, AHD MY HONOURED FRIEND 

MASTER CAMDEN 

CLARBNCIEUX 

Sir,— There are, no doubt, a supercilious race in the world, who 
cstwm all office, done you in this kind, an injury; so wlcmn a vic^t is 
with them to use the authority of their ignorance, to the crying down oi 
Poetry, or the professors: but my gratitude must not leave to correct 
their error; since I am none of those that can sulTer the benefits confened 
upon my youth to perish with my age. It is a trail memory that 
remembers but present things: and, had the favour of the times 
spired with my disposition, as it could have brought forth other, or better, 
you had bad the same proportion, and number of the fruits, the first. 
Now I pray you to accept this; such wherein neither the confession of my 
manners shall make you blush; nor of my studies, repent you to have 
been the Instructer: and for the profession of my thankfulness, I am 
sure it will, with good men, find either praise or excuM. Your true 
lover, . 6 • Bbm Jonson. 


DRAMATIS 

KNOWBLt, an old Genileman. 

EnwARO Knowell, his Son. 
Brainworu, th^ Faiher’s Man. 
Gborcb Downright, a plain Squire. 
Whllbrbd, Ail Half-Brother. 

Kitbly, a MerchatU. 

Captain Bobaoii.l, a PauPs Man. 
Master Stephen, a Country Gull. 
Master Mathew, the Town Guli. 
Thomas Cash, Kitely's CosWer. 

SCENE, - 


PERSONiE 

Oliver Cob, a Water-bearer. 
Justice Clement, an old merry 
Magistrate. 

Roger Formal, his Clerk. 
Wellbred’s Servant 

Dame Kitbly, Kitbly’s Wife. 

Mrs. Bridget, Am Sister. 

Tib, Cob's Wife 

Servants, etc. 

-London 


PROLOGUE. 

Though need make many poets, and some such 
As art and nature have not better'd much; 

Yet ours for want hath not so loved the stage. 

As he dare serve the ill customs of the age. 

Or purchase your delight at such a rate. 

As, for sf, he himself must justly hate: 

To make a child now swaddled, to proceed 
Man, and then shoot up, in one beard and weed. 
Past threescore years; or, xoHh three rusty swords. 
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And kelp of some few fool and halffoot words, 
Fijlil over York and Lancaster's long jars. 

And in the tyring house bring wounds to scars. 

He rather prays you xoill be pleas'd to see 
One such to-day, as other plays should be; 

W^ere neither chorus wafts you o'er the seas. 

Nor creaking throne comes down the boys to please; 
Nor nimble squib is seen to make afeard 
The gentlewomen; nor roll d bullet heard 
To say, it thunders; nor tempestuous drum 
Rumbles, to tell you when the storm doth come; 

But deeds, and language, such as men do use, 

Aiui persons, such as comedy would choose, 

When she toould shew an image of the times. 

And sport with human follies, not with ^tmes. 
Except we make them such, by loving sttll 
Our popular errors, when we know they re tU. 

1 mean such errors as you'll all confess, 

By laughing at them, they deserve w kss: 

Which when you heartily do, there s hope left then, 
You, that have so grac’d monsters, may like men. 


ACT I 

SCENE I.— ^ Street. 

Enter Knowbix, at the door ofhw house. 

Know. A goodly day toward, and a fresh moraiag-— Brsinworm ! 

Enter BeaESWORm. 

Call up your young master: bid him rise, sir. 

Tell biii I ha^e business to employ him. 

Brai. I wUl, sir, presently. 

Krww. But hear you, sirrah, 

If he be at his book, disturb him not. 

happy yet should I ^teem myself. 

He is a scholar, if a man may trust 
The liberal voice of fame in bw report. 

Of cood account in both our UmveraiUes, 

Either ot which hath favoured him mth graeesi 
But their indulgence must not spring in me 

A fond opinion that ho , 

Mvself was once a student, and indeed, 
with the self-same humour he is now, 

Dreaming on nought but idle poetry. 
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That fruitless and unprofitable art. 

Good unto none, but least to the profeasors; 

Which then I thought the mistress of all knowledge: 

But since, time and the truth have waked mj judgment, 

And reason taught me better to distinguish 
The vain from the useful learnings. 

Enitr Master Stbfhkn. 

Cousin Stephen, 

What news with you, that you are here so early ? 

SUp. Nothing, but e’en come to see how you do, uncle. 

Know. That’s kindly done; you are welcome, ooz. 

Step. Ay, I know that, air; I would not have come else. 

How does my cousin Edward, uncle? 

Know. 0, well, coz; go in and see; I doubt he be scarce stirring yet. 
8Up. Uncle, afore 1 go in, can you tell me, an be have e’er a 
book of the science of hawking and hunting; 1 would fain borrow it. 
Know. Why, I hope you will not a hawking now, will you ? 

Slip. No, wusse; but I’ll practise against next year, uncle. I 
have bought me a hawk, and a hood, and bells, and all; I lack 
nothing but a book to keep it by. 

Know. Oh, most ridiculous 1 

Sttp. Nav, look you now, you are an^, uncle: — Why, you know 
an a man have not skill in the hawking and bunting languages 
now-a-days, I’ll not give a rush for him: they are more studied 
than the Greek, or the Latin. He is for no gallant’s company with- 
out them; and by gsdslid 1 semra it, I, so I do, to be a consort for 
every humdrum: bfmg them, soroylesi there’s nothing in them i’ 
^ world. What do you talk on H? Because I dwell at Hogsden, 
I shall keep company with none but the archers of Finsbury, at 
the citizens that come a ducking to Islington ponds 1 A fine jeet, 
i’ faith] ’Slid, a gentleman mun shew himself like a gentleman. 
Uncle, I pray you be not angry; I know what 1 have to do, 1 tcow, 
1 am no novice. 

Know. You are a prodigal, absiud coxcomb, go tol 
Nay, nevet look at me, ’tis I that speak; 

Tal^’t as you will, sir, I’ll not flatter you. 

Have you not yet found means mow to waste 
That which your friends have left you, but you must 
Go cast away your money on a buzzard. 

And know not how to keep it, when you have done ? 

0, it is comely 1 tliis will make you a gentleman 1 
Well, cousin, well, I see you are e’en past hope 
Of all reclaim: — ay, so; now you are told on't. 

Yon look another way. 

SUp. What would yon ha’ me do t 

Know. What would 1 have you do? I’ll tell you. kinsman; 
Learn to be wise, and practise how to thrive; 

That would 1 have you do: and not to spend 
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Your coin on every bauble that you fancy, 

Or every foolish brain that humours you. 

I would not have you to invade each place, 

Nor thrust yourself on all societies, 

Till men’s affections, or your own desert, 

Should worthily invite you to your rank. 

He that is so respectless in his courses, 

Oft sells his reputation at cheap market. 

Nor would I, you should melt away yourself 
In flashing bravery, lest, while you affect 
To make a blaze of gentry to the world, 

A little puff of scorn extinguish it; 

And you be left like an unsavoury snuff. 

Whose property is only to offend. 

Fd have you sober, and contain yourself, 

Not that your sail be bigger than your boat; 

But moderate your expenses now, at first. 

As you may keep the same proportion still: 

Nor stand so much on your gentility, 

Which is an airy and mere borrow’d thing. 

From dead men’s dust and bones; and none of yours, 
Except you make, or hold it. 

Ejiler a Servant. 


Who comes here! 

Serv. Save you, gentlemen ! . . / • j 

SUv Nay, we do not stand much on our gentility, mend; yet 
vou are welcome: and I assure you mine uncle here is a man of a 
thousand a year. Middlesex land. He has but one son m all the 
world I am his next heir, at the common law, master Stephen, as 
simple as I sUnd here, if my cousin die, m there’s hope he will: I 
have a pretty Uving o’ own too, beside, hard by here. 

Serv. In good time, sir. , . • 1 v„., 

sup. In good time, sir! why, and m very good time, sir! You 

do not flout, friend, do you? 

Not you, sir! you were best not, sir; an you should here 

be them can perceive iti and that quickly too; goto: and they can 

^ Seit 1 "S good faith I had no .uohin^at 
Sir, an I thought you had, I would talk with you, and that 

'”'s^’‘Lod master Stephen, so you may, sir, at your pleseore- 
Steji And so I would, sir, good my saucy compamool an y 
were out o' mine uncle's ground, I can tell you; though I do not 

/CnoJ^Cousin, cousin, will this neer be left? 

5;Twho^on. base fellow! a mechanical serving-man! By 
tht cudgel, an ’twere not for shame, I would— 
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Know. What would you do, you peremptory guU ? 

If you cannot be quiet, get you hence. 

You see the honest man demeans himself 
Modestly tow’rds you, giving no reply 
To your unseason’d, quarrelling, rude fashion; 

And still you huff it, \vith a kind of carriage 
As void of wit, as of humanity. 

Go, get you in; ’fore heaven, I am ashamed 
Thou b^t s kiiisniuD*8 interest Id me. [Exii 3f aster Stephtn. 

StTV. I pray, sir, is this master Kno well’s house? 

Know. Yes, marry is it, sir. 

5crv. I should inquire for a gentleman here, one master Edward 
Knowell; do you know any such, sir, I pray you? 

Know. I should forget myself else, sir. 

Strv. Are you the gentleman ? cry you mercy, sir: I was required 
by a gentleman in the city, as I rode out at this end o the town, 
to deliver you this letter, sir. 

Know. To me. sir! What do you mean? pray you remember 
your court’sy. [i?cads.] To his most selecUd friend, master Edward 
Knowell. What might the gentleman’s name be, air, that sent it? 
Nay, pray you be covered. 

5mi. One master Wellbred, sir. 

Know. Master Wellbredl a young gentleman, is he not? 

Serv. The same, sir; master Kitely married his sister; the rich 
merchant in the Old Jewry. 

Know. You say very true. — BrainwormI 

Enter B&ainwobu. 

Brai. Sir. 

Know. Make this honest friend drink here: pray you, go in. 

[Exeunt Drainworm and Servant. 

This letter is directed to my son; 

Yet I am Edward Knowell too, and may, 

With the safe conscience of go<^ manners, use 
The fellow’s error to my satisfaction. 

Well, I will break it ope (old men are curious). 

Be it but for the style’s sake and the phrase; 

To see if both do answer my son’s praises, 

Who is almost grown the idolater 

Of this young Wellbred. What have we here? What's this? 

[/tftnfs) Why, Ned, I beseech thee, hast thou forsworn all thy friends 
In the Old Jewry? or dost thou think us all Jews that inhabit there? yet, 
l» thou dost, come over, and but see our frippery; change an old shirt 
f<nr a whole smock with us: do not conceive that antipathy between us 
and Hogsden, as was between Jews and hogs-flesh. Leave thy vigilant 
father alone, to number over his green apricots, evening and morning, on 
the north-west wall: an I had been his son, I had saved him the labour 
long since, if taking in all the young wenches that pass by at the back- 
door, and codling every kernel of the fruit for them, would have served. 
But, priylhee, come over to me quickly this morning: I have such a 
present for thee!— H}ur Turkey company never sent the like to the Grand 
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Signior. One Is a rhymer, sir, of yoiir own batch, your own leaven; but 
doth think himself poet-major of the town, willing to be shewn, and 
worthy to be seen. The other — I will not venture his description with 
you, till you come, because I would have you make hither with an appetite. 
If the worst of 'em be not worth your journey, draw your bill of charges, 
as unconscionable as any Guildbail verdict wUi give it you, and you shall 
be allowed your viaticum. Frotn Ik^ WindmilL 

From the Bordello it might come as well, 

The Spittle, or Pict-hatch. Is this the man 
My son hath sung so, for the happiest wit, 

The choicest brain, the times have sent us forth ! 

I know not what he may be in the arts. 

Nor what in schools; but, surely, for his manners, 

I judge him a profane and dissolute wretch; 

Worse by possession of such great good gifts. 

Being the master of so loose a spirit. 

Why, what unhallowed ruffian would have writ 
In such a scurrilous manner to a friend ! 

Why should he think I tell my apricots. 

Or play the Hesperian dragon with my fruit, 

To watch it? Well, my son. I had thought yon 
Had had more judgment to have made election 
Of your companions, than t’ have ta’en on trust 
Such petulant, jeering gamesters, that can spare 
No argument or subject from their jest. 

But I perceive affection makes a fool 

Of any man too much the father.— Brainworml 


ErUer Bbainwobm. 

the fellow gone that brought this letter? 

Brai. Yea, sir. a pretty while since. 

Know. And where is your young master? 

Brai. In his chamber, m. 

Know. He spake not with the fellow, did he? 

Brai No. sir, he saw him not. 

Knew. Take you this letter, and deliver it my son; bnt with do 

notice that I have opened it. on JO" Wo- . ^ 

Brai 0 Lord, sir I that were a jest mdeed. 

Know I am resolved I will not stop his journey, 

Nor practUe any violent mesM to stay 
The unbridled course of youth in him ; for that 
Restrain’d, grows more impatient; and in kind 
Like to the eager, but the generous f eyhound, 

Who ne’er so little from 

Turns head, and leaps up at his holder s throat. 

There is a way of winning more by love, 

And urtring of the modesty. Uian fear: 

Force -i^rks on servUe natures, not the fre^ 

He that’8 oompell’d to goodness, may be good. 
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But ’ti* but for that fit; where others, drawn 
By softness and example, get a habit. 

Then, if they stray, but waxn them, and the same 
They should for virtue have done, they’ll do for shamo. [Exit. 


SCENE II . — A i2oom in Kmowsll’s House, 

Enter E. Kkqwbll, wUh a teller tn his hand, followed hy 

Bbainworsi. 


E. Know. Did he open it, say’st thou! 

Brai. Yea, o’ my word, sir, and read the contents. 

B. Know. That scarce contents me. What countenance, prithee, 
made he in the reading of it ! was he angry, or pleased f 
Brai. Nay, sir, 1 saw him not read it, nor open it, I assure yoor 
worsh^ 

E. Know. No 1 how know’st thou then that he did either 7 
Brai. Marry, sir, because he charged me, on my life, to tell 
nobody that he open’d it; which, unless he had done, he would 
never fear to have it revealed. 

B. Know. That’s true: well, I thank thee, Brainworm. 


Enter Stephen. 

Step. 0, Brainworm, didst thou not see a fellow here In what* 
aha-call-him doublet? he brought mine uncle a letter e’en now. 

Brai. Yes, master Stephen, what of him? 

Step. 0, 1 have such a mind to beat him-~— where is he, canst 
thou tell ? 

Brai. Faith, he is not of that mind: he is gone, master Stephen. 

Step. Gone! which way? when went he? how long since 7 

Brai. He is rid hence; he took horse at the street-door. 

Step. And I staid in the fields 1 Whoreson scanderbag rogue! 
0 that I bad but a horse to fetch him back again! 

Brai. Why, you may have my master’s gelding, to save your 
longing, sir. 

Step. But I have no boots, that’s the spite on’t. 

Brai. Why, a fine wisp of hay, roll’d bard, master Stephen. 

Step. No, faith, it’s no boot to follow him now: let him e'en go 
uid hang. Prithee, help to truss me a little: he does so vex me— 

Brai. You’ll be worse vexed when you are trussed, master 
Stephen. Best keep unbraced, and walk yourself till you be oold; 
your choler may foimder you else. 

Step. By my faith, and so I will, now thou tell’st mo on’t: how 
dost thou like my leg, Brainworm ? 

Brai. A very good leg, master Stephen; but the woollen stocking 
does not commend it so well. 

Step. Fob I the stockings be good enough, now summer is coming 
on, for the dust: I’ll Imve a pair of silk against winter, that 1 go 
to dweD in the town. I think my leg would shew in a silk hos^~ 

Brai. Believe me, master Stephen, rarely well. 
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Step. In sadness, I think it would: I have a reasonable good leg. 

Brai. You have an excellent good leg, master Stephen; but I can- 
not stay to praise it longer now, and I am very sorry for it. [Exit. 

Step. Another time will serve, Brainworm. Gramercy for this. 

E. Know. Ha, ha, ha! 

Step. ’Slid, I hope he laughs not at me; an he do — 

E. Know. Here was a letter indeed, to be intercepted by a man’s 
father, and do him good with him! He cannot but think moat 
virtuously, both of me, and the sender, sure, that make the careful 
costermonger of him in our familiar epistles. Well, if he read tliis 
with patience I’ll be gelt, and troll ballads for master John Trundle 
yonder, the rest of my mortality. It is true, and likely, my father 
may have as much patience as another man, for he takes much 
physic; and oft taking physic makes a mao very patient. But 
would your packet, master Wellbred, had arrived at him in such a 
minute of his patience! then we had known the end of it, which 

now is doubtful, and threatens [Sees MasUr Stephen.] What, my 

wise cousin! nay, then I’ll furnish our feast with one gull more 
toward the mess. He writes to me of a brace, and here’s one, that s 
three- oh, for a fourth. Fortune, if ever thou’lt use thine eyes. I 


entreat thee — , , , , , . u j 

SUp Oh now I see who he laughed at: be laughed at somebody 

In that letter. By this good Ught, an he had laughed at me- 

E Know. How now, cousin Stephen, melancholy f 

SUv Yes. a little: I thought you had laughed at me. cousin. 

E Know. Why, what an I had, coz? what would you have done. 

SU-D Bv this light, I would have told mine uncle. ^ , . 

E. knoto. Nay, if you would have told your uucle, I did laug 


at you, coz. 

Step. Did you, indeed ? 

E. Know. Yes, indeed. 

Step. Why then— 

E. Know. What then? 

Stev I am satisfied; it is sufficient. 

E ^Know. Why, be so, gentle coz: and, I pray you, 
a cour^y of you. I am sent for this morning by a friend n the 

Old Jewry, to come to him; it is but crossing over 
Moorgat^ Will you bear me company ? I protest it is no 
j — intn bond or any plot against the state, coz. . 

5 /en Sir, that’s all one an it were; you shall comm^d me 
50 far^aa Moorgate, to do you good in such a matter. Do y 

I would leave you T I prot^t— 

morfto mv Mend, than I'll speak of at this time. 

pardon ore: but I apoab » 

tarn, coz! do yon kno» what yon say! A 
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gentleman of your sorts, parts, carriage, and estimation, to talk of 
your turn in this company, and to me alone, like a tankard-bearer 
at a conduit! fie! A u-ight that, hitherto, his every step hath left 
the stamp of a great foot behind him, as every word the savour of 
a strong spirit, and he! this man! so graced, gilded, or, to use a 
more fit metaphor, so tinfoUed by nature, as not ten housewives’ 
pewter, again a go^ time, shews more bright to the world than he I 
and he! (as I said last, so I say again, and still shall say it) this 
man ! to conceal such real ornaments as these, and shadow their 
glory, as a milliner’s wife does her wrought stomacher, with a 
smoaky lawn, or a black Cyprus! 0, coil it cannot be answered; 
go not about it: Drake’s old ship at Deptford may sooner circle 
the world again. Come, wrong not the quality of your desert, with 
looking downward, coz; but hold up your head, so: and let the 
idea of what you are be portrayed in yoxir face, that men may read 
in your physnomy, hert t/n<Atn thi^ plact is io bt seen the fruc, rare, 
and accomplished monster, or mtra^ of ruslurt, which is all one. 
What think you of this, coz T 

Step. Why, I do think of it: and 1 will be more proud, and 
melancholy, and gentlemanlike, than I have been. I’ll insure you. 

E. Knoxo. Why, that’s resolute, master Stephen 1 — Now, if I can 
but hold him up to his height, as it is happily begun, it will do well 
for a suburb humour: we may hap have a match with the city, 
and play him for forty pound. — Come, coz. 

Step. I’ll follow you. 

B. Know. Follow me! you must go before. 

Step. Nay, an I must, I wilL Pray you shew me, good cousin. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE m . — The Lane before Cob’s House. 

Enter Master Mathbw. 

Mat. I think this be the house: what hoi 

Enter Cob. 

Cob. Who's there? 0, master Mathew I give your worship good 
morrow. 

Mat, What, Cob! how dost thou, good Cob? dost thou inhabit 
here, Cob? 

Cob. Ay, sir, I and my lineage have kept a poor house here, in our 
daya 

Mat. Thy lineage, monsieur Cob 1 what lineage, what lineage ? 

Cob. Why, sir, an ancient lineage, and a princely. Mine ance’try 
came from a king’s belly, no worse man; and yet no man either, 
by your worehip’s leave, I did lie in that, but herring, the king of 
(&om his belly I proceed), one of the monarchs of the world, I 
assure you. The first red herring that was broiled in Adam and 
Eve’s kitchen, do I fetch my pedigree from, by the hsurot’s book. 
His cob was my great, great, mighty great grandfather. 

Mat. Why mighty, why mighty, I pray thee ? 
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Gob. O, it waa 8 mighty while ago, sii, and a mi^ty great cob. 

Mai. How know'st thou that? 

Cob. How know I ! why, I smell his ghost ever and anon. 

Mat. Smell a ghost! 0 unsavoury jest! and the ghost of a 
herring cob? 

Cob. Ay, sir: With favour of your worship’s nose, master 
Mathew, why not the ghost of a herring cob, as well as the ghost 
of Rasher Bacon? 

Mat. Roger Bacon, thou would’et say. 

Cob. I say Rasher Bacon. They were both broiled on the coals; 
and a man may smell broiled meat, I hope! yon are a scholar, 
upsolve me that now. 

Mai. 0 raw ignorance Cob, canst thou shew me of a gentleman, 
one captain BobadiU, where bis lodging is ? 

Cob. 0, my guest, sir, you mean. 

Mat. Thy guest! alas, ha, ha, hal . u j-n* 

Cob. Why do you laugh, sir ? do you not mean captem BobadiU ? 

Mai. Cob, pray thee advise thyself weU; do not wrong the 
gentleman, and thyself too. I dare be sworn, he scorns thy house; 
hel he lodge in such a base obscure place as thy house! Tut^ I 
know his disposition so weU, ho would not lie in thy bed if thou dst 


give it him. ,, _ . 

Cob. I will not give it him though, sir. Mass, I fought some- 
what was in it, we could not get him to bed all night: Well, air, 
though he lie not on my bed. he lies on my bench: an t 
to eo up. sir, you shall find him with two cushions under 1^ head, 
and his^ cloak wrapped about him, as though he 
nor lost, and yet, I warrant, ho ne’er cast better in his life, than he 

has done to-night 

i/of. Wliy, was he drunk ? . 

Cob. Drunk, sir! you hear not me say bo: perhaps ?wallow^ 
a Uvem-token, or some such device, sir, I have nothing to do 
withal. I deal with water and not with wine-Give me my 
thSe, ho!-God be wi’ you, sir. It’s six oclookt I sbould hare 
carried two turns by this. ^Vhat bo! my stopple! come. 

Enter TiB teiih a water-tankard. 


Mat Lie in a water-bearer’s house! a gentleman of his haviugs. 
mrs.r'this geutle.au up to the oapbriu. 

^urth and now do" he creep and ^ggle into 

S the brave gaUanto about the town, such m my ^cst is (0^ 
aU the orave g invincibly. He useth 

guest a fine ^ ^hece 1 serve water, one master 

Syt^nVe o"; ^ here’s the jest, he is in love with 
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my maHtcr’e aster, Mrs. Bridget, and calls lier mistress; and there 
he will ait you a whole afternoon sometimes, reading of these same 
abominable, vile (a pox on ’eml I cannot abide them), raa^y 
verses, poetrie, poetrie, and speaking of interludes; ’twill make a 
man burst to hear him- And the wenchee, they do so jeer, and 
ti-he at him — Well, should they do so much to me. I’d forewear 
them all, by the foot of Pharaoh I There’s an oathl How many 
water-bearers shall you hear swear such an oath? 0, I have a 
guest — he teaches me— he does swear the legiblcst of any man 
christened: By 8t. George / the foot of Pharaoh / the body of me I ae 
I am a gentleman and a soldier J such dainty oaths! and withal he 
does take this same filthy roguish tobacco, the finest and clean- 
liest! it would do a man good to see the fumes come forth at’a 
tonnels. — Well, he owes me forty shilling my wife lent him out of 
her purse, by sixpence at a time, besides his lodging: 1 would I 
had it! I shall Imve it, he says, the next action. Helter skelter, 
hang sorrow, care'll kill a cat, up-tails all, and a louse for the 
hangman. {Exit. 

SCENE rV. — A Room »n Cob’s House. Bobxdill discovered 

lying on a bench. 

Bob. Hostess, hostess 1 

Enter Tm. 

Tib. What say you, sir ? 

Bob. A cup of thy small beer, sweet hostess. 

Tib. Sir, there’s a gentleman below would speak with you. 

Bcb. A gentleman I ’odso, I am not within. 

TA. My husband told him you were, sir. 

Bcb. What a plague— what meant he? 

Mat. [bdow.] Captain Bobadilll 

Bob. Who’s there !— Take away the bason, good hostess Come 
up, sir. 

TA. He would desire you to come up, sir. Tou come into a 
cleanly house, here! 

Enter Mathbw. 

Mat. Save you, sir; save you, oaptainl 

Bob. Gentle master Mathewl Is it you, please you to sit 
down. 

Mat. Thank you, good captain; you may see 1 am somewhat 
audacious. 

Bob. Not so, air. I was requested to supper last night by a sort 
of ^Uants, where you were wished for, ana drunk to, 1 assure you. 

Mat. Vouchsafe me, by whom, good capt^T 

Bob. Marry, by young Wellhted, and others.— Why, hostess, a 
stool here for this gentleman. 

McU. No haste, sir, ’tia very weU. 
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Bob. Body o’ me! it was so late ere we parted last night, I can 
scarce open my eyes yet; I was but new risen, as you came; how 
passes the day abroad, sir? you can tell. 

Mai. Faith, some half hour to seven; Now, trust me, you have 
an exceeding fine lodging here, very neat, and private. 

Bob. Ay, sir: sit down, I pray you. Master Mathew, in any 
case possess no gentlemen of our acquaintance with notice of my 
lodging. 

Mai. Who? I, sir; no. 

Bob. Not that I need to care who know it, for the cabin is con- 
venient; but in regard I would not be too popular, and generally 
visited, as some are. 

Mai. True, captain, I conceive you. 

Bob. For, do you see, sir, by the heart of valour in me, except it 
be to some peculiar and choice spirits, to whom I am extraordinarily 
engaged, as yourself, or so, I could not extend thus far. 

Mat. 0 Lord, sir I I resolve so. 

Bob. I confess I love a cleanly and quiet privacy, above all the 
tumult and roar of fortune. What new book have you there? 


What! Go by, Hieronymo ? , ,, „ 

Mai. Ay: did you ever see it acted? Is t not well penned? 

Bob Well penned ! I would fain see all the poets of these times 
pen such another play as that was: they’ll prate and swagger, and 
keep a stir of art and devices, when, as I am a gentleman, read em, 
they are the most shallow, pitiful, barren fellows, that live upon the 

face of the earth again. , 

[While Master Mathew reads, Bobadill makes htmself fwdy. 

Mat. Indeed here are a number of fine speeches in this book. 

0 eyes, ruo eyes, bui founiaim fraught with tears ! there s a cojiceit. 

fouiiains fraugH with tears / 0 life, tw life but hvelyform of d^h! 

another. 0 xoarld, no world, but nws of pfhc 
Confused and filVd with murder and mxsdeeds f a fourth. U, tno 
muses > Is’t not excellent ? Is’t not simply the best that ever you 
beard, captain? Ha! how do you like it? 

Bob. ’Tifl good. 

Mat To thu, the purest object to my sense, 

The most refined essence heaven covers. 

Send I these lines, wherein I do commence 
The happy state of turtle -billing lovers. 

If they prove rough, unpolish’d, harsh, and rude, 

Basie made the waste: thus mildly 1 conclude. 

Bob. Nay, proceed, proceed. Where's this? infancy 

\fni This sir* a toy of mine own, in my non-age, the i 7 
of my But Jen will you come and oiy «tudy 

faithf I can shew you some very good tbngs I dow of - 
kat boot becomes your leg passing well, captain, methinks. 

Bob. So. so; tlio fashion gentremen now u.e 

Mat. Troth, captain, and now eioeeingly: This 

Wellbred’s elder brother and I are fallen out exceeding y 
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other day, I happened to enter into some discourse of a hanger, 
which, I assure you, both for fashion and workmansliip, was most 
peremptory beautiful and gentlemanlike: yet he condemned, and 
cried it down for the most pied and ridiculous that ever he saw. 

Bob. Squire Downright, the half-brother, was’t not? 

Mat. Ay, sir, he. 

Bob. Hang him, rookl he! why he has no more judgment than 
a malt-horse: By St. George, I wonder you’d lose a thought upon 
such an animal; the most peremptory absurd clown of Christendom, 
this day, he is holden. I protest to you, as I am a gentleman and 
a soldier, I ne er changed with his like. By his discourse, he should 
eat nothing but hay ; he was bom for the manger, pannier, or pack- 
saddle. He has not so much as a good phrase in his belly, but all 
old iron and rusty proverbs: a gO(^ commodity for some smith to 
make hob-nails of. 

Mat. Ay, and he thinks to carry it away with his manhood still, 
where he comes: he brags he will give me the bastinado, as I bear. 

Bob. How! he the bastinado I how came he by that word, trow? 

Mat. Nay, indeed, he said cudgel me; I termed it so, for my 
more grace. 

Bob. That may be: for 1 was sure it was none of his word ; but 
when, when said he so ? 

Mat. Faith, yesterday, they say; a young gallant, a friend of 
mine, told me so. 

Bob. By the foot of Pharaoh, an 'twere my case now, I should 
send him a chartel presently. The bastinado! a most proper and 
sufficient dependence, warranted by the great Caranza. Come 
hither, you shall chartel him; I’ll shew you a trick or two yon 
shall Ull him with at pleasure; Hie first stoccata, if you will, by 
this air. 

Mat. Indeed, you have absolute knowledge in the mystery, I 
have heard, sir. 

Bob. Of whom, of whom, have you heard it, I beseech you ? 

Mat. Troth, I have heard it spoken of divers, that you have very 
rare, and un-in-one-breath-utterable skill, sir. 

Bob. By heaven, no, not I; no skill in the earth; some small 
rudiments in the science, as to know my time, distance, or so. I 
have professed it more for noblemen and gentlemen’s use, than 
mine own practice, I assure you.— Hostess, accommodate us with 
another bed-staff here quicldy. Lend us another bed-staff — the 
woman does not understand ^e words of action.— Look you, sir: 
exalt not your point above this state, at any hand, and let your 
poniard maintain your defence, thus: — give it the gentleman, and 
leave us. \Ex\tT\b.^ So, sir. Come on: 0, twine your body more 
about, that yo'i may fall to a more sweet, comely, gentlemanlike 
guard; sol indifferent: hollow your body more, sir, thus: now, 
stand fast o your left 1^, note your distance, keep your due pro- 
portion of time— oh, yon disorder your point most irregularly. 

Mat. How is the bearing of it now, sir ? 
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fob. 0, ont of measure ill: a well-experieoced hand vonld pass 
upon jon at pleasure. 

Mai. How mean jon, sir, pass upon met 
Bob. Why, thus, sir,— -make a throat at {Master Mathevt 
pushes al Bobadill] come in upon the answer, control your point, 
and make a full career at the body: The best-practised gallants of 
the time name it the passado; a most desperate thrust, believe it. 


Mai. Well, come, sir. 

Bob. Why, you do not manage your weapon with any facility 
or grace to invite me. I have no spirit to play with you; your 
dearth of judgment renders you tedious. 

Mat. But one venue, sir. 

Bob. Venue! fie; the most gross denomination as ever I heard: 
0, the stoccata, while you five, sir; note that.— Come, put on yow 
cloke, and we’ll go to some private place where you are acquainted; 
some tavern, or so — and have a bit. I’ll send for one of Jbese 
fencera, and he shall breathe you, by my direction; and then I will 
teach you your trick: you shall kill him with it at the first, u yon 
please. Why, I wUl learn you, by the true judgment of the eye, 
hand, and foot, to control any enemy’s point in the world. Should 
your adversary confront you with a pi^l, ’twere nothing, by this 
band 1 you should, by the same rule, control his bullet, m a toe, 
except it were hail shot, and spread. What money have you about 
you, master Mathew? 

Mat. Faith, I have not past a two shilhng or so. 

Bob. 'Tis somewhat with the least; but come; we ^ have a 
bunch of radish and salt to teste our wine, and » piP® ^ tobacco te 
close the orifice of the stomach: and teen we 11 caU upon young 
Wellbred: perhaps we shall meet the Corydon his brother there. 

ikod put UiiD to the question. 


ACT II 

SCENE I. The Old Jeivry. J EaU in Kitelt’3 Bouse. 

Enter Kitely, Cash, ond Downhioht. 

Kit. Thomas, come hither. 

There lies a note within upon my desk; 

Here take my key: it is no matter neither.— 

Where is the boy? . , . 

Cash. Within, sir, m the warehouse. 

Kit Let him tell over straight tliat Spanish gold. 

And weigh it, with the pieces of eight Do you 
See tee deUvery of those sUver stufis 
To Master Lucar: tell him, if he wUl. 

He shall have the grograns, at the rate 1 told him. 

And I will meet him on the Exchange anon. 

Cash. Good, sir. 
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Kit. Do you see that fellow, brother Downright? 

Doto. Ay, what of him ? 

Ext. He is a jewel, brother. 

I took him of a child up at my door, 

And christen’d him, gave him mine own name, Thomas: 

Since bred Him at the Hospital; where proving 
A toward imp, I call’d Him home, and taught him 
So much, as i have made him my cashier. 

And giv’n him, who had none, a surname, Cash: 

And find him in his place so full of faith. 

That 1 durst trust my life into his hands. 

Dow. So would not I in any bastard’s, brother. 

As it is like he is, although I knew 

Myself his father. But you said you had somewhat 

To tell me, gentle brother: what is’t, wliat is’t? 

EU. Faith, I am very loath to utter it. 

As fearing it may hurt your patience: 

Bui that I know your judgment is of strength. 

Against the nearness of afiectioi^~ 

Dow. What need this circumstance T pray you, be direct. 

Eit. I will not say bow much 1 do ascribe 
Unto your friendship, nor in what regard 
I hold your love; but let my past behaviour, 

And usage of your sister, [both] confirm 
How well I have been affected to your — 

Dow. You are too tedious; come to the matter, the matter. 

Ext. Then, without further ceremony, thus. 

My brother Wellbred, sir, I know not how. 

Of late is much declined in what he was, 

And greatly alter’d in his dispoeitioa. 

When he came first to lodge here in my house, 

Ne’er trust me if I were not proud of him: 

Klethought he bare himself in such a fashion, 

So full of man, and sweetness in his carriage. 

And what was chief, it skew’d not borrow’d in Him , 

But all be did became him as his own. 

And seem’d as perfect, proper, and possest, 

As breath with life, or colour with the blood. 

But now. Ids course is so irr^ulor, 

So loose, affected, and deprived of grace, 

And he himself withal so far fallen off 

From that first place, as scarce no note remains. 

To tell men’s judgments where he lately stood. 

He’s grown a stranger to all due respect, 

Forgetful of his friends; and not content 
To stale himself in all societies. 

He makes my house here common as a mart* 

A theatre, a public receptacle 

For giddy humour, and deceased riot; 
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And here, as in a tavern or a stews. 

He and his wild associates spend their hours, 

In repetition of lascivious jesta, 

Swear, leap, drink, dance, and revel night by night, 

Control my servants; and, indeed, what not? 

Doxc. ’Sdeins, I know not what I should say to him, in the whole 
world! He values me at a crack’d three-farthings, for aught I see. 
It will never out of the flesh that’s bred in the bone. I have told 
him enough, one would think, if that would serve; but counsel to 
him is as good as a shoulder of mutton to a sick horse. Well! he 
knows what to trust to, for George: let him spend, and spend, and 
domineer, till his heart ake; an he think to be relieved by me, when 
he Is got into one o’ your city pounds, the counters, he has the 
wrong sow by the ear, i’faith; and claps his dish at the wrong man s 
door; I’ll lay my hand on my halfpenny, ere I part with it to fetch 
him out, rU assure him. 

Kit. Nay, good brother, let it not trouble you thus. 

Dow. ’Sdeath! he mads me; I could eat my very spur-leathers 
for anger ! But, why arc you so tame ? why do you not speak to 
him , and tell him bow he disquiets your house? 

Kit. 0, there are divers reasons to di^uade me. 

But, would yourself vouchsafe to travail in it 
(Though but with plain and easy circumstance). 

It would both come much better to his sense, 

And savour less of stomach, or of passion. 

You are his elder brother, and that title 
Both gives and warrants your authority. 

Which, by your presence seconded, must breed 
A kind of duty in him, and regard: 

Whereas, if I should intimate the least. 

It would but add contempt to 1^ neglect, 

Heap worse on ill, make up a pile of hatred, 

I’hat in the rearing would come tottering down. 

And in the ruin bury all our love. 

Nay, more than this, brother ; if 1 should speak, 

He would be ready, from his heat of humour. 

And overflowing of the vapour in him. 

To blow the ears of his familinrs 

With the false breath of telling what disgraces, 

And low disparagements, I had put upon him. 

Wliilst they, sir, to relieve him in the fable, 

Make their loose comments upon every word, 

Gesture, or look, I use; mock me all over, 

From my flat cap unto my shining shoes; 

And out of their impetuous riotiii" phant sies, 

Beget some slander that shall dwell with me. 

And what would that be, think you ? marry, this. 

They w'ould give out, because my w^e is fair, 

.Myself but lately mamed. and my sister 
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Here sojourning a virgin in my house, 

That I were jealous! — nay, as sure as death. 

That they would say: and, how that I had quarrell’d 
My brother purposely, thereby to find 
An apt pretext to banish them my house. 

Dow. Mass, perhaps so; they’re like enough to do it. 

Brother, they would, believe it; so should I, 

Like one of these penurious quack -salvers. 

But set the bills up to mine own disgrace, 

And try experimente upon myself; 

Lend scorn and envy opportunity 
To stab my reputation and good namfr— 

Enter Master Mathbw struggling with Bobadill. 

Hat. 1 will speak to him. 

Bob. Speak to him! away I By the foot of Pharaoh, you shall 
not! you shall not do him that grace. — The time of day to you, 
gentleman o’ the house. Is master Wellbred stirring 7 
Dow. How then ? what should he do 7 
Bob. Gentleman of the house, it is to you: is he within, sir 7 
Eit. He came not to his lodging to-night, sir, I assure you. 

Dow. Why, do you hear 7 you 1 

Bob. The gentleman citizen hath satisfied me; 

I’ll talk to no scavenger. [Exeunt Boh. and Mat. 

Dow. How ! scavenger I stay, sir, stay 1 
Kit. Nay, brother Downright. 

Dow. ’Heart ! stand you away, an you love me. 

Kit. You shall not follow him now, I pray you, brother, good 
faith you shall not ; I will overrule you. 

Dow. Ha! scavenger! well, go to. I say little: but, by this good 
day (God forgive me I should swear), if 1 pat it up so, say I am the 
rankest cow that ever pist 'Sdeins, an I swallow this. I’ll ne’er 
draw my sword in the sight of Fleet-street again while I live; I’ll 
sit in a barn with madge-howlet, and catch mice first. Scavenger! 
heart!*— and I’ll go near to fill that huge tumbrel-slop of yours with 
somewhat, an I nave good luck: your Garagantua breech cannot 
carry it away so. 

KU. Ob, do not fret yourself thus: never think on’t 
Dow. Tliese are my brother’s consorts, these! these are his 
camerades, his walking mates I he’s a gallant, a cavaliero too, right 
hangman cut! Let me not live, an I could not find in my heart to 
swinge the whole gang of ’em, one after another, and begin with 
him first. I am gneved it should be said he is my brother, and 
take these courses: Well, as he brews, so shall he drink, for George, 
again. Yet ho shall hear on’t, and that tightly too, an I live, i’faith. 

KU. But, brother, let your reprehension, then. 

Run in an easy current, not o'er high 
Carried with rashness, or devouring choler; 

But rather use the soft persua^ng way. 
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Whose powers will work more gently, and compose 
The imperfect thoughts you labour to reclaim; 

More winning, than enforcing the consent. 

Dow. Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant yon. 

How now! [Bell rings.] Oh, the bell rings to breakfast 
Brother, I pray you go in, and bear my wife company till I come; 
I’ll but give order for some despatch of business to my servants. 

[Exit DownrighL 


Enter Cob, with his tankard. 

Kit. What, Cob! our maids will have you by the back, i’faith, 
for coming so late this morning. 

Cob. Perhaps so, sir; take heed somebody have not them by the 
bellv, for walking so late in the evening. [Sxxt. 

kit. Well; yet my troubled spirit’s somewhat eased. 

Though not reposed in that security 
As I could wish: but I must bo content. 

Howe’er I set a face on’t to the world. 

Would I had lost this finger at a venture. 

So Wellbred had ne’er lodged within my house. 

Why’t cannot be, where there is such resort 
Of wanton gallants, and young revellers. 

That any woman should be honest long. 

Is’t like, that factious beauty v.i\\ preserve 

The public weal of chastity unshaken, . , , 

When such strong motives muster, and make head 
Against her single peace f No, no: beware. 

When mutual appetite doth meet to treat. 

And spirits of one kind and quality 
Come once to parley in the pndo of blood, 

It is no slow conspiracy that follows. 

WeU, to be plain, if I but thought the time 
Had answer’d their affections, all the worid 
Should not persuade me but I were a cuckold. 

Marrv I hope they have not got that start; 

For opportunity hath balk’d them yet, 

And shaU do stUl, while I have eyes and ears 
To attend the impositions of my heart. 

Mv presence shall be as an iron bar, 

’Twixt the conspiring motions or desire: 

Yea every look or gl^ce mine eye ejwta 
Shall check occasion, as one doth his slave. 

When ho forgets the limits of prescnption. 

Enter Dome Kitelt and Bbipoot. 

Dame SUter Bridget, pray you fetch down 

^SweeT-helrt. will you come in to breakfast? 

Kit. An she have overheard me now!— 
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Damt K. I pray thaa, good muss, we stay for you. 

Kit. By heaven, I would not for a thousand angela 

Damt K. What ail you, sweet-heart? are you not well? speak, 
good muss. 

KU. Troth my head akes extremely on a sudden. 

Dame K. {jmtling lier hand to his forehead.} 0, the Lordl 

KU. How now 1 What ? 

Dame K. Alas, how it bums! Mujw, keep you warm; good truth 
it is this new disease, there’s a number are troubled withaL For 
love’s sake, sweet-heart, come in, out of the air. 

KU. How simple, and bow subtle are her answers! 

A new disease, and many troubled with it? 

Why true; she heard me, all the world to nothing. 

Dame K. 1 pray thee, good sweet-heart, oome is; the air will do 
you harm, in troth. 

KU. The air! she has me in the wind. — Sweet-heart, I’ll come to 
you presently; ’twill away, I hope. 

Dame K. Pray Heaven it do. 

KU. A new diseasel I know not, new or old, 

But it may well be call’d poor mortals’ plague; 

For, like a pestilence, it doth infect 
The houses of the brain. First it begins 
Sobly to work upon the phaota^. 

F illin g her seat with such pestiferous air, 

As soon corrupts the judgment; and from thence, 

Sends like contagion to the memory: 

Still each to other giving the infection. 

Which as a subtle vapour spreads itself 
Confusedly through every sensive part, 

Till not a thought or motion in the mind 
Be free from the black poison of suspect. 

Ah 1 but what misery is it to know this ? 

Or, knowing it. to want the mind’s erection 
Id such extremes ? Well, I will once more strive, 

In spite of this black cloud, myself to be. 

And shake the fever ofi that thus shakes mei 

SCENE n. — Moorfields. 

Enter BaaiNWORK disguised like a maimed Soldier. 

Brai. ’Slid, I cannot choose but lau^ to see myself translated 
thus, from a poor creature to a creator; for now mnst I create an 
intolerable sort of lies, or my present profession loses the grace: and 
yet the lie, to a man of my coat^ is as ominous a fruit as the fioo. 
0, air, it holds for good polity ever, to have that outwardly in vilest 
estimation, that inwardly is meet dear to us: so muoh for my 
borrowed shape. Well, the troth is, my old master intends to follow 
my young m^ter, dry-foot, over iloorhelds to London, this morn- 
ing; DOWt I knowing of this hunting-match^ or rather oonspiraoy, 



57^ Ben Jonson’s Plays 

aod to insinuate with my young master (for bo must we that are blue 
waiters, and men of hope and service do, or perhaps we may wear 
motle}' at the year’s end, and who wears motley, you know), have 
got me afore in this disguise, determining here to Ue in ambuscado, 
and intercept him in the mid-way. If I can but get his cloke, his 
purse, and his hat, nay, any tiling to cut him oS, that is, to stay 
his journey, Veni, vidi, tnci, I may say with captain Csesar, I am 
made for ever, i’faith. Well, now I must practise to get the true 

garb of one of these lance-knights, my arm here, and my Odso! 

my young master, and his cousin, master Stephen, as I am true 
counterfeit man of war, and no soldier! 


Enter E. Ki<owELL and Stephen. 

B. Enow. So. sir! and how then, coi? 

Step. ’Sfoot! I have lost my purse, I think. 

E. Know. How ! lost your purse ? where ? when had you it ? 
Sup. I cannot tell; stay. 

Brat. ’Slid, I am afraid they will know me: would I could get 
by them ! 

E. Know. What, have you it ? 

Step. No; I tliink I was bemtehed. I — [CriM. 

E. Know. Nay, do not weep the loss: hang it, let it go. 

Step. Oh, it's here: No. an it had been lost, I had not cared, but 
for a jet ring mistress Mary sent me. 

E. Know. A jet ring! 0 the poesie, the poesie? 

SUp. Fine, i’faith. — 

Though Fancy sleep. 

My love is deep. 

Meaning, that though I did not fancy her, yet she loved me dearly. 
E. Know. Most e.xcellentl 

sup. And then 1 sent her another, and my poesie was. 

The deeper the sweeter, 

I’ll be judg'd by St. Peter. 


E. Enow. How, by St. Peter ? I do not conceive that. 

Step. Marrj'. St. Peter, to make up the metre. 

B. Know. Well, there the saint wos your good patron, he help a 
vou at vour need; thank liim, thank him. 

^ Brat I cannot take leave on ’em so; I will venture, come 
wnat will. [Coines forward.] Gentlemen, please you change a few 
crowns for a very excellent blade here? I am a poor gentleman, a 
soldier, one that, in the better state of my fortunes, scom^ so mean 
a refuee* but now it is the humour of necessity to have it so. lou 
seem to be gentlemen well affected to martial men, ebe I should 
rather die with silence, than live with shame: however, vouchsafe 
S «metber it is my ^ant speaks, not myself; this condition agrees 

not with my spirit — 

E. Know. Where bast thou served I 
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Brat. May it please you, sir, in all the late wars of Bohemia, 
Hungary, Dalmatia, Poland, where not, sir? I have been a poor 
servitor by sea and land any time this fourteen years, and followed 
the fortunes of the best commanders in Christendom. I was twice 
shot at the taking of Aleppo, once at the relief of Vienna; I have 
been at Marseilles, Naples, and the Adriatic gulf, a gentleman-slave 
in the gallics, thrice; where I was most dangerously shot in the 
head, tlirough both the tliighs; and yet, being thus maimed, I am 
void of maintenance, nothing left me but my scars, the noted marks 
of my resolution. 

Step. How will you sell this rapier, friend? 

Brai. Generous sir, I refer it to your own judgment; you are a 
gentleman, give me what you please. 

Step. Tnie, 1 am a gentleman, I know that, friend; but what 
though 1 I pray you say, what would you ask ? 

Brat. I assure you, the blade may become the side or thigh of 
the best prince in Europe. 

B. Knotc. Ay, with a velvet scabbard, I think. 

Step. Nay, an’t be mine, it shall have a velvet scabbard, coz, 
that’s fiat; I’d not wear it, as it is, an you would give me an angel. 

Brai. At your worship’s pleasure, sir; nay, ’tis a most pure 
Toledo. 

Step. I had rather it were a Spaniard. But tell me, what shall 1 
give you for it ? An it had a silver hilt — 

E. Know. Come, come, you shall not buy it: hold, there’s a 
shilling, fellow; take thy rapier. 

Step. Why, but 1 will buy it now, because you say so; and there’s 
another shilling, fellow; I scorn to be out-bidden. What, shall I 
walk with a cudgel, like Higginbottom, and may have a rapier for 
money 1 

E. Know. You may buy one in the city. 

Step. Tut! I’ll buy this i’ the field, so I will: I have a mind to’t, 
because ’tis a field rapier. Tell me your lowest price. 

E. Know. You shall not buy it, I say. 

Step. By this money, but I though I give more than ’tis 
worth. 

E. Know. Come away, you are a fool. 

Step. Friend, I am a fool, that’s granted; but I’ll have it, for 
that word’s sake. Follow me for your money. 

Brai. At your service, sir. [ExeuiU, 

SCENE m..— Another Part of MoorfUide. 

Enter Knowkll. 

Know. I cannot lose the thought yot of this letter, 

Sent to my son; nor leave t’ admire the change 
Of manners, and the breeding of our youth * 

Within the kingdom, since myself was one. 

When I was young, he lived not in the stews 
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Durst have conceived a scorn, and utter’d it« 

On a gray bead: age was authority 
Against a bufioon, and a man bad then 
A certain reverence paid unto his years. 

That had none due unto bis life: so much 
The sanctity of some prevail’d for others. 

But now we all are fallen; youth, from their fear, 
And age, from that which bred it, good example. 

Nay, would oorselves were not the first, even parents. 
That did destroy the hopes in our own children; 

Or they not learn’d our vices in their cradles. 

And suck’d in our ill customs with their milk; 


Ere all their teeth be bom, or they can speak. 

We make their palates cunning; the first words 
We form their tongues with, are licentious jests: 

Can it call whore ? cry bastard t 0, then, kiss it! 

A witty child! can’t swear? the father’s darling! 

Give it two plums. Nay, rather than’t shall leam 
No bawdy song, the mother herself will teach it ! — 

But this is in Uie infancy, the days 

Of ^e long coat; when it puts on the breeches, 

It will put off all this: Ay, it is like. 

When it is gone into the bone already 1 
No, no ; this dye goes deeper than the coat, 

Or shirt, or skin; it stains into the liver, 

And heart, in some: and, rather than it should not. 

Note what we fathers do! look how we live! 

What mistresses we keep I at what expense, 

In our sons’ eyes! where they may handle our gifts, 

Hear our lascivious courtships, see our dalliance, 

Taste of the same provoking meats with us, 

To ruin of our states 1 Nay, when our own 
Portion is fled, to prey on the remainder, 

We call them into fellowship of vice; 

Bait ’em with the young chamber-maid, to seal, 

And teach ’em all bad ways to buy affliction. 

This is one path: but there are millions more. 

In which we spoil our own, with leading them. 

Well, I thank heaven, I never yet wm he 
•Diat travell’d with my eon, before sixteen, 

To show him the Venetian courtezans; 

Nor re^ the grammar of cheating I had made. 

To my sharp boy, at twelve; repeating still 
The rule, Get money; still, get money, hoy; 

No matter by wkal means; money will do 
More, boy, than my lor<£ s letter. Neither have I 
Drest snaUs or mushrooms cunously before him, 

Perfumed my sauces, and taught him how to make them; 

Preceding still, with my gray gluttony. 
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At all the ord’nariea, and only fear’d 
HU palate should degenerate, not hU manners. 

These are the trade of fathers now; however. 

My SOD, I hope, bath met within my threshold 
None of these household precedents, which are strong. 

And swift, to rape youth to their precipice. 

But let the house at home be ne’er so clean 

Swept, or kept sweet from filth, nay dust and cobwebs, 

If he will live abroad Avith his companions. 

In dung and leystals, it is worth a fear; 

Nor U the danger of conversing less 
Than all that I have mention’d of example. 


Eriter BaamwoRM, disguised os before. 

Brai. My masterl nay, faith, have at you; 1 am fleah’d now, I 
have sped so well. [Aside.] Worshipful sir, 1 beseech you, respect the 

estate of a poor soldier; I am ashamed of thU base course of life, 

God’s my comfort — but extremity provokes me to’t: what remedy ? 

Know. I have not for you, now. 

Brai. By the faith I bear unto truth, gentleman, it is no ordinary 
custom in me, but only to preserve manhood. I protest to you, a 
man I have been: a man I may be, by your sweet bounty. 

Know. Pray thee, good friend, be satisfied, 

Brai. Good sir, by that hand, you may do the part of a kind 
gentleman, in lending a poor soldier the price of two cans of beer 
a matter of small value: the king of heaven shall pay you, and I 
shall rest thankful: Sweet worshi^^— 

Know. Nay, an you be so importunate— 
i. -9^’ tendw six! need will have its course: I was not mode 

to this vile use. Well, the edge of the enemy could not have abated 
me 80 much: it s hard when a man hath served in his prince’s cause, 
and be thiM. [ Weeps.] Honourable worship, let me derive a small 
piece of silver from you, it shall not be given in the course of time. 
By this good ground, I was fain to pawn my rapier last night for 


Znoitf. BeUeve me, I am taken with some wonder. 
To think a fellow of thy outward presence, 

Should, in the frame and fashion of his mind 
Be so degenerate, and sordid-baso. ’ 

Art thou a man ? and sham’st thou not to beg. 

To practise such a servile kind of life ’ ^ 

Why, were thy education ne’er so mean 
Having thy limbs, a thousand fairer courses 
Offer themselves to thy election. 

Either ^e wars might still supply thy wants. 

Or service of some virtuous gentleman. 

Or honest labour; nay, what can I name, 

But would become thee better than to beg: 

U489 
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But men of thy condition feed on sloth, 

As doth the beetle on the dung she breeds in; 

Nor caring how the metal of your minds 
Ifl eaten until the rust of idleness. 

Now, afore me, whate’er he be, that should 
Relieve a person of thy quality, 

While thou insist’st in this loose desperate course, 

I would esteem the sin not thine, but his. 

Brai. Faith, sir, I would gladly find some other course, if so— 

Know. Ay, 

You’d gladly find it, but you \nll not seek it. ^ 

Brai Alas, sir, where should a man seek ? in the wars, there a no 

ascent by desert in these days; but and for service, would it were 

as soon purchased, as wished for! the air’s my comfort.-l*^*?*^-!— i 
know what I would say. 


Know. What’s thy name? ^ j • 

D_-,- Please you, Fitz-Sword, sir. 

Fitz-Sword 1 

Know. . , 

Say that a man should entertain thee now, 

Wouldst thou be honest, humble, just, and tme? 

Brai. Sir, by the place and honour of a soldier— 

Know. Nay, nay, I like not these affected oaUis; speak plainly. 

man what think’ st thou of my words? 

Brai. Nothing, sir, but wish my fortunes were as happy as my 

service should be honest. j j 

Kru>\D. Well, foUow me; I’ll prove thee, if thy deeds 

Will carry a proportion to thy words. I • 

K Yes sir straight; I’U but garter my hose. Oh that my 
beUy were hoop’d now, for I am ready to burnt with laughing ! never 

v^rs to betray fcdr^eU thus! now shaU I be PO^est of aU his 

that conduit my young master. Well, be la 
n^ve^o»“?yTfaithf aid l4 resolved to prove his 
resolv^ to prove y intolerably. This small piece of 

P“^r^l LVhtrclean out of love ^vith the soldier for ever 
nr^I^lerTome ^thiu the sign of it. the sight o a cassock or 
” .w? r«t aeain. He wUl bate the musters at Mile-end for it. 

^ dolt's no matter, let the world think me a bad 

^ ^ ISt ®if 1 cannot give him the slip at an instant: why, ^ 
rb*an Jo have atSd 1^ iouraey: well. TU follow hrm. Oh. 

how 1 long to be employed 1 
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ACT III 

SCENE I . — The Old Jewry. A Boom in the Windmill Tavern. 

Enter Master AIatmkw, Wsllbbed, and Bobahill. 

Mai. Yes, faith, sir, we were at your lodging to seek yoa too. 

WeL Oh, I came not there to-rught. 

Bob. Your brother delix’ered us as much. 

Wd. Who, my brother Downright? 

Boh. Ho. Mr. Wellbred, I know not in what kind you hold me; 
but let me say to you this: as sure as honour, I esteem it so much 
out of the sunshine of reputation, to throw the least beam of regard 
upon such 

Wd. Sir, I must hear no ill words of my brother. 

Bob. 1 protest to you, as I have a thing to be saved about me, I 
never saw any gentlemanlilce part— 

Wd. Good captain, faces about to some other discourse. 

Dob. With your leave, sir, an there were no more men living upon 
the face of the earth, I should not fancy him, by St. George I 

Mat. Troth, nor I; he is of a rustical cut, I know not how: he 
doth not carry liimself like a gentleman of fashion. 

Wd. Oh, master Mathew, that’s a grace peculiar but to a few, 
quoe aquxu amavU Jupiter. 

Mai. I understand you, sir. 

Wd. No question, you do,— or do you not, sir. 

Enter E. Knowbll and Master SrsniBN. 

Ned Knowell! by my soul, welcome: how dost thou, sweet spirit, 
my genius? ’Slid, I shall love Apollo and the mad Thespian girls 
the better, while I live, for this, my dear Fury; now, I see there’s 
some love in thee. Sirrah, these be the two I writ to the© of: nay, 
what a drow^ humour is this nowl why dost thou not speak ? 

E. Kn^. Oh, you are a fine gallant; you sent mo a rare letter. 

If d. Why, was’t not rare ? 

E. Know. Yes, TU be sworn, I was ne’er guilty of reading the 
like; match it m all Pliny, or Symmachus’s epistles, and I’ll have 
my judgment bura’d in the ear for a rogue: make much of thy vein, 
for it IS inimitable. But I marie what camel it was, that had 

the carnage of it; for, doubtless, be was no ordinary beast that 
brought it 

Wd. Why? 

B. Kr^. Why, say’st thou I why, dost thou think that any 
^nable creatm^ especially in the morning, the sober time of 
the day too, oould have mistaken my father for me ? 

Wd. ’SUd, you jest, I hope. 

E. Ki^. Ind^ toe best use we can turn it to, is to make a 
jest on t, now: but Til assure you, my father had the full view of 
your flounshing style some hour before I saw it 
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Wd. What a dull slave was this ! but, sirrah, what said he to it, 

E. Enow. Nay, I know not what he said; but I have a shrewd 
guess what he thought. 

Wd. What, what? 

B. Know. Marry, that thou art some strange, dissolute young 
fellow, and I— a grain or two better, for keeping thee company. 

Wd. Tut! that thought is like the moon in her last quarter, 
’twill change shortly: but, sirrah, I pray thee be acquaint^ wth 
my two hang-by’s here; thou wilt take exceeding pl^yre m them 
if thou hear’st ’em once go; my wind-instruments; I U wind them 
up But what etraoge piece of silence is this, the sign of the 

Know Oh, sir, a kinsman of mine, one that may make your 
music the fuller, an he please; he has his humour, sir. 

FKei. Oh, what is’t, what is’t? .-,11 

B. Know. Nay, I’ll neither do your judgment nor 
wrong, as to prepare your apprehension: I I leave him to the 

mercv of your search; if you can take him, so. 

wh. Well, captain Bobadill, master Mathew, pray you know 
tJ^ntleman here; he is a friend of mine, and one that wil 
deseire your affection. I know not your name, sir, [to 
but I shall be glad of any occasion to render me more famihar 

Mv name is master Stephen, sir; I am ^ gentlemans 
own ?oiSn. sir? his father is loine uncle, sir: I am somewba 
relanchX but you shall command me, sir. in whatsoever is incident 

^«tl^^Sir™I must tell you this, I am no general man; but for 
wlllhrwi’fi sake (vou may embrace it at what height 
Sr ™ple«e )fdo with yo.. and conoeiv, you 

- -- - 

Afal But are you, indeed, sir, so given to itT 

Aw tnilv sir I am miglitilv given to melancholy. 

|%h^Vs|o;.o^no:,u.ou^^ 

anfth^ do I no tiorebut take pen and paper, pr^ently. 
aS^Verdow you half a score, or a dozen of .sonnets at a 
Lr. he uttors them then by the gross. 


'our 


‘‘sL°v I thank you, sir, I shall bo bold I wanant you; h,avo you 
wbeu you see them. 
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Wtl. Would the sparks would kindle onoe, and become a fire 
amongst them! I might see solMove burnt for her heresy. [Aside. 

Step. Cousin, is it well T am I melancholy enough ? 

E. Know. Oh ay, excellent. 

Wei. Captain Bobadill, why muse you soT 

E. Know. He is melancholy too. 

Bob. Faith, sir, I was thinking of a most honourable piece of 
service, was performed to-morrow, being St. Mark’s day, shall be 
some ten years now. 

E. Know. In what place, captain? 

Boh. Why, at the beleaguering of Strigonium, where, in less than 
two hours, seven hundred resolute gentlemen, as any wore in 
Europe, lost their lives upon the breach. I’ll tell you, gentlemen, 
it was the first, but the best leaguer that ever I beheld with these 
eyes, except the taking in of — what do you call it ? last year, by 
the Genoways; but that, of all other, was the most fatal and dan^- 
gerous exploit that ever I was ranged in, since I ^t bore arms 
before the face of the enemy, as I am a gentleman and a soldier! 

SUp. So I I had os lief as an angel I could swear as well as iat 
gentleman. 

E. Know. Then, you were a servitor at both, it seems; at Stri- 
gonium, and what do you call’t? 

Bob. 0 lord, sir! By St George, I was the first man that entered 
the brcMh; and had I not effected it with resolution, I had been 
slam if I had had a million of lives. 


E. Know. ’Twas pity you had not ten; a cat’s and your own 
1 faith. But, was it possible? 

Mol. Pray you mark this (^course, sir. 

Step. So I do. 

sh^UoJfS“^° reputation, 'tis true, and yourself 

E. Kn^. You must bring me to the rack, firet [Aside. 

Bob. Observe me judiciaUy, sweet sir; they had planted me three 
demi-culvenns just m the mouth of the breach; now, sir. as we 
were to give on, their master-gunner (a man of no mean skill and 
mark, you must thi^) confronts me with his linstock, ready to 

intendment, discharged my petronel in his 

violently 

t?th ^ guarded the ordnance, and put them peU-meU 


Wei. To the sword ! To the rapier, captain. 

thif* ^ -Vl? » good figure observed, sir: but did you all 

this, c&ptAin, without hurting your blddo ? ^ 

Bob. Without any impeach o’ the earth: you shaU perceive, sir 
[Shews hts raj^.-] It is the most fortunate weapon 5iat evt rid 
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Step. I marie whether it be a Toledo or no. 

Bob. A most perfect Toledo, I assure you, sir. 

Step. I have a countryman of his here. 

Mat. Pray you, let’s see, sir; yes. faith, it is. 

Bob. This a Toledo ! l^h ! 

Step. Why do you pish, captain? 

BoL a Fieming, by heaven! I’ll buy them for a guilder a-piece, 
an I would have a thousand of them. 

E. Know. How say you, cousin? I told you thus much. 

Wei. Where bought you it, master Stephen? 

Step. Of a scurvy rogue soldier: a hundred of lice go with him! 
He swore it was a Toledo. 

Bob. A poor provant rapier, no better. 

Mat. Mass, I think it be indeed, now I look on’t better. 

E. Know. Nay, the longer you look on’t, the worse. Put it up, 

put it up. . , 

Step. Well, I will put it up; but by— I have forgot the captain s 
oath, 1 thought to have sworn by it — an e’er I meet him— 

Wei. 0, it is past help now, sir; you must have patience. 

Step. Whoreson, coney-hatching rascal! I could eat the very 

hilts for anger. , . , ^ u 

E. Know. A sign of good digestion; you have an ostnch stomach. 

cousin. , , , T L j 

Step. A stomach! would I had him here, you should see an I had 

a stomach. , , ,, , 

Wd. It’s better as it is.— Come, gentlemen, shall we go? 


Er^er Braenworm, disguised os before. 

E Know. A miracle, cousin; look here, look here I 
Step. Oh— ’Od's lid. By yoiir leave, do you know me, sir? 

Brai. Ay, sir, I know you by sight 
Step. You sold me a rapier, did you not? 

Brai. Ye.s, marry did I, eir. 

Step. You said it was a Toledo, ha? 

Brai. True, I did so. 

Step. But it is none. 

Brai. No, sir, I confess it; it is none. 

Step. Do you confess it? Gentlemen, bear witness, he nr 
confest it:— ’Od’s will, an you had not confest it^ 

E. Know. Oh, cousin, forbear, forbear! 

Why, you'have done like a gentleman; he has confest i* 

A’dr Yet by^lSISve. he is a rascal, under his favour, do 7°“^ 
B Ay. by hi= leave, he »nd “nder favour, a pretty 

niece of civility! Sirrah, how dost thou like him ? 

^ Wei Ob it^ a most precious fool, make much on him: 1 can 
compare him t^ nothing more happUy than a drum; for every one 

may play upon him. 
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E. Know. No, no, a child’s whistle were far the fitter. 

Brai. Shall I intreat a word with you? 

E. Know. With me, sir? you have not another Toledo to sell, 
have you? 

Brai. You are conceited, sir: Your name is Master Knowell, as I 
take it? 

E. Know. You are in the right; you mean not to proceed in the 
catechism, do you ? 

Brai. No, sir; I am none of that coat. 

E. Know. Of as b.are a coat, though: well, say, sir. 

Brai. [lalcing E. Know. Faith, sir, I am but servant to the 

drum extraordinary, and indeed, this smoky varnish being washed 
off, and three or four patches removed, I appear your worship’s in 
reversion, after the decease of your good father, Brainworm. 

E. Know. Brainworm 1 ’Slight, what breath of a conjurer hath 
blown thee hither in this shape? 

Brai. The breath of your letter, sir, this morning; the same that 
blew you to the Windmill, and your father after you. 

E, Know. My father! 

Brai. Nay, never start, ’tis true; he has followed you over the 
fields by the foot, as you would do a bare in the enow. 

E. Know. Sirrah Wellbred, what shall we do, sirrah? my father 
is come over after me. 

Wd. Thy father! Where is he? 

Brai. At justice Clement’s house, in Coleman-street, where he but 
stays my return; and then — 

Wei. Who’s this? Brainworm! 

Brai. The same, sir. 

W el. Why how, in the name of wit, com’st thou transmuted thus ? 

Brai. Faith, a device, a device; nay, for the love of reason, 
gentlemen, and avoiding the danger, stand not here; withdraw, 
and I’ll tell you all. 

Wei. But art thou sure be will stay thy return 7 

Brai. Do I live, sir? what a question is that! 

IFef. We’ll prorogue his expectation, then, a little: Brainworm, 
thou shalt go with us.*— Come on, gentlemen. — Nay, I pray thee, 
sweet Ned, droop not; ’heart, an our wits be so wretchedly dull, 
that one old plodding brain can outstrip us all, would we were e’en 
pr^t to make porters of, and serve out the remnant of our days 
in rhames-street, or at Custom-house key, in a civil war against 
the carmen ! 

Brai. Amen, amen, amen, say L [Exeunt. 

SCENE II . — The Old Jewry. Kitelt’s Warehouse, 

Enter Kitkly and Cash, 

Kit. What says he, Thomas? did you speak with him? 

CewA. He will expect you, sir, within this half hour. 

Kit. Has he the money ready, can you tell ? 
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Cash. Yes, sir, the money was brought in last night. 

Kit. 0, that is well; fetch me my cloaJc, my cloak! — 

[Exit Cash. 

Stay, let me see, an hour to go and come; 

Ay, that will be the least; and then ’twill bo 
An hour before I can dispatch with him, 

Or very near; well, I will say two hours. 

Two hours I ha ! things never dreamt of yet. 

May be contrived, ay, and effected too. 

In two hours’ absence; well, I will not go. 

Two hours! No, fleering Opportunity, 

I will not g^ve your subtilty that scope. 

WTio will not judge him worthy to be robb'd. 

That sets his doors vide open to a thief, 

And shews the felon where his treasure lies ? 

Again, what earthly spirit but will attempt 
To taste the fruit of beauty’s golden tree. 

When leaden sleep seals up the dragon’s eyes? 

I will not go. Business, go by for once. 

No, beauty, no; you are of too good caract. 

To be left so, without a guard, or open. 

Your lustre, too, ’ll inflame at any distance. 

Draw courtsliip to you, as a jet doth straws; 

Put motion in a stone, strike Are from ice. 

Nay, make a porter leap you ivith his burden. 

You must be then kept up, close, and well watch a. 

For, give you opportunity, no quick-sand 
Devours or swallows swifter! He that lends 
His wife, if she be fair, or time or place, 

Compels her to be false. IwUlnotgo! 

The dangers are too many; — and then the dressing 
Is a most main attractive! Our great he.'.ds 
Within this city never were in safety 

Since our wives wore these little caps: 1 11 change em. 

rU change ’em straight in mine: mine shall no more 
Wear three-piled acorns, to make my horns ake. 

Nor will I go; lam resolved for that. 

Re-enter Cash tenth a cloak. 

Carry in my cloak again. Yet stay. Y'etdo, too; 

Kit. That’s true: fool on me! I had clean forgot it, 

I must go. Exchange-time, sir. 

’Heart, then will Wellbred presently be here too, 

With one or other of his loose consorts. 

T am a knave, if I know what to say. 

What course to take, or which way to resolve. 



Every Man in His Humour 



My brain, methinks, is like an hour-glass, 

Wherein my imaginations run like sands. 

Filling up time; but then are turn’d and turn’d: 

So that 1 know not what to stay upon, 

And less, to put in act. — It shall be so. 

Nay, I dare build upon his secrecy. 

He knows not to deceive me. — Thomas! 

Cash. Sir. 

Kit. Yet now I have bethought me too, I will not. — 
Thomas, is Cob within f 
Cash. I think he be, sir. 

^ Kit. But he’ll prate too, there is no speech of him. 

No, there were no man on the earth to Thomas, 

If I durst trust him; there is all the doubt. 

But should he have a clink in him, I were gone. 

Lost in my fame for ever, talk for th’ Exchange! 

The manner he hath stood with, till this present. 

Doth promise no such change: what should I fear then? 
Well, come what will, I’ll tempt my fortune once. 

Thomas — you may deceive me, but, I hope— 

Your love to me is more— 

Cash. Sir, if a servant’s 

Duty, with faith, may be call’d love, you are 
More than in hope, you are possess’d of it. 

Kit. I thank you heartily, Thomas: give me your band* 
With all my heart, good Thomas. I have, Thomas. 

A secret to impart unto you — but, 

When once you have it, I must seal your Ups up* 

So far I tell you, Thomas. * 

Cash. Sir, for that— 

Nay hear me out. Think I esteem you, Tliomas, 
When I will let you in thus to my private. 

It is a thing sits nearer to my crest, 

Than thou art ’ware of, Thomas; if thou should’st 
Reveal it, but — 


Cash. How, I reveal it? 

Kit. 

I do not think thou would’st; but if thou should’st. 
Iw’ere a great weakness. 

Cash. A great treachery: 

Give it no other name. 


Sir, if I do, mankind disclaim me ever ! 
Kit. He will not swear, he has some reservation. 
Some conceal d purpose, and close meaning sure; 
Else, being urg a so much, how should he choose 
But lend an oath to all this protestation ? 

He’s no precisian, that Tm certain of 
Nor rigid Roman Catholic; he’ll play 
*u 
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At fayles, aod tick-tack; I have heard him swear. 

Wliat should I think of it ? urge him again, 

And by some other way! I will do so. 

Well, Thomas, thou hast sworn not to disclose: — 

Yes, you did swear ? 

Cash. Not yet, sir, but I will. 

Please you — 

Kii. No, Thomas, I dare take thy word. 

But, if thou wilt swear, do as thou think* at good ; 

1 am resolv’d without it; at thy pleasure. 

Cash. By my soul’s safety then, sir, I protest. 

My tongue shall ne’er take knowledge of a word 
Deliver’d me in nature of your trust. 

Kit. It is too much; these ceremonies need not: 

I know thy faith to be as firm as rock. 

Thomas, come hither, near; we cannot be 
Too private in this business. So it is, — 

Now he has sworn, I dare the safclier venture. 

I have of late, by divers observations — 

But whether his oath can bind him, yea, or no, 

Being not Uken lawfully ? ha! say you? 

I will ask council ere I do proceed: — 

Thomas, it will be now too long to stay. 

I’ll spy some fitter time soon, or to-morrow. 

Cash. Sir, at your pleasure. 

I Will think: — and, rhomas, 

I pray you search the books ’gainst my return. 

For the receipts ’twixt me and Traps. 

Cash. ^ 

Kit. And hear you, if your mistress’s brother, Wollbred, 

Chance to bring hither any gentleman, 

Ere I come back, let one straight bring me word. 

Ca-fh. Very well, sir. 

To the Exchange, do you hear? 

Or here in Coleman-street. to justice Clement’s. 

Forget it not, nor be not out of the way. 

Cash. I will not, sir. 

I pray you have a care on u 

Or whether he come or no, if any other, 

Stranger, or else; fail not to send me word. 

Cash. I shall not, sir. . 

Be it your special business 

Now to remember it. 

Sir, I warrant you. 

Kit. But, Thomas, this is not the secret. Thomas, 

I told you of. 

Cask No, sir; I do suppose It. 

Kit. Believe me, it is not 
Cash. 


[A ‘■ide. 


[Aside. 


Sir, I do believe you. 



59 ' 


Every Man in His Humour 


KU. By heaven it is not, that’s enough: but, Thomas, 

I would not you should utter it, do you see. 

To any creature living; yet I care not. 

Well, I must hence. Thomas, conceive thus much; 

It was a trial of you, when 1 meant 
So deep a secret to you, 1 mean not this. 

But that I have to tell you; this is nothing, this. 

But, Thomas, keep this from my wife, 1 charge you, 

Lock'd up in silence, midnight, buried here. — 

No greater hell than to be slave to fear. [Exii. 

C^h. Lock'd up in silence, midnight, buried hereJ 
Whence should this flood of passion, trow, take head 7 ha! 

Best dream no longer of this running humour. 

For fear I sink; the violence of the stream 
Already hath transported me so far. 

That 1 can feel no ground at all: but soft — 

Oh, ’tis our water-bearer: somewhat has orost him now. 


Enter Cob, haeiily. 

Cob. Fasting-days 1 what tell you me of fasting-days 7 'Slid, 
would they were all on a light fire for mel they say the whole world 
shall be consumed with fire one da}', but would I had these Ember- 
weeks and villanous Fridays burnt in the mean time, and then 

Cash. Why, how now, Oob ? what moves thee to this chuler, ha 7 

Cob. Collar, master Thomas! I scorn your collar, I, sir; 1 am 
none o’ your cart-horse, though I carry and draw water. An you 
offer to ride me with your collar or halter either, I may hap shew you 
a jade’s trick, sir. 

Cash. 0, you’ll slip your head out of thecollar7 why, good man 
Cob, you mistake me. 

Cob. Nay, I have my rheum, and I can be angry as well os 
another, sir. 

Cash. Thy rheum, Gobi thy humour, thy humour— thou mis- 
tak’st. 

Cob. Humour! mack. I think it be so indeed; what is that 
humour t somd rare thiDg, I warrant 

Cash. Marry I U tell thee, Oob: it is a gentlemanlike monster, 
bred in the special gaUantry of our time, by affectation; and fed 
by folly. 

Cob. Howl must it be fed 7 

Cash Oh ay, humour is nothing if it be not fed; didst thou never 
hear that? it s a common phrase, feed my humour 

Cob. ru none on it: humour, avaunt I I know you not, be gone 1 
let who will make hun^ meals for your monstership, it shall not 
be L Feed you, quoth bel ’slid, I have much ado to feed myself* 
especiaUy on these lean rascally days too; an’t had been any 
other day but a fasting-^y— a plague on them all for mel By thw 
^ht, one *^ht have done the commonwealth good service, and 
have drown d them aU m the flood, two or three hundred tho^d 
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years ago. 0 , I do stomach them hugely. I have a maw now, 
aud Hwere for sir Bevis hia horse, against them. 

Cash. I pray thee, good Cob, what makes thee so out of love 

^^th fasting days ? , , • . . 

C06. Marry, that which will make any man out of love with em, 

I think; their bad conditions, an you will needs know. First, 
they are of a Flemish breed. I am sure on’t, for they raven up more 
butter than all the days of the week beside; next, they stink of 
fish and leek-porridge miserably; thirdly, they’ll keep a man 
devoutly hungry all day, and at night send him supperless to bed. 
Cash. Indeed, these are faults, Cob. 

Cob. Nay, an this were all, ’twere sometbng; but they arc the 
only known enemies to my generation. A fasting-day no sooner 
comes, but my lineage goes to wack; poor cobs! they smoak for 
it. they are made martyrs o’ the gridiron, they melt in passion: 
and vo^ maids to know this, and yet would have me turn Hanmbal, 
and eat my own flesh and blood. My princely coz. [rmlls out a red 

herrittg.] notliing; I have not the ^ 

might be made as rich as king Cophetua. 0 that I had r«D^om for 
my tears, I could weep salt-water enough now to preserve the hvw 
of ten thousand thousand of my km! But I may curee none but 
these filthy almanacks; for an’t were not for them, these days of 
persecution would never be known. I’ll be hang d an some fi^- 
mouger’s son do not make of ’em, and pute m more Jf^tmg-days 
tha/he should do, because he would utter lus father s dried stock- 

'Sli^t p^el thou’lt be beaten like a stock-fish else: here s 
laaflter JIathew. 

Enier Wellbred. E. Kno\vell, Braikwobm, AUthbw, 

Bobadu-l, arid Stephen. 

vr T look out for a messenger to my master. [Exit rcith Cob. 

^"eshl^w me^but it was a'n absolute good jest, and exceed- 

our ignorance mainUin’d it as well, did it not! 
WdTes faith? but writ possible thou shou dst not know him T 

decayed, ruinous, ""O™ I t y^ur provost and his 

have vowed to sit on the ^ ^d have translated 

half-dozen of halberdiera d^ t ^y ^ j n,^e 

begging out o^ tongue m a shove-groat shilling. I“to 

it run as smoo^ off th^ to himself bo 

perfectly, obsemn *7 * ^ 

::“^irrpace? that, hadil thou seen him, thou wouldat 
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sworn he might haye been sergeant-major, if not Ueutenant-oolonel 
to the regiment. 

Wd. Why, iirainworm, who would have thought thon hadst 
been such an artificer? 

E. Know. An artificer! an architect. Except a man had studied 
begging all his life time, aud boon a weaver of language from his 
infancy for the cloathing of it, I never saw his livaL 

Wei. Where got’st thou this coat, I marie? 

Brai. Of a Hounsditch man, sir, one of the devil's near kinsmen, 
a broker. 

Wei. That cannot be, if the proverb hold; for A crafty knave 
needs no broker. 

Brai. True, sir; but I did need a broker, ergo — 

Wei. Well put off:— -no crafty knave, you’ll say. 

E. Know. Tut, he has more of these shifts. 

Brai. And yet, where I have one the broker has ten, sir. 

Re-enter Cash. 

Cash. Francis! Martin! ne’er a one to be found now? what a 
spite’s this 1 

Wei. How now, Thomas? Is my brother Kitely within? 

Cash. No, sir, my master went forth e’en now; but master 
Downright is within. — Cob! what. Cob I Is he gone too? 

Wei. Whither went your master, Thomas, const thou tell? 

Cash. I know not; to justice Clement’s, I think, sir— Cob! 

B. Know. Justice Clement! what’s he? 

Wei. Why, dost thou not know him ? He is a city -magistrate, a 
justice here, an excellent good lawyer, and a great scholar; but 
the only mad, merry old fellow in Europe. 1 shewed him you the 
other day. 

E. Know, Oh, is that he? I remember him now. Good faith, 
and he is a very strange presence methinks; it shews as if he stood 
out of the rank from other men; I have heard many of his jests in 
the University. They say he will commit a man for taking the 
wall of his horse. 

Wel.^ Ay, or wea^g his cloak on one shoulder, or serving of God; 
ftuy thiogt indeed^ if it como in th© way of his huznour. 

Re-enter Cash. 

Cash. Gasper! Martin! Gobi ’Heart, where should they be> 
trow? 

i?o6. Master Kitely’s man, pray thee vouchsafe us the lightins 
of this match. * * 

CosA. Rre on your match! no time but now to vouchsafe? 

PranciB ! Cob ! i 

Bob. Body o’ me! here’s the remainder of seven pound since 
yesterday was seven-night. ’Tis your right Trinidado: did vou 
never take any, master Stephen ? ^ 
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SUp. No, truly, sir; but TU learn to take it now. since you com- 
mend it so. 

Bob. Sir, believe me, upon my relation for what I tell you, the 
world shall not reprove. I have been in the Indies, where this herb 
grows, where neither myself, nor a dozen gentlemen more of my 
knowledge, have receiv^ the taste of any other nutriment m the 
world, for the space of one and twenty weeks, but the fume of this 
simple only: therefore, it cannot be, but His most divine. Further, 
take it in the nature, in the true kind; bo, it makes an antidote, 
that, had you taken the most deadly poisonous plant m all Italy, it 
should expel it, and clarify you, with aa much ease as I speaL 
And for your green wound,— your Balsamum and your bt. .Jotme 
wort, are all mere gulleries and trash to it, especiahy your Trmid^o: 
your Nicotian is good too. I could say what I know of 
of it for the expulsion of rheums, raw humours, cruditi^ obstruc- 

tions, with a thousand of this kind; but I 

salver. Only thus much; by Hercules, I do bold it, and will affirm 
it before any prince in Europe, to be the most sovereign and precious 

weed that ever the earth tendered to the use of man. 

E. Know. This speech would have done decently in a tobacco 

trader’s mouth, 

Rt-enler C.iSH with CoB. 

Cash. At justice Clement’s he is, in the middle of Coleman-etreet. 
So6. \^^e‘^e’s the match I gave thee, 

Cash. Would his match and he. and pipe and all. were at Sancto 
^ C^r-Od’/ me" what pleasure or felicity they have in 

man or «man, that ahould but deal with a toW» p.p 
them an m th, eud. ae many 

better than ratsbane or r<»aker. I 

All. Oh, good captain, hold, hold I 
Bob. You base cuUion, you! 

Re-enter Cash. 

Cash. Sir, here’a your matet Come, thou muat needa be talking 
well it shall be a dear beating, an I live, 
fool? Away, knave. 
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W el. Thomas, get him away. [Exit CcuK with Cob. 

Bob. A whoresoa filthy slave, a dung* worm, an excrement! 
Body o’ Caesar, but that I scorn to let forth so mean a spirit, I’d 
have stabb’d him to the earth. 

Wei. Marry, the law forbid, sir! 

Bob. By Pharaoh’s foot, I would have done it. 

Step. Oh, he swears most admirably! By Pharaoh’s foot! Bodv 
o’ Cajsar! — I shall never do it, sure. Upon mine honour, and by 
St. George! — No, I have not the right grace. 

Mat. Master Stephen, will you any 7 By this air, the most divine 
tobacco that ever I drunk. 

Step. None, I thank you, sir. 0, tliis gentleman does it rarely 
too: but nothing like the other. By this air I [Praciwes at the poet.] 
As I am a gentleman I By — [Exeunt Bob. and Mat. 

Brai. [pointing to Master Stephen.] Master, glance glance 1 
master Wellbredl » a 

Step. As I have somewhat to be saved, I protest — 

Wd. You are a fool; it needs no affidavit. 

E. Know. Cousin, will you any tobacco 7 

Step. 1, sir! Upon my reputation— 

B. Know. How now, cousin 1 

Step. I protest, as I am a gentleman, but no soldier, indeed 

IF d. No, master Stephen 1 As I remember, your name is entered 
in the artillery-garden. 

Step. Ay, sir, that’s true. Cousin, may I swear, as I am a soldier 
by that? 

E. Know. 0 yea, that you may; it is all you have for your money. 

SUp. Then, as 1 am a gentleman, and a soldier, it is " divine 
tobacco I ” 

IFef. But soft, where’s master Mathew? Gone? 

Brai. No, sir; they went in here. 

Wd. 0 let’s follow them: master Mathew is gone to salute his 
mistress in verse; we shaU have the happiness to hear some of his 
poetry now; he never comes unanished.— Brain worm I 
Brainworm! Where? Is this Brainworm ? 

f; Ay, cousin; no words of it, upon your gentiUty. 

fool o'}- 

oa^^ Your cousin’s discourse is simply drawn out with 

E. Know. ’Tis larded with them; a kind of French 
you love it 

SCENE m.~CoUman.Street. A Room in JusUca 

Clsmbnt’s House, 

Enter Kitkly and Cob. 

Kit. Ha! how many are there, say ’st thou ? 

Cob. Many, sir, your brother, master Wellbred— 


dressing, if 
[Exeunt. 
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Kit. Tut, beside liim: what strangers are there, man? 

Cob. Strangers? let me see, one, two; mass, I know not well, 
there are so many. 

Kit. How! so many? 

Cob. Ay, there’s some five or six of them at the most 
Kit. A swarm, a swarm! 

Spite of the devil, how they sting my head 
With forked stings, thus wde and large! But, Cob, 

How long hast thou been coming hither. Cob ? 

Cob. A little while, sir. 

g^xt. Didst thou come running? 


Cob. No, sir. 

KU. Nay, then I am familiar with thy haste. 

Bane to my fortunes! what meant I to marry? 

I, that before was rank’d in such content, 

My mind at rest too, in so soft a peace. 

Being free master of mine own free thoughts. 

And now become a slave ? What! never sigh; 

Be of good cheer, man; for thou art a cuckold: 

’Tis done, ’tis done! Nay, when such flowing-store. 
Plenty itself, falls into my wife’s lap. 

The comucopi® will be mine, I know.— 

But, Cob, 

What entertainment had they? I am sure 

My sister and my wife would bid them welcome: ha ? 
Cob. Like enough, sir; yet 1 beard not a word of it. 

Kil. No; ... 

Their lips were scaled with kisses^ aDd the voice, 

Drown’d in a flood of joy at their arrival. 

Had lost her motion, stote and faculty.— 


WMch of them was it that first kiss’d my wife. 

My sister, I should say 7— My wife, alas ! 

I fear not her: ha ! who was it sav st thou ? 

Cob By my troth, sir, will you have the truth of it? 

ci Bridawell than your 

cSmnlSV if I saw ^ny body to be kiss’d, unl^ bey 
would have ki^’d the post in the middle of the warehouse; for there 

^ ^if^^How''!* wert^^ey no^gone in then ere thou cam’st? 

S Sirroftho duvil! rrhat do I stay here theut Cob, follow 

; TCdv soft and fair; I have eggs on the spit; I cannot go 
Cob. Nay, B ^ reasons, hammenng, 

yet. sir. Now am 1, tor ^ 

hammenng 2!®?® Revenue vinegar revenge, vinegar and mustard 
t^SorCy “ he Sit lien in my house, ’twould never have 
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grieved me; but being my guest, one that, ril be sworn, my wife 
Ss lent him her smock off her back, whiJe his own shirt b^n 
at washing; pawned her neck-kerchers for clean ^ • 

sold almost all my platters, to buy lum ^ 

monster of ingratitude, and strike his laivful host! Well, I hope 
to raise up an host of fury for’t: here comes justice Clement 

Enler Justice Clemzkt, Knowell, and FoiiiUL. 

Clem. ^Tiat’s master Kitcly gone, Roger? 

Form. Ay, sir. ... u n * 

CUm. ’Heart o’ me! what made him leave u.s so abroptlyT— - 

How now, sirrah ! what make you here Y what would you have, ha . 

Cob. An’t please your worship, I am a poor neighbour of your 

Tpoor neighbour of mine! Why. speak, poor neighbour. 
Coh. I dwell, sir, at the sign of the Water-tankard, hard by the 
Green Lattice: I have paid scot and lot there any time this eighteen 


years. 

Clem. To the Green Lattice ? 

Cob. No, sir, to the parish: Marry, I have seldom scaped scot- 
free at the Lattice. 

Clem. 0, well; what business has my poor neighbour with mo? 
Cob. An’t like your worship, I am come to crave the peace of 


your worship. au 

CUm. Of me, knave! Peace of me, knave! Did I ever hurt thee, 

or threaten thee, or ^v^ong thee, ha ? . , 

Cob. No, sir; but your worship’s warrant for one that has 
wrong’d me, sir: his arms are at too much liberty, I would fain 
have them bound to a treaty of peace, an my credit could compass 


it with your worship. 

CUm. Thou goest far enough about for’t, I am sure. 

Kno. Why, dost thou go in danger of thy life for him, friend ? 
Cob. No, sir; but I go in danger of my death every hour, by his 
means; an I ihe within a twelve-month and a day, I may swear by 
the law of the land that ho killed me. 

CUm. How, how, knave, swear he killed thee, and by the law ? 


What pretence, what colour hast thou for that ? 

Cob. Marry, an’t please your worship, both block and blue; 
colour enough, I warrant you. I have it here to shew your worship. 
CUm. What is he that gave you this, sirrah 7 
Cob. A gentleman and a soldier, he says, ho is, of the city here. 
CUm. A soldier of the city 1 What call you him 7 
Cob. Captain Bobadill. 

CUm. Bobadill! and why did he bob and beat you, sirrah? 
How began the quarrel betwixt you, ha? speak truly, knave, I 


advise you- 

Co6. Marry, indeed, an’t please your worship, only because I 
spake against their vagrant tobacco, as I came by them when they 
wore taking on’t; for nothing else. 
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Hal you speak against tobacco r Formal, his name. 

lorm. What s your name, sirrah? 

Cob. Olirer, sir, Oliver Cob, sir. 

Ckm. Tell Oliver Cob he shall go to the jail. Formal. 

Form. Oliver Cob, my master, justice aement, says you shall so 
to the jail. 

Cob. 0, I beseech your worship, for God’s sake, dear master 
justice! 

Ckm. ’Sprecious! an such drunkards and tankards as vou are, 

come to dispute of tobacco once, I have doner away with him! 

Cob. 0, good master justice! Sweet old gentleman! 

[To Knotcell. 

Know. Sweet Oliver,” would I could do thee any good!— 
justice Clement, let me intreat you, sir. 

Ckm. What! a thread-bare rascal, a beggar, a slave that never 
drunk out of better than piss-pot metal in his life! and he to de- 
prave and abuse the virtue of an herb so generally received in the 
courts of princes, the chambers of nobles, the bowers of sweet 
ladie.*?, the cabins of soldiers! — Roger, away with him! ’Od’s 
precious 1 say, go to. 

Cob. Dear master justice, let me be beaten again, I have deserved 
it: but not the prison, I beseech you. 

Know. Alas, poor Oliver! 

Ckm. Roger, make him a warrant:— he shall not go. f but fear the 
knave. 

Form. Do not stink, sweet Oliver, you shall not go; my master 
will give you a warrant. 

Cob. 0, the I/ord maintain his worship, his worthy worship! 

Ckm. Away, dispatch him. [Exeunt Formal and Cob.] How 
now, master Knowell, in dumps, in dumps! Come, this becomes not. 

Know. Sir, would I could not feel my cares. 

Clem. Your cares are nothing: they are like my cap, soon put 
on, and as soon put off. Whatl your son is old enough to govern 
himself: let him run his course, it’s the only way to make him a 
staid man. If be were an unthrift, a ruffian, a drunkard, or a 
licentious Kver, then you had reason; you bad reason to take care; 
but, being none of these, mirth’s my witness, an I had twice so 
many cares as you have. I’d drown them all in a cup of sack. Come, 
come, let’s try it: I muse your parcel of a soldier returns not all 
this while. [Exeunt. 
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ACT IV 

SCENE I . — A Room in Kitbly*s llonse. 

Enter Downbiobt and Dame Kitely. 

Dow. Well, sister, I teU you true; “"f y®"’" 

Dame K Alas, brother, what would you have mo to do . 1 

ca^oThelp ft, you see my brother brings them m here; they are 

“ His friends 1 his fiends. ’Sludl they do nothing but taunt 

him up and down Uke a sort bv thU tah^ 

All manner of villainy that can be thought of. Well, by this light, 

a liSe th^ng would make me play the devd with some of ^em , 

an ’twere not more for your husband s sake than any thing else, I il 

make the house too hot for the best on ’em: they 

swear hell were broken loose, ere they went hence. But, by Go<l s 

^1 ’tis nobody’s fault but yours; for an yoa ba<* 

^i'ht have don^ they should have been parboiled, and baked too. 
every mother’s son. ere they should have come m. e er a one of them. 

Dame K God’s my life! did you ever hear the like! what a 
strange man is thisf Could I keep out all them, thn^ you? I 
should put myself against half a dozen men. should I ? Good faith, 
you’d mad the patien’st body in the world, to hear you talk so, 
without any sense or reason. 

EnUr Mistress Bridobt, Master Mathbw, and Bobapill; followed, 
at a distance, by Wbllbbbd. E. Knowell, Stephen, and 


Bbaxnworm. 

Brid. Servant, in troth you are too prodigal 
Of your wit’s treasure, thus to pour it forth 
Upon so mean a subject as my worth. 

Mat. You say well, mistress, and I mean as well 
Dow. Hoy-day, here is stuff I 

Wei. 0, now stand close; pray Heaven, she can get him to rend ! 
he should do it of his own natural impudency. 

Brid. Servant, what is this same, I pray yon t 
Mat. Marry, an elegy, an elegy, an odd toy — 

Dow. To mock an ape withal 1 0, 1 could sew up his mouth, now. 
Dame E. Sister, I pray you let’s hoar it. 

Doto. Are you Thyme*mven too? 

Mat. Mistress, I’ll read it if you please. 

Brid. Pray you do, servant 

Dow. 0, here’s no foppery! Death! I can endure the stocks 
better, [Exit. 

B. Know. What ails thy brother? can he not hold his water at 
reading of a ballad T 

Wd. 0, no; a rhyme to him is worse than cheese, or a bag-pipe; 
but mark; you lose the protestation. 
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Mat. Faith, I did it in a humour; I know not how it is; but 
please you come near, air. This gentleman has judgment, be knows 
how to censure of a pray you, sir, you can judge? 

Sttp. Not I, sir; upon my reputation, and by the foot of Pharaoh ! 

Wei. 0, chide your cousin for swearing. 

E. Know. Not I, so long as he does not forswear himself. 

Boh. Master Mathew, you abuse the expectation of your dear 
mistress, and her fair sister: fie! while you live avoid this prolixity. 
Mat. I shall, sir, well; inci-pere dulce. 

E. Knoxo. How, insipert didce / a sweet thing to be a fool, indeed! 
Wd. What, do you take iTicipere in that sense? 

B. Know. You do not, youl This was your villainy, to gull him 
with a motto. 

Wei. 0, the benchers’ phrase: paxica verba, paiua verba / 

Mat. Rare creature, lei me speak without offence. 

Would Qod my rude words had the influence 
To rule thy thoughts, as thy fair looks do mine. 

Then shouldst thou be his prisoner, who is thine. 

E. Know. This is Hero and Lender. 

Wei. 0, ay: peace, we shall have more of this. 

Mat. Be not unkind and fair: misshapen stuff 
Is of behaviour boisterous and rough. 

Wd. How like you that, sir ? [Master Stephen shakes his head. 
E. Know. 'Slight, he shakes his head like a bottle, to feel an there 
be any brain in it. 

Mat. But observe the catastrophe, now: 

Ani I in duty will exceed all other, 

As you in beauty do ezed Love's mother. 

E. Knoip. Well, I’ll have him free of the wit-brokers, for he utters 
nothing but stolen remnants. 

Wei. 0, forgive it him. 

E. Know. A filching rogue, hang him!— and from the dead! it’s 
worse than sacrilege. 

Wellbred, E. Knowell, and Master Stephen, come fnni'ard. 

Wd. Sister, what have you here, verses? pray you let’s see: 
who made these verses? they are e.xcellent good. 

Mat. 0, Master Wellbred. 'tis your disposition to say so, sir. They 
were good in the morning: I made them ex tempore this morning. 

Wd. How! extempore? . t, . m 

Mat. Ay, would I might be hanged else; ask Captain Bobadill: 

he saw me write them, at the— pox on it!— the Star, yonder. 

Brai. Can he find in hU heart to curse the stars so ? 

E. Know. Faith, his are even with him; they have curst him 

enough already. . , , * 

Step. Cousin, how do you like this gentleman s verses? 

E. Knoro. 0, admirable! the best that ever I heard, coz. 

Step. Body o’ Caesar, they ore admirable! the best that I ever 

heard, as I am a soldierl 
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Re-enter Downright. 

Dow. I am'vext, I can hold ne’er a bone of me still: 'Heart, I 

fhink they mean to buUd and breed here. 

Wei. S^ter, you have a simple servant here, that crowns your 

beauty with such encomiums and devices; you may 8®® 
to be^the mistress of a wit. that can make your perfectiOM so 

transparent, that every blear eye may look ^ 

him (koivned over head and ears in the deep well of desire. SisUr 
Kitely. 1 marvel you get you not a servant that can rhyme, and 

do tricks too. . • i i 

Dow 0 monster 1 impudence itself I tncksi 

DamtK. Tricks, brother 1 what tricks? 

Brid. Nay, speak, I pray you what tricks ? , . * . u 

Dame K. Ay, never spare any body here; but say, what tnoks. 
Brid. Passion of my heart, do tricks 1 , . , 

Wei. 'Slight, here’s a trick vied and revied 1 Why, you monkeys, 
you, what a eater-wauling do you keepl has he not given you 
rhymes and verses and tricks ? 

Dow. 0, the fiend 1 

Wd. Nay, you lamp of virginity, that take it in snufi so, come, 
and cherish this tame poetical fury in your servant; you’ll be 
begg’d else shortly for a concealment: go to, reward his muse. 

cannot give him less than a shilling in conscience, for the book 
he had it out of cost liim a teston at least. How now, gallants I 
Master Mathew 1 Captain ! what, all sons of silence, no spirit ? 

Dow. Come, you might practise your ruffian tricks somewhere 
else, and not here, I wuss ; this is no tavern or drinking-school, to 
vent your exploits in. 

Wd. How now; whose cow has calved ? 

Dow. ilarry, that has mine, sir. Nay, boy, never look askance 
at mo for the matter; I’ll tell you of it, I, sir; you and your com- 
panions mend yourselves when I have done. 

Wei. My companions ! 

Dow. Yes, sir, your companions, so I say; 1 am not afraid of you, 
nor them neither; your hang -byes hero. You must have your 
poets and your potlmgs, your soldados and foolados to follow you 
up and down the city; and here they must come to domineer and 
swagger. Sirrah, you ballad-singer, and slops your fellow there, 
get you out, get you home; or by this steel. I’ll out off your ears, 
and that presently. 

Wd. 'Slight, stay, let’s see what he dare do; cut off his earsl 
cut a whetstone. You are an ass, do you see; touch any man here, 
and by this hand I’U run my rapier to the hilts in you. 

Dow. Yea, that would 1 fain see, boy. ^ draw. 

DameK. OJesu! murder! Thomas! Gasper! 

£rid. Help, helpl Thomas! 
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Enter Cash and some of the house to part them. 

E. Know. Gentlemen, forbear, I pray you. 

Bot). Weil, sbrah, you Holofernes; by my band, I will pink your 
flesb full of bolea with my rapier for this; 1 will, by this good 
heaven 1 nay, let him come, let him come, gentlemen; by the body 
of St. George, I’ll not kill him. [Offer to fight again, and are parted. 

Cash. Hold, hold, good gontlemen. 

Dow. You whoreson, bragging coystrill 

Enter Kitzly. 


Kit. Why, how now! what’s the matter, what’s the stir here? 
Whence springs the quarrel? Thomas 1 where is he? 

Put up your weapons, and put off this rage: 

My wife and sister, they are the cause of this. 

What, Thomas! where is the knave? 

Cash. Here, sir. 

\Vd. Come, let’s go: this is one of my brother’s ancient humours, 
this. 

Step. 1 am glad nobody was hurt by his ancient humour. 

[Exeunt Wellbred, Stephen, E. Knowril, Bohadill, and Brainuwrm. 
Kit. Why, how now, brother, who enforced tliis brawl? 

Dow. A sort of lewd rake-hells, that care neither for God nor the 
devil. And they must come here to rea<l ballads, and roguery, and 
trash! I’ll mar the knot of ’em ere I sleep, perhaps; especially 
Bob there, be that’s all manner of shapes: and songs and sonnets, 
his fellow. 

Brid. Brother, indeed you are too violent, 


Too sudden in your humour: and you know 
My brother Wellbred’s temper will not bear 
Any reproof, chiefly in such a i)resence, 

Where every slight disgrace he should receive 
Might wound him in opinion and respect 
Dow. Respect! what talk you of respect among such, as have no 
spark of manhood, nor good manners? 'Sdeins, 1 am ashamed to 
hear you! respect! [Exit. 

Brid. Yes, there was one a civil gentleman, 

And very worthily demeaned himself. 

Kit. 0, that was some love of yours, sistor. 

Brid. A love of mine! I would it were no worse, brother; 

You’d pay my portion sooner than you think for. 

Dame K. Indeed he seem’d to be a gentleman of a very exceeding 

fair disposition, and of excellent good parts. ^ , 

{Exeunt Dame Kxlely and Bridget. 


Kit. Her love, by heaven ! my wife’s minion. 
Fair disposition / excellent good parts / 

Death! these phrases are intolerable. 

Good parts! bow should she know his parts? 
His parts 1 Well, well, well, well, well, well; 
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It is too pl&iQt too clear: Thoinas, come hither* 

What, are they gone ? 

Cash. Ay, sir, they went in. 

My mistress and your sister — 

Kit. Are any of the gallants within? 

Cash. No, sir, they are all gone. 

Kit. Art thou sure of it? 

Cash. 1 can assure you, sir. 

Kit. What gentleman was that they praised so, Thomas? 

Cash. One, they call him Master Knowell, a handsome young 
gentleman, sir. 

Kit. Ay, I thought so; my mind gave me as much: 
ril die, but they have hid him in the house. 

Somewhere, I’ll go and search; go with me, Thomas: 

Be true to me, and thou shalt had me a master. \_Extant. 

SCENE II . — Tht Lane hefors Cob’s Houst. 

Enter CoB. 

C 06 . [knocks at the door.] What, Tib ! Tib, I say I 

Tib. How now, what cuckold is that knocks so hard? 

Enter Tib. 

0, husband ! is it you ? What’s the news ? 

Cob. Nay, you have stunn’d me, i'faith; you have given me a 
knock o’ the forehead will stick by me. Cuckold! ’Slid, cuckold! 

Tib. Away, you fool! did I know it was you that knocked? 
Come, come, you may call me as bad when you list. 

Cob. May I ? Tib, you are a whore. 

Tib. You lie in your throat, husband. 

Cob. How, the liel and in my throat tool do you long to be 
scabb’d, ha ? 

Tib. Why, you are no soldier, I hope. 

Cob. 0, must you be stabbed by a soldier ? Mass, that’s true ! 
when was Bobadill here, your captain ? that rogue, that foist, that 
fencing BurguUion? I’ll tickle him, i’faith. 

Tib. Why, what’s the matter, trow ? 

Cob. 0, he has basted me rarely, sumptuously 1 but I have it 
hero in black and white, [“pulls out the warrant."] for his block and 
blue shall pay him. 0, the justice, the honestest old brave Trojan 
in London: 1 do honour the very flea of his dog. A plague on him. 
though, he put me once in a villanous filthy fear; marry, it vanished 
away like the smoke of tobacco; but I was smoked soundly first. 
I think the devil, and his good anwl, my guest. Well, wife, or 
Tib, which you will, get you in, ana lock the door; 1 charge you 
let nobody in to you, wife; nob^y in to you; those are my words: 
not Captain Bob himself, nor the fiend in his likeness. You are a 
woman, you have fleeh and blood enough in you to be tempted* 
therefore keep the door shut upon all comers. ' 
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Txb. E warrant you, there shall nobody enter hero without my 
consent. 

Cob. Nor with your coiisent, sweet Tib; and so I leave you. 

Txb. It’s more than you know, whether you leave me so. 

Cob. How’ 

Tib. Why, sweet 

Cob. Tut. sweet or sour, thou art a flower. 

Keep close thy door, I ask no more. {Exeunt. 


SCENE III.— /I Room in the Windmill Tavern. 

Enter E. Knowell, Wellbred, Stephen, and Bbainworm, 

disguised as before. 

E. Know. Well, Brainworm, perform this business happily, and 
thou makest a purchase of my love for ever. 

Wei. I’faith, now let thy spirits use their best faculties: but. at 
any hand, remember the message to my brother; for there’s no 
other means to start him. 

Brai. I warrant you, sir; fear nothing; I have a nimble soul has 
waked all forces of my phant’sie by this time, and put them in true 
motion. What you have possest me withal, I’ll discharge it amply. 

sir; make it no question. „ , ^ 

Wei. Forth, and prosper, Brainworm. Faith, Ned, how dost 

thou approve of my abilities in this device? 

E. Know. Troth, well, howsoever; but it will come excellent if it 


Take, manl why it cannot choose but take, if the circum- 
stance miscarry not: but, tell mo ingenuously, dost thou affect my 
sister Bridget as thou pretend’st? 

Zruw. Friend, am I worth belief? . . , j 

Wei Come, do not protest. In faith, she is a maid of good 
ornament, and much modesty; and, except I conceived very 
worthily of her, thou should’st not have her. . ^ ,1. 

E. Enow. Nay, that I am afraid, will be a question yet, whether 

I shall have her, or no. ^ • i- 1 u 

Wei. ’Slid, thou shalt have her; by this light thou shalt. 

E Know Nav. do not swear. 

Wei Bv this band thou shalt have her; I’ll go fetch her presently. 
'Point but where to meet, and as I am an honest man I II bring her. 

my.^by— by ? thou shalt have her. as 

^ T'ktiow. Praythee, be at peace, I am satisfied: and do believe 
thou wUt omit no offered occasion to make my desires compete 
Wei. Thou shalt see, end know. I will not {Exeunt. 
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SCENE n.^The Old Jexcnj. 

Enter Formal and Knowttll. 

Form. Was your man a soldier, sir ? 

Know. Ay, ft knave 

I took him begein" o’ tho way, this mormng. 

As I came over Moorfields. 

Enter Brainwobm, disguised as before. 

0, here ho is! — you’ve made fair speed, believe me, 

Where, in the name of sloth, could you be thus? 

Brai. Marry, peace be my comfort, where I thought I should have 
had little comfort of your worship’s service. 

^notr. How 30? 

Brai. 0, sir, your coming to the city, your entortaiiunent of mo. 
and your sending me to watch — indeed all the circumstances either 
of your charge, or my employment, are as open to your son, as to 
yourself. 

Know. How should that be, unless that villain, Brainworm, 
Have told him of tho letter, and discover’d 
All that I strictly charg’d him to conceal? 

’TU so. 

Brai. I am partly o’ tho faith, ’tis so, indeed. 

Know. But, how should be know thee to bo my man? 

Brai. Nay, sir, I cannot tell; unless it be by the black art Is 
not your son a scholar, sir ? 

Know. Yes. but I hope his soul is not allied 
Unto such hellish practice: if it were, 

I had just cause to weep my part in him. 

And curse tho time of his creation. 

But, where didst thou 6nd them, Fitz*Sword? 

Brai. You should rather ask where they found mo, sir; (or Fll 
be sworn, I was going along in the street, thinking nothing, when, 
of a sudden, a voice calls, Mr. KnotoelTs man/ another cries. 
Soldier / and thus half a dozen of them, till they had call’d me 
\nthin a house, where 1 no sooner came, but they seem’d men, and 
out flew all their rapiers at my bosom, with some three or four score 
oaths to accompany them ; and all to toll me, I was but a dead man, 
if 1 did not confess where you were, and how 1 was employed, and 
about what; which when they could not get out of mo, (as. 1 protest, 
they must have dissected, and made an anatomy of me first, and so 
I told them,) they lock’d me up into a room in the top of a high 
house, whence by great miracle (having a light heart) I slid do^vn 
by a bottom of peickthread into the street, and so ’soaped. But, 
sir, thus much I can assure you. for I heard it while I was lock’d up, 
there were a great many rich merchants and brave citizens’ wives 
with them at a feast; and your son, master Edward, withdrew with 
one of them, and has ’pointed to meet her anon at one Cob’s house 
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a •water-bearer that dwells by the Wall. Now, there your worship 
shall be sure to take him, for there be preys, and fail he will not 

Know. Nor will I fail to break his match, 1 doubt not 
Go thou along with justice Clement’s man. 

And stay there for me. At one Cob’s house, say’st thou? 

Brai. Ay, sir, there you shall have him. [Exit KnoictU.] Yes — 
invisible 1 Much wench, or much son! ’Slight, when he has staid 
there three or four hours, travailing with the expectation of wonders, 
and at length be deliver’d of air! 0 the sport that I should then 
take to look on him, if I durst! But now, I mean to appear no 
more afore him in this shape: I have another trick to act yet. 0 
that I were so happy as to light on a nupson now of this justice’s 
novice! — Sir, I make you stay somewhat long. 

Form. Not a whit, sir. Ih'ay you what do you mean, sir? 

Brai. I was putting up some papers. 

Form. You have been lately in the wars, sir, it seems. 

Brat. Marrv have I, sir, to my loss, and expense of all, almost. 

Form. Troth, sir, I would bo glad to bestow a bottle of wine on 


you, if it please you to accept it— 

Brai. 0, sir— . 

Form. But to hear the manner of your services, end your devices 
in the wars; they say they be very strange, and not like those a 
man reads in the Roman histories, or sees at Mile-end. 

Brai. No, I assure you, sir; why at any time when it please you, 
I shall be ready to discourse to you all I know;— and more too 
somewhat. 

Form. No better time than now, sir; well go to the Windmill: 
there we shall have a cup of neat grist, we call it. I pray you, sir, 

let me request vou to the Windmill. j , ^ 

Brai. I’ll follow you, sir;- and make grist of you, if I have good 

luck. [Aside.] 


SCENE V. — Moorfields. 

ErUer Mathew, E. K^towell, Bobapill, and Stephen. 

Hal Sir, did your eyes ever taste the like clown of him where we 
were to-day, Mr. Wellbred’s half-brother ? I think the whole earth 

cannot shew bis parallel, by this daylight. 

E. Know. We were now speaking of him: captain BobadiU tells 

me he is fallen foul of you too. *. 

Mat 0. ay, sir, he threatened me with the bastinado. 

Bob Ay. but I think, I taught you prevention this morning, tor 

that: You shall kiU him beyond question; if you be so generoush 

Indeed it is a most excellent trick. [FauM. 

Bob '. 0, you do not give spirit enough to your 

too tardv too heavy ! 0, it must be done like lightmog, hay ! 
too taray, wo y . [Pracliscs at a post with ha cudgel. 

Mat. Rare, captain I 
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Bob. Tut! ’tifl nothing, an’t be not done in ar-punto. 

E. Know. Captain, did you ever prove yourself upon any of our 

masters of defence here t 

J/ai. 0 good sir I yea, I hope he haa. 

Bob. I wUl tell you, sir. Upon my first coming to the eity, after 
my long travel for knowledge, in that mystery only, there came tliree 
or four of them to me, at a gentleman’s house, where it was my 
chance to be resident at that time, to intreat my presence at thoir 
schools: and withal so much importuned me, that I nroteat to yon, 
as I am a gentleman, I was ashamed of their rude demeanour out 
of all measure: Well, I told them that to come to a public school, 
they should pardon me, it was opposite, in diameter, to my humour; 
but if so be they would give their attendance at my lodging, I 
protested to do them what right or favour I could, as I was a 
gentleman, and so forth. 

£?. ^noio. So, sir! then you tried their sl^ ? 

Bob. Alas, soon tried: you shall hear, sir. Within two or three 
days after, they came; and, by honesty, fair sir, believe me, I 
graced thorn exceedingly, shew^ them some two or three tricks 
of prevention have purchased them since a credit to admiration: 
they cannot deny this; and yet now they hate me, and why? 
because I am excellent; and for no other vile reason on the earth. 

E. Knoto. This is strange and barbarous, as ever I beard. 

Bob. Nay, for a more instance of their preposterous natures; but 
note, sir. They have assaulted me some three, four, five, six of 
them together, as I have walked alone in divers skirts i’ the town, as 
Turnbull, Whitechaj^l, Shoreditch, which were then my quarters; 
and since, upon the Exchange, at my lodging, and at my ordinary: 
where I have driven them afore me the whole length of a street, in 
the open view of all our gallants, pitying to hurt them, believe me. 
Yet ail this lenity will not overcome their spleen; they will be doing 
with the pismire, raising a hill a man may spurn abroad with his 
foot at pleasure. By myself, I could have slain them all, but I 
delight not in murder. 1 am loth to bear any other tbao this 
bastinado for them: yet 1 hold it good polity not to go disarmed, 
for though I be skilful, 1 may be oppress^ with multitudes. 

E. Know. Ay, believe me, may you, sir: and in my oonoeit, our 
whole nation should sustain the loss by it, if it were so. 

Bob. Alas, no? what’s a peculiar man to a nation? not seen. 

E. Know. 0. but your akjil, sir. 

Bob. Indeed, that might be some loss; but who respects it? I 
will tell you, sir, by the way of private, and under seal; I am a 
gentleman, and live here obscure, and to myself; but were I known 
to her majesty and the lords, ^-observe me, — I would nndertake, 
upon this poor head and life, for the publio benefit of the state, not 
only to spare the entire lives of her subjects in general; but to save 
the one half, nay, three parte of her yearly charge in holding war, 
and against what enemy soever. And how would I do it, think you ? 

E. Know. Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive. 


6o8 


Ben Jonson’s Plays 

Bob. Why thus, sir. I would select nineteen more, to myself, 
throughout the land; gentlemen they should be of good spirit, 
strong and able constitution; I would choose them by an instinct, 
a character that I have: and I would teach these ninet^n the special 
rules, ae your punto, your reverso, your stoccata, your imbroccato, 
your paa^a, your montanto; till they could all play very near, or 
altogether aa well as myself. This done, say the enemy were forty 
thousand strong, we twenty would come into the field the tenth of 
March, or thereabouts; and we would challenge twenty of the 
enemy; they could not in their honour refuse us: Well, we would 
kill them; challenge twenty more, kill them; twenty more, kill 
them; twenty more, kill them too; and thus would we kill every 
man his twenty a day, that’s twenty score; twenty score that’s 
two hundred; two hundred a day, five days a thousand: forty 
thousand; forty times five, five times forty, two hundred days kills 
them all up by computation. And this will I venture my poor 
gentlemanlike carcase to perform, provided there be no treason 
practised upon us, by fair and discreet manhood; that is, civilly 
by the sword. 

E. Know. Why, are you so sure of your hand, captain, at all times ? 

Boh. Tut! never miss thrust, upon my reputation with you. 

E. know. I would not stand in Downright’s state then, an you 
meet him, for the wealth of any one street in London. 

Bob. \^y, sir, you mistake me: if be were here now, by this 
welkin, I would not draw my weapon on him. Let this gentleman 
do his ’mind: but I \vill bastinado him, by the bright sun, wherever 

1 meet him. 

Mat. Faith, and I’ll have a fling at him, at my distance. 

E. Know. ’Od’s, so, look where he is ! yonder be goes. 

[Downright crossts the stage. 

Dow. What peevish luck have I, I cannot meet with these brag- 
ging rascals? 

Bob. It is not he, is it? 

E. Know. Yes, faith, it is he. 

Mat. I’ll be bang’d then if that were he. 

E. Know. Sir, keep your banging good for some greater matter, 

for I assure you that were he. 

Stev Upon my reputation, it was he. 

Bob Had I thought it had been he. he must not have gone so: 
but I can hardly be induced to believe it was he yet. 

E. Know. That I think, sir. 

Re-enter Down bigut. 


“S'K“sto.. have I found you! Como, draw u, 

tlren. hoar 

maTl LT^bought on it till now— Body of mo. I 
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had a warrant of the peace eerved on me, even now m I came along, 

by a water-bearer; this gentleman saw it, Master Mathew. 

Dovo. ’Sdeathl you will not draw then? 

[DisarrM and htats h%m. Mathew rurw away. 

Bob. Hold, hold ! under thy favour forbear 1 
Dow. Prate again, as you like this, you whoreson foist you. 
You’ll control the point, you! Your consort U gone; had he sUid 

he had shared with you, sir. v > . *u 

Boh. Well, gentlemen, bear witness, I was bound to the peace. 


by this good day. . \ i.\. 

E. Know. No, faith, it’s an ill day, captain, never reckon it other: 

but, say you were bound to the peace, the law allows you to defend 

yourself: that will prove but a poor excuse. , . , , 

Boh. I cannot tell, sir; I desire good construction m fair sort. I 
never sustain’d the like disgrace, by heaven! sure 1 was struck 
with a planet thence, for I had no power to touch my weapon. 

E Know. Ay, like enough; I have heard of many that have been 
beaten under a planet; go. get you to a surgeon. ’Slid ! an these be 
your tricks, your passadoes, and your montantos. 1 11 none of them. 
[Exit Bobadill.] 0, manners! that this age should bnng forth such 
creatures 1 that nature should be at leisure to make them 1 Come. 


coz. 

Step. Mass, I’ll have this cloak. 

E. Know. ’Od’s will, ’tis Downright’a 

Step. Nay, it’s mine now, another might have ta’en it up as well 
as I: I’ll wear it, so I will. 

E Know. How an he see it? he’ll challenge it, assure yourself. 
Step, kj, but he shall not have it: I’ll say I bought it. 

B. Know. Take heed you buy it not too dear, coz, {Exeuid. 


SCENE IV.— A Room in Kitely’s Bouse. 

Enier Kitely, Wbllbbed, Dame Kjtbly, and Bridget. 

Kii. Now, trust me, brother, you were much to blame, 

T incense 1^ anger, and disturb the peace 
Of my poor house, where there are sentinels 
That every minute watch to give alarms 
Of civil war, without adjection 
Of your assistance or occasion. 

Wei. No harm done, brother, I warrant you: since there is no 
harm done, anger costs a man nothing; and a tall man is never his 
own man till ho be angry. To keep his valour in obsc^ity, is to 
keep himself as it were in a cloak-bag. What's a musiciau, unless 
he play ? What’s a tall man unless he fight? For, indeed, all this 
my wise brother stands upon absolutely; and that made mo fall in 
with him so resolutely. 

Dame K. Ay, but what harm might have come of it, brother ? 

iref. S^ght, sister ? so might the good warm clothes your husband 
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wears be poisoned, for any thing he know: or tho wholesome wine 
he drank, even now at the table. 

Kil. Now, God forbid! 0 me! now I remember 
My wife drank to me last, and changed the cup. 

And bade me wear this cursed suit to*day. 

See, if Heaven suffer murder undiscover’d! 

I feel me ill ; give me some mithridate. 

Some mithridate and oil, good sister, fetch me; 

0, I am sick at heart, I burn, I burn. 

If you will save my life, go fetch it me. 

Wd. 0 strange humour! my very breath has poison’d him. 

Brid. Good brother, be content, what do you mean ? 

The strength of these extreme conceits will kill you. 

Dame K. Beshrew your heart-blood, brother Wellbred. now, 

For putting such a toy into his head 1 

Wd. Is a fit simile a toy? will be be poison’d mth a ainule? 
Brother Kitely, what a strange and idle imagination is this! For 
shame, be wiser. 0’ my soul there’s no such matter. 

Kit. Am I not sick ? how am I then not poison’d f Am 1 not 

poison’d f how am I then so sick ? 

Dame K. If you be sick, your own thoughts make you sick. 

Wd. His jealousy is the poison he has taken. 


Enter BaaiNWOBM, disguised in Formal’s dothes. 

Brai. Master Kitely, my master, justice Clement, salutes you; 
and desires to speak with you with all p^ible speed. 

Kit No time but now, when I think I am sick, very «ck. well, 
I will wait upon his worship. Thomas! Cob! ImustsMk them 
out, and set them sentinels till I return. Thomas! Cob! ^hom^^. 

Wd This is perfectly rare, Brainworm; [lakes Aim aside.} but 
how got’st thou this apparel of the justice’s man? 


where 1 so marshall’d him, mat i oiaue mm w.uu 

and because too much heat was the cause of his distemper. I stnpt 
him’ stark naked as he lay along asleep, and borrowed his suit to 
deliver this counterfeit message in. leaving a rasty armour, and an 
nld brown bill to watch him till my return; which shall be, when I 
have pTwn’d to apparel, and epeat the better part o' the money, 

'Sfligmmsi 

issa-ssis 

may do us more present service. Away. I 
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Re-enter Kitkly, talking aside to Cash. 

KU. Come hither, Thomas, Now my secret’s ripe, 

Aod thou shalt have it: lay to both thine ears. 

Hark what I say to thee. I must go forth, Thomas} 

Be careful of thy promise, keep good watch. 

Note every gallant, and observe him well, 

That enters in my absence to thy mistress: 

If she would show him rooms, the jest is stale. 

Follow them, Thomas, or else hang on him. 

And let him not go after; mark their looks; 

Note if she offer but to see his band, 

Or any other amorous toy about him; 

But praise his leg, or foot: or if she say 
The day is hot, and bid him feel her hand, 

How hot it is; 0, that’s a monstrous thing! 

Note me all this, good Thomas, mark their siglis. 

And if they do but whisper, break ’em off: 

I’ll bear thee out in it. Wilt thou do this T 
Wilt thou be true, my Thomas ? 

Cash. As truth’s self, sir. 

Kit. Why, I believe thee: Where is Cob, now 7 Cobt [Exit, 

Dame K. He’s ever calling for Cob: I wonder how he employs 
Cob so. 

Wd. Indeed, sister, to ask how he employs Cob, is a necessary 
question for you that are his wife, and a thing not very easy for you 
to be satisfied in; but this I’ll assure you, Cob's wife is an excellent 
bawd, sister, and oftentimes your husband haunts her house ; marry, 
to what end? I cannot altogether accuse him; imagine you what 
you think convenient: but I have known fair hides have foul hearts 
ere now, sister. 

Dame K. Never said you truer than that, brother, so much 1 can 
tcU you for your learning. Thomas, fetch your cloak and go with 
me. [Exit Cash."] I’ll after him presently: I would to fortune I 
could take him there, i’faith. I’d return him his own, I warrant 
him ! [Exit. 

Wd. So, let ’em go; this may make sport anon. Now, my fair 
sister-in-law, that you knew but how happy a thing it were to bo 
fair and beautiful. 

Brid. That touches not me, brother. 

Wd. That’s true; that’s even the fault of it; for indeed, beauty 
stands a woman in no stead, unless it procure her touching.— But, 
sister, whether it touch yon or no, it touches your beauties: and I 
am sure they will abide the touch; an they do not, a plague of all 

ceruse, say 1 1 and it touches me t^ in part, though not in the 

Well, there’s a dear and respected friend of mine, sister, stands very 
strongly and worthily affected toward you, and hath vowed to 
mfiame whole bonfires of zeal at his heart, in honour of your per* 
fections. I have already engaged my promise to bring you where 
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you shall hear him confirm much more. Ned Knowell is the man. 
sister: there’s no exception against the party. You are ripe for a 
husband; and a minute’s loss to such an occasion, is a great trespass 
in a wise beauty. What say you, sister? On my soul he loves you; 
will you give him the meeting? 

Brid. Faith, I had very little confidence in mine own constancy, 
brother, if I durst not meet a man: but this motion of yours savours 
of an old knight adventurer’s servant a little too much, methinks. 

Wei. \Miat’B that, sister? 

Bnd. Marry, of the squire. 

Wei. No matter if it did, I would be such an one for my friend. 
But see, who is return’d to hinder us! 


Re-enter Kitely. 


Kit. What villainy is this ? call’d out on a false message 1 

This was some plot; I was not sent for. — Bridget, 

Where is your sister ? . 

Brid. I think she be gone forth, sir. 

Kit. How I is my 'vife gone forth ? whither, for God’s sake ? 
Brid. She’s gone abroad with Tliomas. 

Kit. Abroad with Thomas! oh. that villain dors me: 

Beast that I was, to trust him! whither, I pray you, 


Went she? 
Brid. 
Wei. 


I know not, sir. 

I’ll tell you, brother. 


Whither 1 suspect she’s gone. . , *v , 

Whither, good brother? 

Wd. To Cob’s house, I believe: but, k^p my counsel. 

Kit. 1 will^ I will: to Cob's house! doth she haunt too 8 ? 

She’s gone a purpose now to cuckold me, 

With that lewd rascal, who, to win her favour. 

Hath told her all. _ 

Come, he IS once more gone, 

Sister,’let’8 lose no time; the affair is worth it. • 


[Exit. 


SCENE VIL— ^ Street. 

Enter JLithew and Bobadiix. 

Mai 1 wonder, capUin, what they wUI say of my going ^a? 
Wly^whkt should they say. but as of a direct gentleman. 

quick ■ wary, respectful of nature’s fair lineaments ? and Uiat . 

^ Mat W^vso' but what can they say of your beating . 

Z: 1 Xart, a touch with soft wood, a fand of gro. battery 
yom geSlezza.^me 'm bravely 

re rthe-rM Ihe ^rLirust wuh brave steel, defy 
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your base wood! But wherefore do I awake this remembrance? 
1 was fascinated, by Jupiter; fascinated, but 1 will be unwitcb’cl 
and revenged by law. 

Mai. Do you hear? is it not best to get a warrant, and have him 
arrested and brought before justice Clement? 

Bob. It were not amiss; would we had it! 

Enter BRaiMWORM disguieed aa Formal. 

Mat. Why, here comes his man; let’s speak to him. 

Bob. Agre^, do you speak. 

Mat. Save you, sir. 

Brat. With all my heart, sir. 

Mat. Sir, there is one Downright hath abused this gentleman and 
myself, and we determine to make our amends by law; now, if you 
would do us the favour to procure a warrant to bring him afore your 
master, you shall be well considered, 1 assure you, sir. 

Brai. Sir, you know my service is my living; such favours as 
these gotten of my master is Ids only preferment, and therefore you 
must consider me as I may make benefit of my place. 

Mat. How is that, sir? 

Brat. Faith, sir, the thing is extraordinary, and the gentleman 
may be of great account ; yet, be he what he will, if you will lay 
me down a brace of angels in my hand you shall have it, otherwise 
not. 

Mat. How shall we do, captain 7 he asks a brace of angels, you 
have no money ? 

Bob. Not a cross, by fortune. 

Mat. Nor I, as 1 am a gentleman, but twopence left of my two 
shillings in the morning for wine and radish: let’s find him some 
pawn. 

Bob. Pawn ! we have none to the value of his demand. 

Mat. 0, yes; I’ll pawn this jewel in my ear, and you may pawn 
your silk stockings, and pull up your boots, they will ne’er be mist: 
it must be done now. 

Bob. Well, an there be no remedy, I’ll step aside and pull them off. 

[IFifWratAj. 

Mat. Do you hear, sir ? we have no store of money at this time, 
but you shall have good pawns; look you, sir, this jewel, and that 
gentleman's silk stockings; because we would have it dispatch’d 
ere we went to our chambers. 

Brai. I am content, sir; I will get you the warrant presently. 
What’s his name, say you ? Downright ? 

Mai. Ay, ay, George Downright. 

Brat. What manner of man is he? 

Mai. A tall big man, sir; he goes in a cloak most commonly of 
silk-russet, laid about with russet lace. 

Brat. ’Tis very good, sir. 

Mat. Here, sir, here’s my jeweL 
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Boh. [reiuTniTig.] And here are my stockings. 

Brai. Well, gentlemen, I’ll procure you this warrant presently; 
but who will you have to serve it? 

Mat. That’s true, captain: that most be considered. 

Bob. Body o’ me, I know not; ’tis service of danger. 

Brai. Why, you were best get one o’ the varleta of the city, a 
Serjeant: I’ll appoint you one, if you please. 

Mat. Will you, sir? why, we can wish no better. 

Bob. We’ll leave it to you, sir. [Exeunt Bob. and Mai. 

Brai. This is rare! Now will I go and pawn this cloak of the 
justice’s man’s at the broker’s, for a varlet’s suit, and be the varlet 
myself; and get either more pawns, or more money of Downright, 
for the arrest. [Exit. 


SCENE VIII. — The Lane before Cob’s House, 

Enter Knowbll. 

Know. Oh, here it is; I am glad I have found it now; 

Ho! who is within here? 

Tib. [u'»VA»n.] I am within, sir; what’s your pleasure? 

Know. To know who is within heside yourself. 

Ttb. Why, sir, you are no constable, I hope ? 

Know. 0, fear you the constable ? then I doubt not, 

You have some guests within deserve that fear; 

I’ll fetch him straight. 

Enter Tib. 

/j>Q) 0’ God’s name, sir 1 

Know. Go to: come tell me, is not young Knowell here? 

Tib Young Knowell! I know none such, sir, o’ mine honesty. 
Know. Your honesty, darnel it dies too lightly from you. 

There is no way but fetch the constable. 

Tib The constable 1 the man is mad, I think. 

[Exit, and claps to the door 


Enter Dame Kitbly and Cash. 

Cash Ho 1 who keeps house here ? 

Know. 0, this is the female copesmato of my son: 

Now shall I meet him straight. 

jNow snau 1 Knock, Thomas, hard. 

DameJL. 

Cash. Ho, goodwifel 

Re-enter Tib. 

Why, what’s the matter with you? 
Dame K. Why, woman, grieves it you to ope your door ? 
Belike you get something to keep it shut. 

Tib What mean these questions, pray ye? . . , u......* 

dIcTso b trange you make it! is not my husband here? 
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Know. Her husband 1 

DamtK. My tried husband, master KiteJy? 

Tib. I hope he needs not to be tried here. 

Damt K. No, dame, he does it not for needL but pleasure. 

Tib. Neither for ne^ nor pleasure is he bore. 

Know. This is but a device to balk me witlial: 

Enter Kitbly, muffled tn his cloak. 

Soft, who is this? 'tie not my son disguised? 

Dame K. [spies her husband, and runs lo Wm.] 0, sir, have 1 fore- 
stall’d your honest market, 

Found your close walks? You stand ama7.ed now, do you? 

I’faith, I am glad I have smok’d you yet at last. 

What is your jewel, trow? In, come, let’s see her; 

Fetch forth your housewife, dame; if she be fairer. 

In any honest judgment, than myself. 

I'll be content with it: but she is change. 

She feeds you fat, she soothes your appetite. 

And you are well I Your wife, an honest woman, 

Is meat twice sod to you, sir I 0, you treachour I 
Know. She cannot counterfeit thus palpably. 

Kit. Out on thy more than strumpet impudence! 

Steal’ st thou thus to thy haunts ? and have 1 taken 
Thy bawd and thee, and thy companion, 

This hoary-headed letoher, this old goat, 

Close at your villainy, and would’st thou ’scuse it 
With this stale harlot’s jest, accusing me? 

0, old incontinent^ [to KnotoeU.'] dost thou not shame, 

\^^eo all thy powers in chastity are spent. 

To have a mind so hot? and to entice, 

And feed the enticements of a lustful woman? 

Dame K. Out, I defy thee, I, dissembling wretch I 
Kit. Defy me, stnimpetl Ask thy pander here. 

Can he deny it; or that wicked elder? 

Know. Why, hear you, air. 

Kit. Tut, tut, tut; never speak: 

Thy gxiilty conscience will discover thee. 

Know. What lunacy is this, that haunts this man ? 

Kit. Well, good wife bawd. Cob’s wife, and you. 

That make your husband such a hoddy^oddy ; 

And you, young apple-squire, and old cuckold-maker; 

I’ll have you every one before a justice: 

Nay, you shall answer it, I charge you go. 

Know. Marry, with all my heart, sir, I go willingly; 

Though I do taste this as a trick put on me. 

To punish my impertinent search, and justly. 

And half forgive my son for the device. 

Kit. Come, will you go? 

Dame K. Go I to thy shame believe it. 
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Et^ Cob. 

Co6. Why, what’fl the matter here, what’s here to do T 
Kit. 0, (^b, art thou come ? 1 have been abused, 

And in thy house; was never man so wrong’d! 

Cofr. ’SUd, in my house, my master Kitelyl who wrongs you in 
my bouse? 

Kit. Marry, young lust in old, and old in young here: 

Thy wife’s their bawd, here have I taken them. 

Cob. How, bawd! is my hoiwe come to that? Am I preferr’d 
thither? Did I not charge you to keep your doors shut, Isbel? 
and — you let them lie open for all comers 1 {Beats hU wife. 

Know. Friend, know some cause, before thou beat’st thy wife. 
Thi^a is madness in thee. 

C<,h Why, is there no cause ? 

Kit. Yes, I’ll shew cause before the justice. Cob: 

Come, let her go with me. 

Cob, Nay, she shall go. 

Tift. Nay, I will go. I’ll see an you may be allowed to make a 
bundle of hemp of your right and la^ul wife thus, at every cuckoldy 
knave’s pleasure. Why do you not go ? 

K^. A bitter quean ! Come, we will have you tamed. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IX.— A Street. 

Enter Brainworm, disguised as a City Serjeant. 

Brai. Well, of all my disgiiises yet, now am I most like myself, 
being in this serjeant’s gown. A man of my present profession 
never counterfeit^ till he lays hold upon a debtor, and says, he 
rests him ; for then he brings him to all manner of unrest. A kind 
of little kings we are, bearing the diminutive of a mace, made like 
a young artichoke, that always carries pepper and salt in itself. 
Well, I know not what danger I undergo by this exploit; pray 
Heaven I come well off 1 

Enter Mathew and BoBADrLL. 

Mat. See, I think, yonder is the varlet, by his gown. 

Bob. Let’s go in quest of him. 

Mat. ’Save you, friend! are not you here by appointment of 

justice Clement’s man? , , u a 

Brai. Yes, an’t please you, sir; he told me, two gentlemen nao 
will’d him to procure a warrant from his master, which 1 have about 

me, to be served on one Downright. . xu 

Mat It is honestly done of you both; and see where the 
comes you must arrest; serve it upon him quickly, afore he be 

aware. 

Bob. Bear back, master Mathew. 
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ErAvr Stephen in Downbioht’s doak . 

Brai. Master Downright, I arrest you in the queen’s name, and 
must carry you afore a justice by virtue of this warrant. 

Step. Me, friend! I am no Downright, I; I am master Stephen: 
You do not well to arrest me, I tell you, truly; I am in nobody’s 
bonds nor books, I would you should know it. A plague on you 
heartily, for making me thus afraid afore my time! 

Brai. Why, now you are deceived, gentlemen. 

Bob. He wears such a cloak, and that deceived us: but see, here 
a’ comes indeed; this is he, officer. 

Enter Downright. 

Dow. Why how now, signior gulll are you turn’d filoher of late! 
Come, deliver my cloak. 

Step. Your cloak, sirl I bought it even now, in open market. 

Brai. Master Downright, 1 have a warrant I must serve upon 
you, procured by these two gentlemen. 

Dow. These gentlemen 1 these rascals I [Offers to beat them. 

Brai. Keep the peace, I charge you in her majesty’s name. 

Dow. I obey thee. What must I do, officer ? 

Brai. Go before master justice Clement, to answer that they can 
object against you, air: I will use you kindly, air. 

Afa^ Come, lot’s before, and make the justice, captain. 

Bob. The varlet’s a tall man, afore heaven ! [Exeunt Bob. and Mat, 

Dow. Gull, you’ll give me my cloak. 

Step. Sir, 1 bought it, and I’ll keep it. 

Dow. You will! 

Step. Ay, that 1 will 

Dow. Officer, there’s thy fee, arrest him. 

Brai. Alastei Stephen, 1 must arrest you. 

Step. Arrest me! I scorn it There, take your cloak. I’ll none 
on't. 

Dow. Nay, that shall not serve your turn now, air. Officer, I'll 
go with thee to the justice’s; bring him along. 

Step. Why, is not here your cloak ? what would you have ? 

Dow. I'll have you answer it, sir. 

Brai. Sir, TU ^e your woid, and this gentleman’s too, for his 
appearance, 

Dow. I’ll have no words taken: bring him along. 

Brai. Sir, I may choose to do ^t, I may take bail. 

Dow, ’Tis true, you may take bail, and choose at another time; 
but you shall not now, varlet: bring him along, or I’ll swinge you, 

Brai. Sir, I pity the gentleman’s case: here’s your money again. 

Dow. ’Sdeins, tell not me of my money; bring him away, I say. 

Brai. I warrant you he will go with you of himself, sir. 

Dow. Yet more ado ? 

Brai. I have made a fair maah on’t. [Aside, 

Step. Must I go ? 
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Brci. I know no remedy, master Stephen. 

Dow. Come along afore me here; I do not love your hanging 
look behind. 

Step. Why, sir, I hope yon cannot hang me for it: can he, fellow ? 
Brai. I think not, sir; it is but a whipping matter, sure. 

Sup. Why then let him do his worst, I am resolute. [Exeunt. 


ACT V 

SCENE 1.— Coleman Street. A Hall in Justice Clement’s 

House. 

Enter Clement, Knowell, Kitely, Dame K., Tib, Cash, 

Cob, and Servants. 

Clem. Nay, but stay, stey, give me leave: my chair, sirrah. 
You, master Knowell. say you went thither to meet your son? 
Know. Ay, sir. 

Clem. But who directed you thither? 

Know. That did mine own man, sir. 

Clem. Where is he? i ■ j 

Know. Nay, I know not now; I left him with your clerk, end 

appointed him to stay here for me. 

Clem. My clerk 1 about what time was this? 

Know. Marry, between one and two, as I take it 

Clem. And what time came my man with the false message to 

you, master Kitely? 

C^m.'^Very good: but, mistress Kitely, how chance that you 

'^^Da^^K. An’t please you, air. I'll tell you: my brother Wellbred 
told me, that Cob’s house was a suspected place— 

Clem. So it appears, methinks: but on. 

Dame K. And that my husband used thither daily. 

Clem No matter, so he used himself well, mistreM. 

Dame K. True, sir: but you know what grows by such haunts 

rank fruits of a jealous brain, mistress Kitely but 
did you find your husband there, in that case as you suspected ? 

IMd''you!^aM^that alters the case. Who gave you know- 

'ir S; brother Wellbred. 

cL Wellbred first tell her; then teU yon after I Where 

gull’d m this 
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Coh. And worthily, I hope, if it shall prove 00 . 

Clem. Ay, that’s like, and a piece of a sentence.— 

Enter a Servant. 

How now, sir! what’s the matter ? 

Serv. Sir, there’s a gentleman in the court without, desires to 

speak with your worship. 

CUm. A gentleman 1 what is he? 

Serv. A soldier, sir, he says. 

Clem. A soldier! take down my armour, my sword quickly. A 
soldier speak with me ! Why, when, knaves? Come on, come on : 
[arms himeelf.] hold my cap there, so; give me my gorget, my 
sword: stand by, I will end your matters anon. — Let the soldier 
enter. Senxini. 

Enter Dobadill, folUnoed by Mathhw. 

Now, sir, what have you to say to me? 

Bob. By your worship’s favour — 

Clem. Nay, keep out, sir; I know not your pretence. You send 
me word, sir, you are a soldier: why, sir, you shall be answer’d here: 
here be them that have been amongst soldiers. Sir, your pleasure. 

Bob. Faith, air, so it is, this gentleman and myself have been 
most uncivilly wrong’d and beaten by one Downright, a coarse 
fellow, about the town here; and for mine own part, 1 protest, being 
a man in no sort given to this filthy humour 01 quarrelling, he hath 
assault^ me in the way of my peace, despoiled me of mine honour, 
disarmed me of my weapons, and rudely laid me along in the open 
streets, when I not so much as once offered to resist him. 

CUm. 0, God’s precious! is this the soldier? Here, take my 
armour off quickly, ’twill make him swoon, 1 fear; he is not fit to 
look on’t, that will put up a blow. 

Mat. An’t please your worship, he was bound to the peace. 

CUm. Why, an he were, sir, his hands were not bound, were they ? 

Re-enter Servant 

Serv. There’s one of the varlets of the city, sir, has brought two 
gentlemen here; one, upon your worship’s warrant 
Clem. My warrant! 

Serv. Yes, sir; the officer says, procured by these two. 

CUm. Bid him come in. [Exit iSemiTU.] Set by this picture. 

Enter DowNBionr, Stephen, and Brainworh, disguUed ae before. 

What, Master Downright! are you brought in at Mr. Freshwater’s 
suit here ? 

Doxo. I’faith, sir, and here’s another brought at my suit 
CUm. What are you, sir? 

Step. A gentleman, sir. 0, uncle ! 

Clem. Unolel who. Master Knowell ? 

Know. Ay, sir; this is a wise kinsman of mine, t . 
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Step. God’s my witness, uncle, I am wrong’d here monstrously, 
he charges me with stealing of his cloak, and would I might never 
stir, if I'did not find it in the street by chance. 

Dow. 0, did you find it now? You said you bought it ere- 

Step. And you said, I stole it: nay, now my uncle is here, I’ll do 
well enough \vith you. 

Clem.. Well, let this breathe awhile. You that have cause to 
complain there, stand forth: Had you my warrant for this 
gentleman’s apprehension? 

£oi. Ay, an’t please your worship. 

Clem. Nay, do not speak in passion so: where had you it? 

Bob. Of vour clerk, sir. ^ u a 

Clem That’s well! an my clerk can make warrants, and my hand 
not at them! Where is the warrant— officer, have you it? 

Brai. No. sir; your worship’s man. Master Formal, bid me do it 
for these gentlemen, and be would be my discharge. 

Clem. Why, Master Downright, are you such a novice, to be 

served and never see the warrant? 

Dow. Sir, he did not serve it on me. 

Doiv. Marry, sir. he came to me, and said he must serve it, and be 

would use me kindly, and so— . ^ , ... 

Clem. 0, God’s pity, was it so. sir? He must sene tt . ^iv® m 

my long sword there, and help me off. So, come on. sir J 

mist cut off your legs, sirrah; [Bramto^ Heels.] nay, stand up. 

ru use uou kindlu: I must cut off your legs. I say. 

I U use you Ktnoiv. ^fio,trishes over him with his loy sword. 

Brai 0 good sir, I beseech you; nay, good master justice! 

CU^n. lZ,t do it, there is no remedy; I must 
sirrah, I must cut off your ears, you rascal. I must do it. I must out 
off your nose, I must cut off your head. 

a™. Weirrise^^Tdoitthou do nowt dost thou feel thyself 

well ? hast thou no harm ? ... 

Brai No I thank your good worship, sir. _ 

ri^ Whv so ' I toid I must cut off thy legs, and I must cut off 

vour musty sir. • . 

^ Brai Good sir. I beseech you, be good to me. 

r ■ '7 iry^lir. 7 % stu K Smutm. 

mor™’han tlis: I will not lose by my ^ jown! 

certain. '• 

Clem. How is this ? 

Know. Mv man Brainworml 
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step. 0, yes, uncle; Brainworm has been with my cousin Eldward 
and 1 all this day. 

Cltm. I told you all there was some device. 

Drai. Nay, excellent justice, since I have laid myself thus open 
to you, now stand strong for me; both with your sword and your 
balance. 

CUm. Body o’ me, a merry knave! give me a bowl of sack: if he 
belong to you, Master Knowell, I bespeak your patience. 

jBrot. That is it I have most need of; Sir, if you’ll pardon me, 
only. rU glory in all the rest of my exploits. 

Know. Sir, you know I love not to have my favours come hard 
from me. You have your pardon, though I suspect you shrewdly 
for being of counsel with my son against me. 

Brai. Yes, faith, I have, sir, though you retain’d me doubly this 
morning for yourself: 6rst as Brainworm; after, as Fitz-Sword. 
I was your reform’d soldier, sir. ’Twas I sent you to Cob’s upon 
the errand without end. 

Know. Is it possible 7 or that thou should’st disguise thy language 
so as I should not know thee? 

Brai. 0, sir, this has been the day of my metamorphosis. It is 
not that shape alone that 1 have run through to-day. 1 brought 
this gentleman, master Kitely, a message too, in the form of master 
Justice’s man here, to draw him out o' the way, as well as your 
worship, while master Wellbred might make a conveyance of mis* 
tress Bridget to my young master. 

Kit. How! my sister stolen away 7 

Know, ftfy son is not married, I hope. 

Brai. Faith, sir, they are both as sure as love, a priest, and three 
thousand pound, which is her portion, can make them; and by 
this time are rea^y to bespeak their wedding-supper at the Wind- 
mill, except some friend here prevent them, and invite them 
home. 

Clem. Marry, that will I; I thank thee for putting me in mind 
on’t. Sirrah, go you and fetch them hither upon my warrant. 
[Exit iSfirtwni.] Neither’s friends have cause to be sorry, if I know 
the young couple aright. Here, I drink to thee for thy good news. 
But I pray thee, what hast thou done with my man. Formal 7 

Brai. Faith, sir, after some ceremony post, as maldng him drunk, 
first with story, and then with wine, (but all in kindness,) and 
stripping him to his shirt, I left him in that cool vein; departed, 
sold your worship’s warrant to these two, pawn’d his livery for that 
varlet’s gown, to serve it in ; and thus have brought myself by my 
activity to your worship’s consideration. 

CUm. And I will consider thee in another cup of sack. Here’s to 
thee, which having drunk off this my sentence; Pledge me. Thou 
hast done, or assisted to nothing, in my judgment, but deserves to 
be pardon’d for the wit of the offence. If thy master, or any man 
here, be angry with thee, I shall suspect his ingine, while I know 
him, for’t. How now, what noise is that 7 
♦x489 
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Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, it is Roger ia come home. 

Clem. Bring him in, bring him in. 

Enter Fobmal in a suit of armour. 

What! drunk? in arms against me? your reason, your reason for 
this? 

Form. I beseech your worship to pardon me; I happened into 
ill company by chance, that cast me into a sleep, and stript me of 
all my clothes. 

Clem. Well, tell him I am Justice Clement, and do pardon him: 
but what ia this to your armour ? what may that signify ? 

Form. An’t please you, sir, it hung up in the room where I was 
stript; and I borrow’d it of one of the drawers to ^me home in, 
because I was loth to do penance through the street in my shirt. 
Clem. Well, stand by a while. 


Enter E. Knowell, Wellbrbd, and BBiDoirr. 

Who be these? 0, the young company; welcome, welcome! 
Give vou joy. Nav, mistress Bridget, blush not; you are not so 
fresh a bride, but the news of it is come hither afore you. Master 
briderwoom, I have made your peace, give me your band: so will 

I for all the rest ere you forsake my roof. 

E. Know. We are the more bound to your humamty, air. 

CUm. Ody these two have so little of man in them, they are no 

sir, let me pray you for this gentleman, he belongs to 
mv sister the bride. 

'Clem. Id what place, sir? 1 1 

Wei. Of her delight, sir, below the stairs, and m pubhc: her 

A poet ! 1 will chaUenge him myself presently at eitempore. 

Mount wp thy Phleyon, Muse, and testify. 

Bow Saturn, sitting in an ebon cloud. 

Disrobed his j»dex, whiU as ivo^. 

And through ike welkin thunder'd all aloud. 

Wd. He is not for extempore, sir: he is all for the pocket muse; 

nlftAse vou command a sight of it. 

Yes ves search him for a taste of his vein. 

Clem, xee, yes, search Maiheufs pockets. 

Wei. You must not deny the queen’s justice, sir, under a wnt of 

all this verse? body o’ me, he carries a whole 
^mtoweal^o? paper in h^ hose: let us see some^o^ 

eubjecto. 
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TJnto the boundless ocean of Ihtjfacty 

Runs ihis poor river, charg'd with streams of eyes. 


How! this U stolen. • # ^et. 

E. Know. A parody! a parody 1 with a kind of miraoulous gift, 

to make it absurder than it was. 

Clem la all the rest of this batoh? bnng me a torch; lay it 
together, and give fire. Cleanse the air. {Sets the papers on fire.] 
Here was enough to have infected the whole city, if it h^od not been 
taken in time. See, see, how our poet’s glory shioMl bnghter and 
brighter! still it increases! 0, now it is at the highest; and now it 
declines as fast. You may see. sic transit gloria mundt / 

Know. There’s an emblem for you, son, and your studies. 

Clem. Nay, no speech or act of mine be drawn against such as 
profess it worthily. They are not born every year, as an alderman. 
There goes more to the making of a good poet, than a shontt. 
Master Kitely, you look upon me!— though 1 live in the city here, 
amongst you, I will do more reverence to him, when I meet lum. 
than 1 v^l to the mayor out of his year. But these paper-pedlars! 
these ink-dabblers! they cannot expect reprehension or reproach; 
they have it with the fact, 

E Know. Sir, you have saved me the labour of a defence. 

Clem. It shall be discourse for supper between your father and 
me, if he dare undertake me. But to dispatch away these, you 
sign o’ the soldier, and picture of the poet, (but both so false, I will 
not have you hanged out at my door till midnight,) while we are 
at supper, you two shall penitently fast it out in my court without; 
and, if you will, you may pray there that we may be so merry within 
as to forgive or forget you when we come out. Here’s a third, 
because we tender your safety, shall watch you, ho is provided for 
the purpose. Look to your charge, air. 

Step. And what shall I do ? 

Clem. 01 I had lost a sheep an he had not bleated: why, sir, you 
shall give master Downright his cloak; and I will intreat him to 
take it. A trencher and a napkin you shall have in the buttery, 
and keep Cob and his wife company hero; whom I will iutreat first 
to be reconciled; and you to endeavour with your wit to keep 
them so. 

Step. I’ll do my best. 

Cob. Why, now I see thou art honest, Tib, I receive thee as my 
dear and mortal wife again. 

Tib. And I you, as my loving and obedient husband. 

Clem. Good compliment! It will be their bridal night too. 
They are married anew. Come, I conjure the rest to put on all dis- 
content You, master Downright, your anger; you, master 
KnowelJ, your cares; Master Kitely and his wife, their jealousy. 
For, I must tell you both, while that is fed. 

Horns in the min d are worse than on the head. 

Kit. Sir, thus they go from me; Wim me, sweetheart 
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See what a drove of home fly in the air, 

Wind'd loith my deansed my credulous breath / 

Watch 'em suspicious eyes, watch where they fall. 

See, see / on heads that think they have none at all f 
0, what a plenteous world of this will come I 
When air rains horns, all may be sure of some, 

I have Icarn’d so much verse out of a jealous man’s part in a play. 

Clem. ’Tis well, ’tis well! This night we’ll dedicate to friendship, 
love, and laughter. Master bridegroom, take your bride and lead; 
every one a fellow. Here is my mistress, Brainworm ! to whom all 
my addresses of courtship shall have their reference: whose adven- 
tures this day, when our grandchildren shall hear to be made a 
fable, I doubt not but it shall find both spectators and applause. 

[Exeunt. 
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Abati, cast dowQ, subdQd 
Abkokaing, rcpugnaat (to), at variance 
AttjBCT, base, degraded thing, outcast 
Abrase, smooth, blank 
Absolvt£(ly), fauitless(ly) 

Abstracted, abstract, abstruse 
Abuse, deceive, insult, dishonour, make iU 
use of 

Acatir, caterer 
Acatm, cates 

Accertivb, mllinf . ready to accept, receive 
Accommodate, ht. behttiog. (fhe word 
was a iashionable one and used on ail 
occasions. Su ** Heory IV./’ pt« 2, ui. 4) 
Accost, draw near, approach 
Acrhown, confess^y acquainted with 
Acme, full maturity 

Adalaktado, lord deputy or governor of a 
Spanish province 
Adjectioh, addition 
Admiratiok, astonishment 
Admire, wonder, wonder at 
Adrof, philosopher’s stone, or substance 
from which obtained 
Adecribe, subscribe 
Adulterate, spurious, counterfeit 
Advance, lift 

Advertise, intonn, give intelligence 
Advertised, *' bo — be U known to you 
Advertisement, intelligence 
Advise , consider, bethink oneself, deliberate 
Advised, informed, aware; ’’ are you 
have you found that out? 

Affect, love, like; aim at; move 
Affected, disposed: beloved 
Affectionate, obstinate; prejudiced 
Affects, affections 
Affront, give the — face 
Affy, have confidence in; betroth 
After, after the manner of 
Again, Against, in anticipation of 
Aggravate, inaease, magnify, enlarge upon 
Agnomination. Su Paranomasie 
Aiery, nest, brood 
Aim, guess 

Ald hid, children’s cry at bide-and*$eek 
AiX'TO, completely, entirely {”all*to>be* 
Uden *') 

Allowance, approbation, recognition 
Alma cantarab (astron.), parallels of alti< 
tude 

Almain, name of a dance 
Almuten, planet of chid influence in the 
horoscope 

Alone, uneoualled, without peer 
Alvdels, suDliming pots 
Amaebd, confused, D^lexed 
Amber, Ambrs, amDcrgris 
Ambres, KIary, a woman noted for her 
valour at the alege of Ghent, 1456 


Ames-acb, lowest throw at dice 
Ampkiboueb, arubi^iUes 
Amused, bewilderedf, amased 
An, if 

Anatomy, skeleton, or dissected body 
Andirons, fire*dogs 

Angel, gold coin worth lor., stamped with 
I the figure of the archangel Michael 
Annesh Clears, spring known as Agnes ie 
Clare 

Answer, return hit in fencing 
Antic, Antique, down, buffoon 
Antic, like a buffoon 

ANTiPSRisrASts, an opposition which en* 
bonces the quality it opposes 
APorsM, decoction 
Apperil, peril 

Apple-John, ApPLE«iQuiRB, pimp, pander 
Apply, attach 

Apprehend, take into custody 
Apprehensive, ouick of perception; able 
to perceive ana appreciate 
I Approve, prove, conUrin 
Apt, suit, adapt; train, prepare; dispose, 

I incline 

Apt(ly), suitablefy), opportuoe(ly) 
Aptitude, suitableness 
Arbor, “make the —p’ cut up the game 
(Gifford) 

Arches, Court of Arches 
Archie, Archibald Armstrong, jester to 
James I. and Charles 1, 

Arcaili, argol, crust or sedimeot in wine 
casks 

Argest'Vive, quicksilver 
Argument, plot of a drama; theme, sub- 
ject; matter in quesUoo; token, proof 
Arride, please 

Arsedine, miature of copper and Einc, used 
as an imitation 0! gold leaf 
Arthur, Frjncb, relcrence to an archery 
show by a sodety who assumed arms, etc., 
of Arthur's knignts 
Article, item 
Artificially, artfully 
Ascension, evaporation, distillation 
Aspire, try to reach, obtain, long for 
Assalto (Ital.), assault 
Auay, draw s knife along the belly of the 
deer, a ceremony ol the buoUng-ndd 
AasoiL, solve 

Assure, secure possession or reversion of 
Athanor, a digesting furnace, calculated 
to keep up a constant beat 
Atone, reconcile 
Attach, attack, seiae 
Audacious, having spirit and eoofidence 
AuTHESTicfAL), 01 authority, authorised, 
trust wort by, genuine 
Avissment, reflection, consideratioo 
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Avoid, bego&e! get nd of 

Away with, endure 

Azocu, Mercurius Pbilosopbonim 

Babich, bibooD 
Baby, dell 

Back-side, back premises 
BAFFLa, treat with contempt 
Baoatisb, IlAlhin com, worth about the 
tbird of a iarthmg 

Baiard, hotu of magic powers known to old 
romance 

Baldrick, belt worn across the breast to 
support bugle, etc. 

Balb (of dice), pair 
Balk, overlook, pass by, avoid 
Ballacs, ballast 
Balloo, game at ball 

Balhbcm (Baih Marie). a vessel forboldinp 
hot water in which other vessels are stood 

for healing „ - • 

Banbvry, brother of — Puritan 
Bahdog, dog tied or chained up 
Base, woe, ruin 

Basoubt, a light repast; dessert 
Barb, to clip gold 
Barbel, fresh-water nsb 
BARE.nieer; bareheaded; it wM » parti- 
cular mark of slate and grandeuf for the 
coachman to be uncovered (Ginord) 
Barley-break, game somewhat simiiar to 

base , . 

BASE, game of prisoner s ba^ 

Bases, richly enibroidcied skirt reaching to 
the knees, or lower 

Basilisk, fabulous reptile, bcLcved to sUy 

BaTket%^ f<» broken provision col- 
lected for prisoners -1 ,, 

Basoh, basons, etc., were beaten by the at- 
^dant mob when bad characters were 

•* carted . 

Bate, be reduced; abate, reduce 
Batoon, baton, sUck 
Battsw, feed, grow tat 

BEA*SMAN,* 1 rtaya-t“““' «neaE«d »<> 
nray for another ^ ^ 

Beagle, small hound; fig. spy 

B«R IN HAND, keep in suspense, deceive 
with false hopes 
Bearward, bear leader 

bI'staVp ■(?fwcSeTpin in the side ol the 
® bedstead ior sup^rtuig 

(Johnson); one of the SU^ or Ulhs . 

a slick usrf in n akmg a bed 

BEc"^*i'd^bSi“-"llie custody of ^ors 
iikots was beeped for; likew..e 
property fallen foifat to the Crown 
/*• your bouse had teen begged ) 
Bbll-uah. night watchman 
BIHJAMIN. an aromatic gum 
Berliha, piilury 
Bescuuber, defile 
Bf SLAVE, beslabber 
Bi^ooho, begg^u 
b&spAWLS, btspaltci 


BetKLEM Gabor, Transylvanian hero, pro 
claimed King of Hungary 
Sever, drinking 

Bevis, Sir, knight of romance whose horse 
was equally celebrated 
Bewray, reveal, make known 
Bezaht, heraldic term: small gold circle 
Bezoar's Stone, a remedy known by 
this name was a supposed antidote to 
poison 

Bid-stand, bighwa^Tuan 
BicciH, cap, similar to that worn by the 
Beguines; nightcap 
BaivE (belive], with baste 
Bilk, nothing, empty talk 
Bill, kind of pike 
Billet, wood cut for fuel, stick 
BiRniKC, thievuig 

Black San ctus, burlesque hymn, any un- 
holy not ^ ^ 

Blank, originally a small French com 
Blank, white 

Blanket, toss in a blanket 
Blaze, outburst of violence 
Blaze, (bff.) blazon; publish abroad 
Blazon, annorial bearings; fig. all that 
pertains to good birth and breeding 
Blin, “ withouien — without ceasing 

Blow, puff up . w 

Blue, colour of servanU’ hvery, hence 

— order,'* •*— waders 
Bll sket. blushing one 
Bob, lest, taunt 
Bob, beat, thump 

Bodge, measure . 

Bodkin, dagger, or other short, pomteo 
weapon; long pin with which the women 
fastened up iheir hair 
Bolt, roll (ol malcrial) 

Bolt, dislodge, rout out; sift (boulUng- 

Bolt's- HE AD, long, straight-necked vessel 

for distillation ^ ^ 

Bombard slops, padded, pufled-out 

breeches . 

Bona roba, “ gc»d. wbol^me, 

el cckcd wench (Johnson)— not aJwa>'S 
u^td in compliment 
Bonny-clabber, sour buUer-milk 

BOOKHOLDER, promptCT . « 

Boot, to — into the bargain; 00—, 

of DO avail , , , 

HORACHIO. bottle made of skin 

; BoRDEU-O. bro’hvJ ,K,«„i.h 

Borne it, comJucied, camwl it through 

Bottle (of hayj. bundle, iniss 
Bottom, sbein or ball of thread, vessel 

BovoLt'.^ snails or ,cocklo dressed in the 
tlalian manlier iGidord) 

Bow-pot, flo« cr va« or „ ^vster 

BoyI. •• terriLle " “fTT "T' 
ins vouiig bucks- (S« Nar») 
liKAiiiat, (Brabblisji), brawls 

B^rpA;,As?E. a heroine in 
Braoley. Arthl-r a hvely character 

tommemorated in ballads . . 

Brake, frame for conuiung a horse s lee 
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wbOe being sbod» or itrong corb or bridle; 
trap 

&eAKCRBD> with detached sleeve oroa* 
raeots^ projecting from the shoulders of 
the gown " (Giflord) 

Bkamdish, dourish of weapon 
Brash, brace 

Bravb, bravado, braggart speech 
Bravb (adv.), gaily, hncJy (apparelled) 
Braveries, gaUanls 

Bravery, extravagant gaiety of apparel 
Bravo, bravado, swa^erer 
Brazek-head, speaking bead made by 
Roger Bacon 

Breathe, pause for relaxation; exercise 
Breathe upon, speak dispraisingly of 
B&eko, bum 

Brids^ale, wedding feast 
Brief, abstract: (mus.) breve 
Bruk, smartly dressed 
Beat, brecse, gadfly 
BtOAD*$£AL, state seal 
Brock, badger (term of contempt) 

Broke, transact business as a broker 
Brook, endure, put up with 
Broucktok, Hugh, an English divine and 
Hebrew s^olar 
Bruit, rumour 
Buck, wash 
Buckle, bend 

Buff, leather made of baffalo skin, used for 
military and Serjeants' coats, etc 
Bufo, black Uncturt 
Bugle, long-shaped bead 
Bulled, (?) boUed, swelled 
Bullions, trunk hose 
Bully, term of familiar endearment 
Bukgy, Friar Bungay, who bad a famfliar 
(n the sbdM of a dog 
Burden, renin, chorus 
Bueookbt, do^y-fitting helmet with 
visor 

Buroullion, braggadodo ‘ 

Burn, marie wemen measures <4ng of 
**) 

Burrouch, pledge, security 
Buskin, half-boot, foot gear reaching high 
up the leg 

Butt-shaft, barbless arrow for shooting at 
butts 

Butter, Nathaw cel ('* Staple of News **), 
a compiler of gene^ news. (See Cun- 
ningham) 

Buttery-hatch, half-door shutting off the 
buttery, where provisions and liquors 
were stored 

Buy, be bought me,'* formerly the guar- 
dianship of wards could be b^gbt 
Bur, exclamation to enjoin silence 
Buzzard, simpleton 
By and by, at oooe 

By(b), '*on the — ioddeataUy, as of 
minor or secondary importance; at tiie 
side 

By-chop, by-blow, bastard 

Caducbvs, Mercury's wand 
Cauvsr, light kind of musket 
Callbt, woman of ill repute 


Callot, coif worn on the wigs of our judges 
or serjcaots-at-law (Gifford) 

Calvered, crimp^, or shced and pi ckle d. 
(5^ Nares) 

Cahouccio, wretch, knave 
Caailsed, flat 
Can, knows 

Ca.vule-rent, rent from house property 
CANDLE-WAarER, One who studies late 
Canter, sturdy beggar 
Cap of maintence. an insignia of dignity, 
a cap of state borne before kings at thdr 
coronation; also an heraldic term 
Capable, able to comprehend, fit to receive 
mstruction, impression 
Capaneus. one of the " Seven against 
Thebes " 

Caract. carat, unit of weight for predous 
stones, etc.; value, worth 
Caran 2 a, Spanish author of a book on 
duelling 

Carcanet, jewelled ornament for the neck 
Care, take care; object 
Caroch, coach, curiae 
Carpet, table-cover 
Carriage, bearing, behaviour 
Carwhitchst, quip, pun 
Casamate, casemate, fortress 
Case, a pair 

Case, " ID — in condition 

Cassock, soldier's loose overcoat 

Cast, flight of hawks, couple 

Cast, throw dice; vomit; forecast, calculate 

Cast, cashiered 

Cast I NO-CLASS .bottle for sprinkling perfume 

Castril, kestrd, falcon 

Cat, structure used in sieges 

Catawitr, old form of " gonyuede** 

Catastrophe, conclusion 

Catchpole, sherifl's officer 

Catte, dainties, provisions 

Cateo, rogue, cheat 

Cautelous, crafty, artful 

CsHEURs, critkism; sentence 

CRNtORB, criticise; pass sentence, doom 

Ceruse, cosmetic containing white lead 

Cess, assess 

Change, ** hunt — follow a fresh scent 
Chapman, reuU dealer 
Character, handwriting 
Charge, expense 

Charm, subdue with magic, Isy a spell on, 
silence 

Charming, exercising magic power 

Chartel, challenge 

Cheap, bargain, market 

Ckear, Cheer, comfort, encouragement; 

food, entertainment 
Check at, aim reproof at 
Chequin, gold Italian coin 
Cksvril, from kidskin, which Is elastic and 
pUablo 

Chials. Turkish envoy; used for a dieat, 
swindler 

Ckilderm«$5 Day, Innocents* Day 
Choke-Bail, action which does not allow 
of bail 

Chrysopceia, alchemy 
ChrvsosperMj wa>*s of producing gold 
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CiBATioK, addiog iresb substances to supply 
the waste of evaporatioo 
Ciutci. bugs 
CisopER, CLunabar 
CiOPPiNl, choptne, lady's high shoe 
CiRCUKG Boy, " a species of roarer; one 
who in some way drew a mao into a snare, 
to cheat Of rob him " (Nares) 
CiRCUMSTASCE. circumlocution, beating 
about the bush; ceremony, everything 
pertaining to a certain condition; detail, 
particuitf 

CtTftosiis, turn citron colour 
Cittern, kind of guitar 
CiTY-wiREg, woman of fashion, who made 
use o! wires for bair and dress 
Ctm, legal 
Clap, clack, chatter 
Clapper-dudceos, downright beggar 
^APS HIS DiSH» a dap, or clack, dish (dish 
with a movable lid) was carried by beg- 
gars and lepers to show that the vessel 
was empty, and to give sound of their 
approach 

Claridiana, heroine of an old romance 
Claries I HO, Venetian noble 
Clem, starve 
CticrET, latch 

CiiH o* THE Cloughs, etc., wordy heroes of 
romance 

Clihatb. country 
Close, secret, private; secretive 
Close SEES, secrecy 
Cloth, arras, hangings 
Clout, mark shot at, bull's-eye 
Clow'V, countryman, dodhopper 
Coach-leaves, folding blinds 
CoALB, " bear no — submit to no afiront 
Coat-armour, coat of arms 
Coat-card, court-card 
Cob-hekriko, Herrinocob, a young 
herring 

Cob swan, male swan . 

Cock-a-hoop, denoting unstinted joUitv; 
thought to be derived from turning on the 
tap that all might drink to the full of the 
flowing liquor 

Cockatrice, reptile supposed 
duced Iroin a cock's egg and to kiU by lU 
eye— used as s reproach tor a 

woman 

CcCK-BRAiKf D, giddy, Wild 
Cocker, pamper 
Cockscomb, fool’s cap 
CocKSTONE, Slone said to be found m a 
cock's gizsard, and to possess particular 

virtues . . . ^ 

CooLiNC, softening by bouing 

Coffin, raised crust of a pie 

Coo, cheat, wheedle 

Coil, turfDofl, confusion, ado 

CoKELV. master of a puppet-show (WbaLe>) 

Cokes, fool, gull 1 

Cold-conceited, haviuc col<l opinion ©♦, 
coldly affected towards 
CoLB-HARDOUH, a reUcal for people of all 

sorts . . 

Collection, composure; deduciion 
CoLtop, sm^ slice, piece of f*c»h 


Colly, blacken 
Colour, pretext 

Colours, •‘fear no — no enemy (quibble) 
CoLStAPP, cowlstafi, pole for carrying a 
cowl^tub 

Come about, charge, turn round 
Comportablb bread, spiced gingerbread 
Coming, forward, ready to respond, com 
plais^t 

Comment, comment.iry; "sometime it is 
taken for a Lie or fayned tale " (BuUokar, 
1616) 

Commodity, "current for — ailusion to 
practice of money- lenders, who forc^ 
the borrower to take part of the loan in 
the shape of worthless goods on which 
the latter bad to make money if he could 
Communicate, share 

Compass, " in — ,** within the range, sphere 
Complement, completion, completement; 
anything requir^ for the perfecting 
or carryiog out of a person or affair; 
accomplistoeot 

Complexion, natural disposition, coosUto- 
tion 

Compliment. Sre Complement 
CoMPLiMSNTARtES, mastcR of iccomplish- 
ments 

Composition, consliiutioo; agreement, 
contract 

Composure, composition 
Compter, Counter, debtors' prison 
Concealment, a certain amount of church 
property bad been retained at the dissolu- 
tion of the monasteries; Elizabeth sent 
commissioners to search it out, and the 
courtiers begged for it 
Conceit, idea, fancy, witty invention, con- 
ception, opinion 

Conceit, apprehend . . . 

Conceited, fancifully, mgeniously devisee 
or conceived; possessed of inielligena, 
witty, ingenious (hence well conceited, 
etc); disposed to joke; of opinion, 
possessed of an idea 
Conceive, understand 
^ncbnt, harmony, agreement 
Conclude, infer, prove 
Concoct, assimilate, digest 
CoNDE.s'T, probably conducted 
Conduct, escort, conductor 
CoNBY-CATCH, cheat 
Confect, sweetmeat 
^NPER, compare 

SsNi^'.^ve a look, wink, of secret inttlli- 
gcnce 

Consort, company, concert 
Constancy, fiddiiy, 

Constant, confirmed, ixrsistent, lailhtuJ 

Constantly, firmly, persistently 

Contend, strive 

Continent, holding 

Control (the point), bear or beat down 

Convent, assembly, meeting 
Cosvfrt, turn (oneself) . 

Convey, transmit from one to 
Convince, evince, prove; overcome, 
power; convict 
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Cop, bead, top; tuft on bead of birds; a 
cop " may have reference (o one or other 
meaniog; Giflord aud others interpret as 
'* conical, termioatiag in a point " 
CopS'UAN, chapman 
CorESMATB, companion 
Copy (Lat. copia), abundance, copiousness 
Cork (** powder — grAio 
CoROLtAKY, finishing part or touch 
CoMSivB, corrosive 

CoRTiKE, curtain, (arch.) wall between two 
tow'ers, etc* 

CoRYAT, famous for bis travels, published as 
CorytU^s CrwiUies 
Cosset, pet lamb, pet 
Costard, bead 

Costard • mokgbr, apple • seller, coster- 
monger 
Costs, ribs 
Cote, hut 

CoTHURNAL, froxD cothumus,** a particular 
boot worn by actors in Greek tragedy 
Cotqueak, hussy 
Counsel, secret 

Countbkakce, means necessary for sup- 
p^; credit, standing 
Counter. Su Compter 
Counter, pieces of metal or ivory for cal- 
culating at play 

Counter, ** nunt — follow scent in 
reverse direction 
Counterfbit, false coin 
Counterpane, one part or counterpart of a 
deed or indenture 

Counterpoint, opposite, contrary point 
Court-dish, a kind of drinking-cup (Halii- 
weli); N.E.D. quotes from Bp. Good- 
man's Court 0 / James /« .* The king . . . 
caused his carver to cut him out a court- 
dish, that is, something of ev^ dish, 
which he sent him as part of his rever- 
sion,’* but this does not sound like short 
allowance or small receptacle 
Court-dor, fool 

CouRTEAU, curtal, small horse with docked 
tail 

CouRTEHiP, courtliness 
CovETiSB, avarice 
Cowf HARD, cow dung 
Coxcomb, toors cap, fool 
Coy, shrink; disdain 
CoYSTREL, low varlct 
Co2EN, cheat 

Crack, lively young rogue, wag 
Crack, oack up, boast; come to met 
Craubb, game of crambo, in wliieh the 
players rhymes for a given word 
Crakch, craunch 

CftANiON, spider like; also fairy app<^aUon 
for a fly (Giflord, who refers to lines in 
Drayton’s •* Nimphidia ’*) 

Crimp, game at cards 
Cringle, draw back, turn aside 
Crisped, with curled or waved hair 
Crop, gather, reap 

CRopsuire, a kind of herring. (5 «pN.£.D.) 
Cross, any piece of money, many coins 
being stamped with a ooss 
Cnoas AND PILE, beads and tails 


Crosscet. crucible 
Crowd, hddie 

Cruditils. undigested matter 
Crump, curl up 

Crusaoo, Portuguese gold coin, marked 
with a cross 

Cry (’* he that cried Italian '*), speak in a 
musical cadence,” intone, or declaim (r); 
cry up 

CucKiNc STOOL, used for the ducking of 
scolds, etc. 

Cucurbits, a gourd-shaped vessel used for 
distillauoo 

CuERPo, ** in in undress 
CuLticE, broth 
CuttiON, base fellow, coward 
CuLLiSEN, badge worn on their ann by 
servants 

Culver IN, kind of cannon 
Cunning, skill 
Cunning, skilful 
CuNNiNC-UAN, fortune-teller 
Curs, care for 

CuRiovsiLV), scrupulous, particular ; elab^ 
rate, eiegant(iy), dainty(ly) (hence ” Id 
curious ”) 

Curst, shrewish^ mischievous 
Curtal, dog with docked tail, of inferior 
sort 

Custard, ” quaking — ” politic,” 

reference to a large custard which formra 
part of a city feast and afforded huge en- 
tertainment, for the fool jumped mto it, 
and other like tricks were played. (Sar 
” All's WeU, etc.” ii. 5,40) 

CuTtvoRK, embroidery, op^-work 
Cypres (Cyprus) (quibble), cypress (or 
Cyprus) being a transparent material 
and when black used for mourning 

Dagger frumety ”), name of tavern 
Darcison, apparently some person known 
in ballad or tale 

Dauphin my boy, refrain of old comic 
song 

Daw, daunt 

Dead lift, desperate emergency 
Dear, applied to that which m any way 
touches us nearly 

Decline, turn ofl rrom; turn away, aside 

Dbpalk, deduct, abate 

Depend, forbid 

Dbcbnerous, degenerate 

Degrees, steps 

Delate, accuse 

Demi-culverik, cannon carrying a ball of 
about tea pounds 

DsNtER, the smallest possible coin, being 
the twelfth part of a sou 
Depart, part with 

Depbndancb, ground of quarrel in duello 
language 
Desert, reward 
Desicnment. design 
Desperate, rash, reckless 
Detect, allow to be detected, betrayi 
inform against 
Determine, terminate 
Detract, draw back, refuse 
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berb of this name was infused^ or a person 
wbo sold the sanie (Gifford) 

BYB*tmcB» least shade or gleam 

Pacb, appearance 

Facbs about> military word of command 
FAC1N0R0U9, extremely wicked 
Fackiscs, faith 
Fact, deed, act, mine 
FAcnoua, seditious, belonging to a party, 
given to party feeing 
Pa&ces, dregs 
Pacioli, French beans 
Fain, forced, necessitated 
Faithful, believing 

Fall, rufi or band turned back on the, 
shoulders; or, veil 
Pauify, feign (lendng term) 

Fame, report 

Familiab, attendant spirit 
Fastabtical, capricious, whimsical 
Farce, stuff 
Far-P£T. Se4 Fet 
Farthihoal, hooped petticoat 
Faucet, tapster 

Fault, lack; loss, break in line of scent; 

** for — ” in default of 
Fautcr, partisan 

Fayles, old table game similar to back- 
gammon 

Fear(ep), ai!nght(ed) 

Fbat, activity, operation; deed, action 
FBat, elegant, trim 
Fib, to ~ by feudal ohUgatloci 
Feub, beat, belabour 
Pillow, term of contempt 
Feknbl, emblem of flattery 
PiftB, companion, fellow 
Fbrk-sebd, supposed to have power of 
rendering Invisible 
Fit, fetcbra 
Fetch, trick 

Fiuterbr (Fr. vauiria), dog-keeper 
PiwicsTB, dung 
Fico, bg 

Ficcuh, (?) juggl^ 

PioUBMT. ficUon, inveation 
PcRi, frisk, move suddenly, of In ]erki; 
** — UP," stir up, rouse; *'brks mad," 
suddeiuy behaves like a madman 
Fit, pay one out, punisb 
Fithesi, readiness 
Fittok (FirrBH), lie, invention 
Ftvb-and-fifty, " highest imrobv to stand 
CD at primero " (Gifford) 

Flag, to fly low and waveringly 
Flagon chain, for banging a smelling- 
bottle (Fr. fla»n) round the neck (?). 
{Su N.E.D.) 

Flap-dragon, game similar to snap-dragon 
Flaskbt, some kind of basket 
Flaw, sudden Mt or squall of wmd 
Flawn, custard 
Flea, catch fleas 
Flbbr, sneer, laugh derisively 
Flisk, feed a hawk or dog with flesh to 
incite it to the chase; hutiaU in blood- 
sb^; satiate 
Puem-MoviB, bat 


Flight, bght arrow 
Flitter* uousB, bat 

pLOirr, mock, speak and act contemptu- 
ously 

Flowers, pulverised substance 
Fly, fatiuLar spirit 

Foil, weapon used in fencing: that which 
sets anything off to advantage 
Foist, cut-purse, sharper 
Fond(ly), foolish (ly) 

Foot-cloth, housings of ornamental doth 
i^i^ bung down on either side a hone 
to the ground 

Footing, foothold; footstep; dandog 
Foppery, foolery 

For, " — failing," for fear of failing 
Forbbar, bear with; abstain from 
FoRCB, " bunt at run the game down 
with dogs 

Forehead, modesty: iRce, assuraoee, 
effrootery 
Foreslow, delay 
FoRESPiAK. bewitch; foretell 
Foretop, front lock of hair which fashion 
required to be worn upright 
Forced, fabricated 
Form, state formally 
Formal, shapely; nonnal; convenUonal 
Forthcoming, produced when required 
Founder, disable with over-riding 
FouRM, form, lair 
Fox, sword 

Frail, rush basket in which flga or raWni 
were packed 

Frampull. peevish, aour- tempered 
Fraflbr, blusterer, wrangle 
Fraying. " a stag is said to fray his head 
when be rubs it against a tree to . , . 
cause the outward coat of the new boras 
to fall off" (Gifford) 

Freight (of the gaxettl), burden (of the 
newTpapen) 

Frxovrnt, full 
Fricacb, nibbing 

Fricatrice, R*onian of low character 
Frippery, old clothes shop 
Frock, smock-frock 

Frolice, (?) humorous verses drcalated 
at a feast (N.E.D.); couplets wrapped 
round sweetmeats (Cunningham) 
Frontle&s, shameless 
Froted, rubbed 

Frumety, bulled wheat boiled in milk and 
spiced 

Frump, flout, sneer 
Fucus, dye 

Fuceakd, (?) Agent: fidgety, resUem 
(KX.D.) 

Fullam, false dice 
Fulmart, polecat 
Fulsome, foul, offenshre 
FuRiBUND, ra^g, furious 

Gallby-poist, city-barge, tsed on Lord 
Mayor’s Day, when be was sworn bto bis 
office at Westminster (Whalley) 
Gailiaw, lively dance in triple time 
Gaps, be eager after 
Garaoantua, Rabelab* giant 
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Garb, sheaf (Fr. Kerhe); maimer, fasbioQ, 
^haviour 

Gakd, ^ard, trimming, gold or silver lace, 
or other ornament 
Gardcd, facod or trimmed 
Garnish, fee 

GaV£l*icisd, name of a land-tenure eitisting 
chiefly in Koit; from i6tb century often 
used to denote custom of dividing a de- 
man's property equally among 
his sons (N.E.D.) 

GATSTts, small Venetian coin worth about 
three- far things 
Gsahce, jaunt, errand 
Gear (Geer), stud, matter, adair 
Gelid, iroien 

Gemohies, steps from which the bodies of 
cnminaJs were thrown into the river 
General, free, affable 
Gemivs, attendant spirit 
Gentry, gentlemen; manners characteristic 
of gentry, good breeding 
Gib-cat, tom-cat 

Gicahtouachub, start a giants' war 
Giglot, wanton 
GiMBLET, gindet 
GiNC.gang ^ ^ 

Glass (" taking in of shadows, etc. ), 
cryst^ or beryl 

Cleek, card game played by three; party 
of three, tno; side gUnce 
GtiCE (Glebk), jest, gibe 
Glidder, glare 
Gloriovsly, of vam glory 
Godwit, bird of the snipe famfly 
GOLD-BND-MAN, a buycT of broken gold and 
silver 

Goll, hand . ... 

GoNFALiONiER, Standard • bearer, chief 

magistrate, etc. 

Good, sound in credit 

GooD-VEAR, good luck 

Goose -T fRO, colour of. (5« Turd) 

Gorcrow, carrion crow 

Gorget, neck armour 

Gossip, godfather . . . • 

GowKiD. from •• gowk.” to stand staring 

and gaping 1**^® * 

Granna'*, grandam 
Gram, (?) grease, fat 
CBATEPUt, agreeable, welcome 
Gratipy, give thanks to 
Gratitude, gratuity 
Gratulate, welcome, congratulaU 
Gravity, dignity 
Gray, badger 
Grice, cub 
Griep, grievance 
Gripe, vulture, griffin 
Cripe’i ego, vessel m shape ot 

GROGRA^^wSse stufl made o( silk and 

GROoi^OR^.'^t the royal house- 
hold . 

Grope, handle, probe . 

Grovno, pit Iheoce -'grounded judg 

ments ") 

Guard, caution, heed 


Guard ANT, heraldic term: taming the bead 
only 

Guilder, Dutch coin worth about ^d. 
Gules, gullet, throat; heraldic term for red 
Gull, simpleton, dupe 
Gust, taste 


Has nab, by, on, chance 
Habergeon, coat of mail 
Haggard, female hawk; hence coy, 
wild 

Halberd, combination of Unce and battle 
aze 

Hall, - a — ! ” a cry to clear the room fos 
the dancers 

Handsel, hrst money taken 
Hanger, loop or «trap on a sword-belt from 
which the sword was suspended 
Kap, fortune, luck 
Happily, haply 

Happiness, appropriateDCSS, htness 
Happy, rich , ^ 

Harbour, track, trace (an animal) to its 
shelter 

Hard-favoured, harsh- featured 
Harfocrates, Horus the chdd. son of 
Osiris, hgured with a hnger pointiog to 
bis mouth, indicative of silence 
Harrisoton. a patent was granied to Lord 
H. for the coinage ot tokens (^.v.) 

Harpot, herald 

Harry Nicholas, founder of a community 
called the " Family of Love " 

Hay, net for catching rabbits, etc. 

Hay! (ItaL haif), you have it (a fencing 
term) 

Hay in his horn, ill-tempered person 
HiUARD, game at dice; that which is staked 
Head, " hnt — young deer with anU^ 
fint sprouting; fig. a ncwly ennobJed 
man 

Headborouch, consublc 
Hearken after, inquire; hearken oat, 
hnd, search out 
Hearten, encourage 

Heaven and Hell { " Alchemist ). Dimes 
of taverns 
Hectic, fever 
Hedge in, include 
Helm, upper part of a retort 
Her'nsbw, bemsbaw, heron 
HiERONiNO (Jeronimo), hero of Kydi 
“ Spanish Tragedy ” 

Hobsy-h<^se, imitation horse of 
matenal. fastened round ib® w^t of tb* 
motncc-dancer, who uniialed the move- 
meats of a skittish horse 

HODDY-DODDY, fOOl . . 

HoiDEN. hoyden, fonucrlv »PP 

seies (ancient term for leveret. Cillord) 
HoLEAWD, name of iwo famous chemists 
HON^ND HONERO. wailing express of 
lament or discontent 
Hood-win k’d. bhndfolded 
Horary, hourly 
Horn-mad, stark mad (quibble) 
HORS-TMLUB, cut- purses were in the haou 
orwlli^g a hori shield 00 the tbmnb 
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HoMC-BKEAe-IATtMO, bOfSeS WCTB OfUB 
led OD coaiBe bread 
HoftiS'COVKBBR, borse^ealer 
Hospital, Christ's Hospital 
HewLXCLAJ, Bulenspiesel. tbe bero of a 
popular Gennau tale which relates his 
oufiooQeries aad knavish tricks 
Hufp, bectorlBEi arrogaoce 
Hvn IT, swagger 
HuiSher (Fr. huissur), usher 
Hum, beer and spirits mixed together 
Humakitun, humanist, scholar 
Humorous, capricious, moody, out of 
humour; moist 

Humour, a word used in and out of season 
in the time of Shakespeare and Ben J on- 
ion, and ridiculed by both 
Humours, manners 

Humphrey, Duke, those who were dinner* 
less spent the dinner-hour in a part ol 
St. Paurt where stood a monument, said 
to be that of the duke's; hence "dine 
with Duke Humphrey," to go hungry 
HuRTtESS, harmless 

IpLi, useless, onprciitable 
1 ll*aptectbd, ilf-disposcd 
1 ll*habitbo, unhealthy 
Illustrate, illuminate 
Imbibition, saturation, steeping 
Imbrocata, fencing term: a thrust in tierce 
Impair, impairment 
Impart, give money 

Imparter, any one ready to be cheated and 
to part with his money 
Impeach, damage 
iMPERTiNBKCtcs, irrelevancjcs 
Impertinent(ly), ifTelcvant(ly), without 
reason or purp<^ 

Imposition, duty imposed by 
Impotcntly, beyond power of control 
Impress, money in advance 
Impulsion, inatement 
In and in, a game played by two or three 
persons with four dice 
Incense, incite, stir up 
Inceration, set of covering with wai; ot 
reducing a substance to softness of wax 
Inch, " to Ibelr according to their 

stature, capabilities 
Inch •PIN, sweet-bread 
Inconvenience, inconsistency, absurdity 
IvcoNY, deUeate, rare (used as a term of 
aflection) 

Ikcubee, incubus 

Incubus, evil spirit that oppresses us in 
sleep, nightmare 

Incurious, unfasUdious, uoadtical 
Indent, enter into engagement 
Indipperbkt, tolerable, passable 
Indigested, shapeless, chaotic 
Induce, introduce 
Indue, supply 
Inexorable, relentless 
Inpanted, bom, produced 
iNPLAME, augment charge 
Imqbnioub, used iDdiscriminately te in* 
gCDuous; inteHlgeot, talented 
Imqenuity, ingenuousness 


Inoenuovs, generous 
Inginb. Engifi 
Ikcinlr, engineer. (Su Englneri 
Ingle, or Engmle, bosom friend, Intimate, 
minion 

Inhabitable, uninhabitable 
In/ury, insult, afiront 
In-matb, resident, indwelling 
Innate, natural 
Innocent, simpleton 

Inuuest, jury, or other oflicul body of 
inquiry 

iNquisirioN, inauiry 
Instant, immediate 
Instrument, legal document 
Insure, assure 
Integrate, complete, perfect 
Intelligence, secret inforniatlon, news 
Intend, note carefully, attend, give ear to, 
be occupied with 
Intendment, Intention 
Intent, intention, wish 
Intention, concenlratioo of aiteotioo oe 
gaae 

Intentive, attentive 
Interessed, implicated 
Intrude, bring in forcibly 01 without 
leave 

Invincibly, invisibly 
Inward, intimaie 

Irpb (uncerlain). " s fantastic grimace, ci 
contortion of the body " (Giilord) 

Jack, Jack o' the clock, automaton figure 
^at strikes the hour; Jackadent, 
puppet thrown at in Lent 
Jack, key of a virginal 
Jacob's staff, an instrument for taking 
^titudes and distances 
Jade, befool 

! EALOUSY. jEALOUi. suspicioo, suspicious 
! ERKtNG, lashing 
sw's TRUMP, Jew's harp 
Jig, merry ballad or tune; a fanciful dia* 
logue or light comic act introduced at the 
end or during an interlude of a play 
Joined (Joikt)‘STOOl, folding stool 
. OLL, jowl 

, OLTHEAD, blockhead 
, UMP, agree, tally 

JUST YEAR, no one was capable of the 
consttl^p until he was forty-three 

Kell, cocoon 
Kelly, an alchemist 
Kemb, comb 

Kemu, vessel for distillatloo 
Kibe, chap, sore 
Kilderkin, small barrel 
Kill, 

Kind, nature; spedes; "do one's—,** ad 
according to one's nature 
Kir^, woman's gown of jacket and petti* 

Kiss or drink afore me, "this is a 
famHiar expr^on, employed when what 
the speaker is just about to say is aaU- 
cipaied by another " (Gifiord) 

Kit, Addle 
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Kmack, snap, cUdi * w , ♦ 

Knippbr dolino, a w«Il-known Anabaptist 
KKirriMO cyp, marriace cup 
Kkocjuho, striking, weighty ^ 

Knot, company, band; a sandpiper, or 
robin snipe (Trinia canuius) ; flower-bed 
laid out in fancxiul design 
KUR3I^^KD, Kyrjih, christened 


Laboured, wrought with labour and care 
Ladb, load(ed) 

Lading, load 

Laid, ploucd - 

Lakce ksioht {Lantkrucht), a German 

mercenary (oot*soldicr 
Lap, told 

Lar, household god 
Lard, garnish 
Larob, abundant 
Larum, alarum, call to arms 
LAmcE, tavern windosvs were hinushed 
with lattices ol various colours , 
Launder, to wash gold in aqua nM, so as 
impcfcepiilly to eitract some ol it 

Lave, ladle, bale , 

Law, “ give give a start (terra cl 

chase) 

D^**D^RD?ruii alongside generally wiib 

LzACuaV.'siege. or camp ol besieging array 

Lea*inc, lying 
t FAvr leave on, desist 
UtR. leering, or 

Wr horse 1 boise without a rider , is 
^adjective meaning uncontrolled, hence 
“e^r drunkards’" (Halliwell); 
to Nares, a leer (empty) borst meant also 
a led horse; leeward, lelt 

UG”'''^ke — 

LsiGtR. resident fepr^ntaU\e 

LiiCBRiTY, leserdemaio 

Umua. subject proposed, or title o! the 

epigram 
Lester, slower 
Let, hinder 

osed for any noisy not (HaUi«eU) 

ol Ulh 

Liberal, ample , 

LindMcl, steal(mg); th«fi 
SH^v'loramonly. usually, often 
Llwlv'^^rwable. plea^g 

Ll« HioNC.. leash- blood-bound 

LiMMSR, vile, worthless 
LIK. leave oS 

Line, ' by ground, with 

-ateb for 

ftring cannon 


LivBRY, legal term, delivery of the poss^ 
sion, etc. 

LoccBT, small log, stick 
Loose, solution: upshot, issue; release 
ol an arrow 

Lose, give over, desist from; waste 
LouTiNC, bowing, cringing 
Luculbht. bright ol beauty 
Lud&athians. dealers on Ludgale Hill 
Lurch, rob. cheat , • j 

Lots, to a vessel with some kind of 

cement 


Mack, unmeaning expletive 
Madge-mowlet or owl, barn-owl 
Maim, hurt, injury 

Mai.s, chief concern (used as a quibble on 
heraldic term for “ hand ’ ) 

Mainprise, becoming surely lor a pnsone, 
so as to procure his release 
Maintenance, giving aid. or abetting 

IiIam’, Made, acquaiut with business, pre- 
pare(d|, instrucKed) 

Mallasoers. disease ol horses 
Malt horsb, dray horse 
Mammet, puppet 

Maumothrept. spoded child . 

Manage, control {term used for breaking u> 
horses); handling, adminislralioa 
Mango, slave-dealer 
.Masconibe. polish up foj iale 
Maniples, bundles, handfuls 
Mankind, masculine, like a virago 

Mankind, humanity 

Maple pace, spotted face (N-E D-) 
Makchpane. a confecuon of almonds, 

Mark^** fiy^to the — " generaUy said ol a 

goshawk’^ when, having ‘ pul m ’ * 
of tiartridges, she takes stand, martuni 
the^t where they 
view m.lil the falconer arrives to fwt 
them out to her ’* (Harling, Bibl. Accip. 
Gloss. 126) 

^fnow"b^e man, one often on his knees 

MlRRY^’^Mclaniation derived from the 

MARTcipt'^robably origina.ed 
By Mary Gipiy=St. Mary of Egypt 
(N.E.D.) 

Martacan. Turk’s cap Uy 

Marvhinchco, stnnghalt ^ 

MaSORETH. Masora, corrMt fora or mo 
^,ptur..l text according to Hebrew 

trachlico 

Mass, abb. for master 
Maund, beg 
Mauther. girl, maid 

Mean, moderalion , ,utely 

Measure, dance, more especially a sw j 

Meat " carry — la one’s mouth,’’ be a 
^ source ol money or entcrtammenl 

Meath, meiheglm neebania: 

Mechanical, belonging w “ 
mean, vulgar 
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MsDiriKKAKEO, middle aisle oi St. Paul's, 
a general resort for business and amuse- 
meat 

Meet with, even with 
Melicottok, a late kind ol peacb 
Mekitrue, solvent 
Mercat, market 
hlsRD, excrement 

Mere, undiluted; absolute, unmitigated 
M£as» party of four 

Metheclin, fermented liquor, of which one 
ingredient was honey 
MBToroscoPY, study of physiognomy 
Middling gossip, go-between 
ftliONtARD, dainty, delicate 
MtLft*BND, train in g- ground of the city 
UtNE-KSK, sappers 
Minion, form of cannon 
MiNSiTivB, (?) mincing, affected (N.E.D.) 
Miscellany madam, '* a female tradtf 
m miscellaoeous articles; a dcaltf in 
trinkets or ornaments of various kinds, 
such as kept shops In the New Ex* 
change '* (Narcs) 

MiiCBLLiNt, mixed grain; medley 
MiscoNCBiT, misconception 
Misprise, Misprision*, mistake, misonder* 
standing 

Mistake away, carry aivay as if by mistake 
MmiRiDATE. an antidote against ^ison 
UocciNico, small Venetian coin, worth 
about ainepeoce 

Modern, in the mode; ordinary, common- 
place 

Moment, force or induence of vahie 
Montanto, upward stroke 
MoNTTt'i MIND, violent desire 
Moorish, like a moor or waste 
Morglay, sw*ord of Bevis of Southampton 
Morr ICE* DANCE, dsnccs on May Day, etc., 
in which certain personages were repre- 
sented 

Mortality, death 
Mort-mal, old sore, gangrene 
MotCADiNO, confection favoured with musk 
Mother, HysUrica passio 
Motion, proposal, request; puppet, puppet- 
show; **one of the small hgurcs on the 
face of a large dock which was moved 
by the vibration of the pendulum" 
(>V^aliey) 

Motion, suggest, propose 
Motley, parti -colours dress of a fool; 
hence used to signify pertaining to, or 
like, a fool 
Motte, motto 

Mouinival, set of four aces ge court cards 
in a band; a quartette 
Mow, setord bay or sheaves of grain 
MvcbI expressive of irony and incredulity 
Muckindrr, bandktfchief 
Mtma, " bom to ride on — judges or $cr- 
)eants*at*law formerly rode on mules 
when going in state to Westminster 
(Wballey) 

Mullets, small pincers 
Mvm<hamce, game of chance, pla>*ed in 
sileaca 
Mvn, must 


BIurey, dark crimson red 
Mt SCOTY-CLASS, mica 
MlSE, wonder 
MvticAL, in lormony 
Muss, mouse; smmble 
Myrobolanb, foreign conserve, *'a dried 
plum, brought from the Indies 
Mystery, art, trade, profession 

Nail, to the ^ " {ad unguern), to perieo- 
tjon, to the very utmost 
Native, natural 
Neat, cattle 

Neat, smartly apparelled; unmixed; 
dainty 

Neatly, neatly finished 
Neatness, elegance 
Neis, nose, scent 
Nsur (Near, Neip), fist 
Nsurr, newt 

Niaisb, foolish, inexperienced person 
Nice, fastidious, trivial, finical, scrupu- 
lous 

Nicbnees, fastidiousness 
Nice, exact amount; right moment; ''set 
in the meaning uncertain 
Nice, suit, fit; hit, seise the right moment, 
etc., exactly hit on, hit ofi 
Noble, gold coin w*ofth 6s. fid. 

Nocent, harmful 
Nil, not will 

Noise, company of musicians 
Nouentacx, an Indian chief from Virginia 
Nones, nonce 
Notable, egregious 
Note, sign, token 

Nought, “be — go to the devil, be 
banged, etc. 

KowfHEAD, blockhead 
Number, rhvtbm 
NtiPSON, oaf, simpleton 

Oade, woad 

Obarni, preparation of mead 
Object, oppose; expose; interpose 
Oblatrant, barking, railing 
Obnoxious, liable, exposed; ofiensive 
Observance, homage, devoted service 
Observant, attentive, obsequious 
Observe, show deference, respect 
Observer, one who shows deference, or 
waits upon anotber 

Obstancy, legal phrase, " juridical opposi- 
tiOD 

Obstreperous, clamorous, vociferous 
Obstvfef ACT, stupefied 
Odlino, (?) "must have some relatioD to 
tricking and cheating “ (Narcs) 

Ominous, deadly, fatal 
Once, at once; for good and all; nwH f abo 
for addition^ emphasis 
Only, pre-eminent, special 
Open, make public; expound 
Opfilation, obstructioD 
Oppoks, oppose 
OppoattE, antagex^ 

Oppress, supprra 
OaiciNous, native 
Ort, remnant, soap 
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Out, *' to be — ” to have forgotten oae*$ 
p^t; not at one wiio each other 
Outcry » sale by auction 
OuTRECUiOAKCB, arrogaaco, presumption 
OuTRRfiAK, speak more than 
OvaRPARTSD, given too di&cult a part to 
play 

OwL3PiecEi». Sfc Howleglass 
OykI iO yes!), bear yc! call of the pubUc 
oier when about to make a proclamation 


Pacrimc fZHUt, “ give a — /• dismiss, send 
packing 
Pad, highway 
pAO'HORSa, road-horse 
Pained iPaned) slops, full breecha made 
of strips of diderent colour and materul 
Painful, diligent, paiosuking 
Pajnt, blush 

Palinode, ode of recaataiion 
p;^LL, weaken, dim, make stale 
Palm, triumph 
Pan. skirl 0! dress or coat 
Paxhel, pad, Of rough kind of saddle 
Pansier-ally, inhabited by tripc seUm 
Pannier-man, hawker; a man employed 
about the inns of court to bring m provi- 
sions, set the table, etc* 

PANTOfLE, indoor shoe, slipper 
Pajumentoi, hne trappings 
Paranomasib, a pUy upon words 

Parantory,{?) ^peremptory 

Parcel, particle, fragment (used con- 
temptuously); article 
Parcel, part, parUy 
Parcel-poet, poetaster 
Parbrca, subordinate inalten 
Parget, to paint or plastcr^lhe lac* 

Parle, parley 
Parlous, clever, shrewd 
Part, apportion 
Partake, participate in 
Parted, endowed, talented 
Particular, individual person 
PART12AN, kind of halberd 
Partrich. partridge 
Parts, quahtics, endowments 
Pash, dash, smash 
Pass, care, trouble oncseU 
Passado. Icnang term: a thrust 
Passage, game at dice 

to to » metoatWy . to... 

p "oEf'p'r?' 

J^haK the “ oouldinf! of the tobacco . . . 
I^ th^pipe" (G.flotd); 

Petun. South Amencan name 
Patrico, the recorder, pnest, orator of 
sUoUiog beggars or gi^es 
Pattsn, shoe with wooden sole, go . 

keep step with, accompany 
pAUCA vERnA, few words 

Pavin. a stately _ .. u, leave. 

PiAca, ■■ with my master’s — , oy leave, 

favour . . . 

Peculiar, Individual, single 
Pedant, teacher of the languages 


Peed, baker's shovel 
PzEF, speak in a small or shrill voice 
I^EvrSH(tY), foolish(ly), capriciousOy) ; 
childi>a(ly) 

Pelican, a retort fitted with tube or tubes^ 
for continuous distillation 
Pencil, small tuft of hair 
Perdue, soldier accustomed to hazardous 
service 

Peremptory, resolute, bold; imperious; 

thorough, utter, absoluteOy) 

Perimeter, ciicumlereocc of a figure 
Period, limit, end 
Perk, perk up 

Perpetuana, ** this seems to be that 
glossy kind of stufl now called ei friastins, 
and anciently worn by scfjeanu and 
other city othcers " (Giflord) 
Perspective, a view, scene or s^ncry; an 
optical device which gave a distortion to 
the picture unless seen from a pafiicuUi 
point; a relief, modelled to produce an 
optic^ illusion 
PsRSPiciL, optic glass 
l>BBSTftiNCE. criticise, censure 
Persuade, inculcate, commend 
PsRSvvAY, mitigate 
Pertinacy, pertinacity . 

Pestlino, funding, pulverising, hke a 

Petrus, broad* brimmed hat or winged cap 
worn by Mercury 
Petitionary, supplicatory 
Petronbl, a kind of carbine ot light gun 
carried by horsemen 
Petulant, perl, insolent 

Phlbcma, watery distilled liquor (old cbero. 
•• water ") 

cito, » 

to the coat (Whalley) . 

Pickt-katch, disreputable quarter o 

Piece, person, used for woman or girl, a 
gold Sin worth in jooson s time aos. or 

0. EIGHT. Spanish coin: piastr, 
equal to eight reals 

foot), court held at faire to 
justice to Itinerant vendors and 1 '“?^ 

PiIcheh. term of contempt; o”*^^*"* 

a buff or leather jerkin, as did th, ser 
jeonts of the counter; a pilferer 
Piled, pilled, peeled, bald 
Pill’d. poUed, fleeced 
Pimlico, ' sometimes spoken of w s 
-p«haps master of a bouse famous (01 

a particular ale " (Giflord) 

Pine, afflict. disUcss « cat in 

PiSK. stab with a weapon; pierce or cai m 

scaUops for ornament 
PiNHACE. a go between to infamous sense 

PiiwiET,*gold coin, worth 
IMCH. height of a bird of prey s flight 
Plague, punishment, torment 
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Umoit 

Plain ionc, simple melody 
Plaisb, plaice 

Planet^ ** struck vvith a — rlanets were 
supp<»^ to have powm oi blasting or 
ezerdsiDg secret influences 
Plausiblx, pleasin| 

PtAustBLY^ approvingly 
Plot, plan 

Ply, apply oneself to 
PoEstB, p^y, motto inside a ring 
Point in iita dbvick, exact in every 
particular 

Points, tagged laces or cords for fastening 
the breeches to the doublet 
PoiNT*TRuaS8R, One who trussed (tied) his 
master's Mints (e.o.) 

PoiiB, weigD, balance 

PoKiMG'iTicic, stick used for setting the 
plaits of ruffs 
Politic, politician 

Politic, judicious, p^deot, political 
PotiTtciAH, plotter, intriguer 
Poll, strip, plunder, gain by extortion 
Pomander, ball of p^fume, worn or bung 
about the person to prevent infection, or 
for foppery 

PoMMADO, vaulting on a horse without the 
aid of stirrups 
Pontic, sour 

Popular, vulgar, of the populace 
Populous, numerous 
Port, gate; print oi a deer's foot 
Port, transport 

PoRTACUB, Portuguese gold coin, worth 
over ^3 or /e 

Portcullis, '* — of coin," some M coins 
have a portcullis stamped on their 
reverse (whaUey) 

PoRTBNT, marvel, prodi^: sinister omen 
Pcrtsntovs, prophesying evil, threaten- 
ing 

Porter, references appear " to allude to 
Parsons, the king's porter, who was • • . 
near seven feet high " (Whailey) 

Possess, inform, acquaint 
Post AND Pair, a game at cards 
Posy, motto. (5^ Poesie) 

PoTCK, poach 
PoULT-fOOT, club-foot 
Pounce, ^w, talon 
Practice, intrigue, concerted plot 
Practise, plot, conspire 
Pragmatic, an expeh, agent 
Pragmatic, officious, conceited, meddling 
Precedent, record of proceedings 
Precept, warrant, summons 
PRECtsiANfiSM), PuritaD(ism), preaseoeas 
Prefer, recommend 
Presence, presence ebambes 
Present(l^, immediateOy)* without 
delay: at the present time; actually 
Press, force into service 
pREST, ready 
Pretend, assert, aUege 
Prevent, anticipate 
Price, worth, excellence 
Prick, point, dot used in the writing of 
Uchem and other languages 
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Prick, prick out, mark off, select; trace, 
track; away," make off with speed 
Primero, game of carcb 
Princox, pert boy 

Print, " in — to the letter, exactly 
pRiSTiNATB, former 
Private, private interots 
Private, privy, intimate 
Froclivs, prone to 
Prodigious, monstrous, unnatural 
Prodigy, monster 
Produced, prolonged 
Profess, pretend 

Projection, the throwing of the ^ powder 
of projectiOQ " into the cnidble to turn 
the mdted metal into gold or silver 
Prolate, pronounce drawlingly 
Proper, of good appearance, handsome; 

own, particular 
Propbrites, stage necessaries 
Property, duty; tool 
Prorvupid, burst out 
Protest, vow, proclaim (an affected word 
of that time); formally declare non-pay- 
ment, etc., of bill oi exchange; 6g. 
failure of pcrmal credit, etc. 

Provant, soldier's allowance whence, of 
common make 
Provide, foresee 
Providencb, foresight, prudence 
Publication, making a thing public or 
common property (N.B.D.) 

PuCKfiST, puff-baU; insipid, insigniffcant, 
boasting fellow 
PuFF-wiNC, shoulder puff 
Puisne, judge of inferior rank, a junioi 
Pulchritude, beauty 
Pump, shoe 
> Pungent, piercing 
: PuKTO, point, hit 
PuRCEPT, precept, warrant 
Pure, ffne, capital, cxcelleal 
Purely. p^ecUv, utterly 
Purl, pleat or fmd of a ruff 
PuRSt-NST, net of which the mouth b 
drawn together with a string 
Pursuivant, state messenger who sum- 
moned the penocuted seminaries; war- 
rant officer 

Pursy, Pursiness, shortwlDded(ness) 

Put, make a push, exert yourself 
Put CPF, excuse, shift 
Put on, incite, encourage; pnMcd with, 
take in hand, try 

acksalver, quack 

AIKT, elegant, elaborated, tageixious, 
clever 
Quar, quarry 

Quarried, seised, or fed upon, as prey 
Quean, hussy, jade 
Queasy, hazardous, delicate 
QuEtx, IdQ, destroy 
WESt, request; inauiiT 
Question, decision by force of arms 
Questman, one appointed to make 
inquiry 

B, Quislin, quibble, quip 
cx, the living 
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Qot^dit, <iTLiddlty, le^ subtletf 
QuiRXr d^ver turn or trick 
Quit, requite, repay; acquit, abs^vei rid; 
forsake, leave 

Quitter* BO disease of bors« 

QcoOLiMO, codling 

Quoit, throw like a quoit, chuck 

Quote, take note, observe, write down 


Reverse, Rsverso, back -handed thrust, 
etc., in fencing 

Revise, reconsider a sentence 

Ukeum, spleen, caprice 

Ribibe, abusive term for an old woman 

Rid, destroy, do away with 

RirtiNC, raffling, dicing 

Ring, ** cracked within the—,” coins so 


Race, neck of muttoo or pork (Halliwell) 
Rare uf, cover over 
Raaif, rear, as a lion, etc. 

Rapt, carry away 
Rapt, enraptttrcd 
Rascal, young or inferior deer 
Rask, strike with a glancing oblique blow, 
as a boar with its tusk 
Ratbey, Gomaiixi, a famous highwayman 
Raven, devour 
Reach, understand 
Rial, regal 

Rebatu, ruft, lumea-down collar 
Rrctob, RncTtEiS, director, goveroor 
Reparove, confute 
INDUCE, bring back 
Reed, rede, counsel, advice 
Reel, run riot 

Repel, refute ^ . . 

Reporhaooes, disgraced or disbanded 

solJien 

Regiment, govenment 
Reg RAESt ON, return 

RsowLAii (■• Talc ol a Tub regular noun 

(quibble) (N.E.D.) , 

RiticioK, make — ol. ‘ make a poini oJ. 

KTuple of 
R«i.»h, savour 
Remnant, saap of quotation 
Remora, species of 6sh 
Render, depict, exhibit, show 
Repair, reinsute 
Repetition, redtal, narration 
Rerbmouse, bat 
Resiant, resident 

RsaiDENCf, sediment 

RiioLUTiON, judgment, dodsloo 

Resolve, inform; assiue; 

up one’s mind: dissolve; ‘ f*'-*' 

Sion, be convinced; relax, set at 

Reepbctivi, worthy ol respect, regardful, 

discriminative 

Respkctivelv, with reverence 
RsEPBCTLEfS, regardlcM 
Respire, exhale; inhale 
Responsible, correspondent 

^ one’s last stake (from game ol pnroerc.) 

RMTiv^^EETY. duU, inactiw 
RetcklessInees), recklessiness) 

Retire, cause to retire 

Hetricato. fencing icmi .nninc 

RtTRixvx, rediscovery Of 

RETURKi ventures sent abroad, lor in 

‘^Ule reJuT^f which so much money « 

RiwIbeIate, dissolve or blend by re- 
fleeted beat 


cracked were unht for curreocy 
Risse, nseo, rose 
Rtv&LLBD, wrinkled 
Roarer, swaggerer 
Rochet, flsb of the gurnet kind 
Rock, distafi 

RoooMONTADO, btaggadocio 
Rogue, vagrant, vagabond 
Rondel, “ a round mark io the sc4Me of a 
public-house" (Nares); roundel 
Rook, sbar^; fool, dupe 
RoSaree, similar to ratsbane 
Roe A SOLIS, a spiced spirituous bquor 
Roses, rosettes ^ . 

Round, " gentlemen of the — , orocert of 
inferior rank 

Round trunkb. trunk hose, short Jo^ 
breechs reaching almost or quite to the 
, knees 

Rouse, carouse, bumper 
Rover , arrow used for shooting at a random 
^ mark at uncertain diilaoce 
I RowLY POWLY, roly-poly 
I Rude. Rudeness, unpolished, rou|btftcs8j, 

, coarse(Dess) 

: Ruffle, flaunt, swagger 
! Rug, coarse frieze 
RuG GOwss, gown made of mg 
Rlsh, reference to rushes with which toe 
floors were then strewn ^ . ... 

Rt SHSE, one who strewed the floor with 

Rlssct, bonicspun doth of ncuUal <* 
reddi^-brown colour 


Sack, loose, flowing gowa 

Sadly, scnously, with gravity 
Sad( NESS), sober, serious(o«s) 

St.^ThS"! Waterinc*- r>a« Suney 
where criminals were crei-uico 
Sakbr, small piece 0 ! otdnsnce 
Salt, leap 
Salt, lascivious 
Sampiuchine, sweet marioram 

Saraband, a slow dance 

SaturkaU, began Dccemte i7 
Sauciness, presumption, insolence 
Saucy, bold, impudent, . 

bAUKA (Ut.), a gesture of 
Favour, perceive; gralily, pl“S®« “ 
uke of the naluie 
Say, sample 

disease „ , 

Scallion, shalot. fmafl ^ ,tn 

SCANOERBAC. •’ name l^JurM 
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Silenced BEETflitBff, misistirs, those ol 
the Church or NoucoalonnisU who bad 


romantic lito had Just beta traoslaied 
(Gifiorci) 

Scape, escape 
ScAP.AE, beetle 
ScARTOCCio, fold ol paper, cover, cartouch, 
cartridge 
Sconce, head 

Score, aim . ^ . 

Scot and lot, tax, contribution {formerly 
I parish assessment) 

ScoTOMY, duEmess in the head 
Scour, purge 
ScovRSE, deal, swap 
S^ATacES, disease ol horses 
ScEOYLE. mean, rascally fellow 
SetuPLE, doubt 

Seal, put hand to the pviog up of property 
or rights 

Sealed, stamped as genuine 
Seam-eent, ragged 
Seamiho lacls, insertion or edging 
Seae up, close by searing, buniiiig 
SsAECED, sifted 

Secret ART, able to keep a secret 

SicvLAJt, worldly, ordinary, commoopUce 

Secure, confident 

Seelie, happy, blest 

Sbieik, legal Urm: possession 

SuujtRY, lewd person 

SiMELABty, similarly 

SitfiMARr, a Romish priest educated m a 
fo^gn seminary 

SEHiSLLEg, insensible, without sense or (cel 
ing 

StNeiBLY, perceptibly 
Sensive, sensitive 

Sensual, pertaining to the physical or 
material 

Serekr, banoiul dew ol eTexung 
Sericon, red Uncture 
Servant, lover 

Seryu'es, doughty deeds ol arms 
Seetsece, Roman copper com 
Set, suk^ wager 
Set up, di^ 

StTE, deep plaits ol the run ^ 

Sewer, officer who 8 er>'ed up the feast, and 
brought water for the bands ot the 
g'icats , 

Shape, a suit by way of disguise 
Ship?, fraud, dodge 
SttiTTKR, cheat .... 

SuiTTLi, shutUe; " shittie-cock,*' shuttle- 
cock 

Shot, Uvem reckoning . . , ^ 

Shot-cloo, one only tolerated because he 
paid the shot (reckoning) for the rest 
Sbot-eme, scot-free, not having to pay 
Shovi-oroat, low kind of gambUng amuse* 
meat, ptf haps eomewbat of the aaturt of 
pitch and toss 
SnoT-eKARES, drawers 
^RRWD, mischievous, malicious, oust 
Shrewdly, keenly, in a high degree 
Shrxve, sberifl; posts were set up before 
his door for prodamatioaa, or to indicate 
hli residence 

Sreovino, Shrovetide, season of memment 
ScooLA, mark 


been siienoed, deprived, etc. 

Silly, simple, harmless 
Simple, silly, witless; plain, true 
Simpler, herbs 

ScKCLB, term of chase, signifying when the 
hunted stag is separated from the herd, or 
forced to break covert 
Sinclb, weak, silly 
SiKOLB-MOKEY, Small cbaoge 
SiNCVLAR, unioue, supreme 
Si QUii, bin, aavertUement 
Sesldrixc, getting money under taL<a 
pretences; iwindUng 
Skill, it — s not,*' matters not 
SKtNK(eE), pour, draw(er), tapster 
Seirt, tau 
Sleek, smooth 

Slice, fire shovel or pan (diaJ.) 

Slick, sleek, smooth 

*SiiD, 'Slight, ’Speecioue, irreverent oaths 
Slight, sleight, cunning, devemess; trick 
Slip, counterfeit coin, bastard 
Slippery, p'^lisbed and shining 
Slops, large loose breeches 
Slot, print of a stag's foot 
Slur, put a slur on; cheat (by sliding a dls 
in some way) 

Smelt, gull, sunpleton 
Skorlr, ** perhaps snarl, as Puppy is ad- 
dressed ** (Cunningham) 

SsOTTEBll, filth 

Shupp, anger, rcseotment; "take In 
t^e offence at 

Snupfeke, small open silver dishes for hold- 
ing snuff, or receptade for placing 
snufien in (HalliweiJ) 

Sock, shoe worn by comk actors 
Sod, seethe 
Soggy, soaked, sodden 
Soil, take said ot a banted stag when 
be takes to tne water for safety 
Sol, sou 

SOLDADOEE, SOldicn 
SouciT, rouse, exdte to acUco 
Sooth, flattay, cajolery 
Soothe, flatter, humour 
SoPHiETicATE, adulterate 
Sort, company, party; rank, degree 
Sort, suit, fit; select 
SouBE, ear 

Soured ("Devil is an Ass")> read 
" lou’t,'' which Dyce intecpreti as " a 
variety of the speUlig of ; to thu is 
to scare a bird away," {$44 his 
P- 350) 

SowTER, cobbler 

Spacyrica, chemlstrr according to the 
teaduRgs of ParacelsoR 
Spar, bar 

Speak, make knows, prodatm 
SpicuLATtoR, power of sight 
Sped, to have lared well, prospered 
Spebce, spedes 
Spight, anger, rancour 
Spin HER, spider 
SriNRTRY. lewd dciem 
Spittle, nospUal, Uxar^hoose 
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SFLttK, considered the seat of the emotioos 
SrLB£if, caphce» hamour, mood 
SpituHT» spruce 
SfomGS» foam 

goid coin worth 

Squibs, square, measure; by the — , 
exactly 

Stagcbrjko, wavering, hesitating 
Stain, disparagement, disgrace 
Stale, decoy, or cover, stalking-horse 
Stalx, make cheap, common 
Stalk, approach stealthOy or under cover 
Stall, forestall 
Standard, suit 
Staple, market, emperrum 
Stark, dowtkTigbt 
SrARTiNc-uoLiiS, loopholcs oi escape 
State, dignity; canopied chair of stale; 

estate . , 

Statu NiHATt, support vm« by pedes or 
stakes; usrf by Pliny (Gifford) 

Stay, gag 

Stay, await; detain 
Stickler, second or ompire 
SncitATitE, mark, brand 
Stsll, ooatinual(ly), cOQsUnt(ly) 

Stinkard, stinking fellow 
Stint, stop 
SnPTic, astringent 
SrocCATA, thnist m f«nmg 
Stock puk, salted and dned fun 
SioHACH, pndc, valour 
Stoisach, resent 
Stoop, swoop down as a haw* 

Stop, fill, siufl 
Stopple, stopper 
Stotk, stoat, weasel 
Sroup, stoop, swoop=Dow 

SrotNOENESS, distance of 

StMlCHTE. 0« 

alleys and courts in the Strand 
SiSuTniuh. Grau in Hungaiy. taken from 

the Ttirks in i597 . , 

Srmia. balance (account^ 

StRlKCHALT, dlS^ Ot boW 
Stroker, smoother, 

dishevelled bead of ban 
C Sin; smooth. «.ft 

InmuM connected With loose hvu^ 

iSccuB*. demons in f^ of women 
Sue*, extract mon^ from 

bottom up when 
Sum smtouE, ov«-sOTpulous 

Sotplx, to make pliant 


SuRBATt, make sore with walking 
Surcease, cease 

SvR-REVERENXB, save your reverence 
SuRvisK, peruse 
SusciTABiLiTY, excitability 
Suspect, suspicion 
Suspend, suspect 

Suspended, held over for the present 
Sutler, viciualler 
SwAD, clown, boor 
Swath bands, swaddling dothes 
Swings, beat 


Taberd, emblaioned mantle or tunic worn 
by knights and heralds 
Table(s), “ pair of — UbleU, note-book 
Tabor, small drum 

Tabret, tabor ,, 

TxPPETA.silk; “tuft-taffela/'amorecosUy 
silken fabhe 

Taint, ^ a stafl ” break a lance at tilting 
in an unscientific or dishonourable 
manner 
Take in, capture, subdue 
Take me with you, let me understand 

you 

Take up, obtain on credit, borrow 
Talent, sum or weight of Greek currency 

Tall, stout, brave . 

Tankard-bearebs, men employed to fetch 

water from the conduits 
Tarleton, celebrated comedian and )»ter 
Tartarovs, like a Tartar „ 

Tavern-token, ‘*to swJJow a — , 
dnmk 
Teu., count 
Teu.-t*ot«, truth-telle 

Temper, modify, $oIt« 

TENDER, rfiow regard, care for chensh. 
maoilest 

Tent, " take take 
Terse, swept end ponsned , 

Tkrtia ** ^at portion of an army levi^ 
out of one particular district or division 
of a country (Giflord) 

TtSTON, tester, coin R-orth 6d. 
TiriRDBOROvoH, coostable 
Thread, i^uality 

Threavxs, droves miTcnl 

Three farthincs, piece of sflxer cun 

under Ehrabelh ^ ... 

ThrbE'PILED, of finest quality, H 

gcrated 

TiiRiprav, carefully 

Thrums, ends of the weaver^s warp. 

Ti«^J2”B.R.Nt' &iar spirits were supposed 
of'lSng canfed about m vanous 

ornaments or parts of dr« 

TinictMK player on the Ubia, or pipe 
Sci T^icygame similar to backgamme 

bto^ter/al thiogs; an imparted char 
acteristic or tendency 
TiNK, tinkle 
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Titnt. “ turn — .•* change behaviour or 
my of hit 

Tipstaff^ stafl tipped with meta) 

TiRC, head-dress ^ ^ ^ 

Tire, feed ravenously, like a bird of prey 
Tittliation, that woich tickles the senses, 
as a perfume 
Too, fox 

ToiUEO, worn out, harassed , , . . 

Token, piece of base metal used in place of 
very small coin, when this was scarce 
Tonkeu, nostrils 

Toe. parlfb — large top kept in visages 
for amusement and exercise in tr«ty 
weather when people were out of work 
Totbr, tooter, player on a wind instrument 
TousB, pull, rend 

Toward, docile, apt; on the way to; as 
regards; present, at band 
Toy, whim; trick; term of contempt 
Tract, attraction 
Train, allure, entice 
Transitory, transmittable 
Translate, transform ^ . 

Tray trif. game at dice (success depended 
on throwing a three) (Nares) 

Treackovr (Trecubr), traitor 
Trebn, wooden 

Trencher, s«rving*man who carved or 
ser%*ed food , ^ . 

TrendlB'Tail, trundle-tail, curly-^ed 
Trick (Tricking), term of heraldry; to 
dnw outline of coat of arms, etc., with- 
out blazoning 

Trig, a spruce, dandided man 
Trill, tnckle ^ 

Trillisue, tripe, any worthless, trifling 
thing 

Trifoly, ** come from — able to p«- 
form feats of agility, a '* jest rotmnal, 
(lepesiding on the flist part of toe word 
(Giflord) 

Trite, worn, shabby 
Trivia, three faced goddess (Hecate) 
Tro;an, familiar term for an equal or 
inferior; thief 
Troll, sing loudly 
Trouf, trump, deceive 
Trope, figure of speech 
Trow, ihmk. believe, wonder 
Trowlx, troll 

Troweej, breeches, drawers 
Truchman, interpreter 
Trundle, John, well-known printer 
Trundle, roll, go rolling along 
Trundling cubati, term among gipsies 
and beggars for carts or coaches (Gmord) 
Trunk, speaking-tube 
Tauss, tie the tagged laces that fastened 
the breeches to the doublet 
TuatciKX, trumpeter 

Tucket (Ital. foccaic), introductory flourish 
on the trumpet 
Tuition, guaroianship 
Tumbler, a particular kind of dog so called 
from ^e mode of his hunting 
Tumbrel-elof, loose, baggy breeches 
Turd, excrement 

Tusk, gnash the teeth {Ctnlury Did.) 
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Twire, peep, twinkle 
Twofbnny room, gallery 
ITRINC-Koutt, attiring room 

ULBNapiBCBL. Se 4 Howloglass 
Uubratile, like or pertaining to a shadow 
Umbre, brown dye 
Unbated, unabated 
Unbored, (?) excessively bored 
Uncarnatk, not fleshly, or of flesh 
Uncouth, strange, unusual 
Undertaker, “one who undertook by bis 
influence in the House of Commons io 
carry things agreeably to his Majesty’s 
wishes” (Wb^ey); one who becomes 
surety for 
Unequal, uniust 

Ukexcefted, no obiectioo taken at 
Unfsarbl, unaflrigbted 
Unkaffily, unfortunately 
Ukicorn'b horn, supposed antidote to 
poison 

UnkindIly), unnaturalrty) 

Unmanned, untamed (tenn in falconry) 
Uhquit, undischarged 
Unready, undressed 
Unrude, rude to an extreme 
Uneeaeonsd, unseasonable, unripe 
Uneeeled, a hawk's eyes were “seeled '* 
by sewing the eyelids together with flne 
thread 

Untimely, unseasonably 
Un valuable, invaluable 
Ufbraid, make a matter of reproach 
Ufbce, heavy kind of Dutch beer (Haili- 
^ell): “ Dutch," in the Dutch fashion 
Uptailb alb, refrain of a popular song 
Urge, allege as accomplice, instigator 
Urbhin, Urchin, hedgehog 
Use, interest on money; part of sermon 
dealing with the practical application of 
doctrine 

Use, be io the habit of, accustomed to; 

put out to interest 
Ubquebavgh, whisky 
UauRE, usury 

Utter, put in circulation, make to pass 
cumot: put forth for sale 

Vail, bow, do hom^e 
Vailb, tips, gratuities 
Vall. Su Vail 

Vallieb (Fr. voiis^), portmanteau, bag 
VAPOUR(t) (n. and v.), used aflcctedly. like 
" humour," in many senses, often very 
vaguely, and freely ridiculed by Jonson; 
humour, disposition, whims, brag(giog}, 
hector(iAg), etc. 

Varlet, bailifl, or serjeant-at-mace 
Vaut, vault 
Veer (naat.), pay out 
Vegetal, vegetable; person full of life and 
vigour 

Vbllvtk, velvet 

Velvet custard. CL " Taming of the 
Shrew/’ iv. 3, 83, "custard coSLn," 
coSo being the raised oust over a pie 
Vent, vend, sell; give outlet to; scent 
rnuJff up 


642 


Ben Jonson^s Plays 


Vbmvs, bout (farcin; t«nn) < 

Vebduoo (Span.)* hangrtnao, eimitioner | 
VenoB, '' in the — within a certain dis- \ 
tance of the court 1 

Vex, a^tate. torment 
Vice, Uie buffoon of old moralities; some 
kind of machinery for moving a puppet 
(Gifford) 

ViB AND Rene, to barard a certain sum, 
and to cover it with a larger one 
ViKCBHT AGAINST YoRX, two hcralds^at* 
arms 

ViHDiCATE, avenge 
ViROf, wand, rod 
Virginal, old form of piano 
Virtue, valour 

VfviLY, in lifelike manner, livetily 
VuARD. mask 
Vogue, rumour, gossip 
Voice, vote 
Void, leave, quit 
VotARY, cage, aviary 

Volley, “at — “o* the votte” at 
random (from a term of tennis) 

VoRLOfTE, furlough 

Wadlob, keeper of the Devil Tavern, where 
J 00500 and bis friends met in the Apollo 
room (VVhalley) 

Waichts, waits, night musicians, band 
oi musical watchmen “ (Webster), or oM 
form of “ bautboys ** 

Wannion, “vengeance;* “plague ** (Nares) 

Ward, a famous pirate 

Ward, guard in fencing 

Watchbt, pale, sky blue 

Wbal, welfare 

Wbed, garment 

Wbft, waif „ . 

Weiciits, “to the gold — to every 
minute particular 
Wblicin, sky 

Wexx fPOKiN, of fair speech 


WELt*TORKiD, turned and polished, as on s 
wheel 

Wf.lt, hem, bordo of fur 
Wh£r, whether 

WKumoNB, Georcb. an author who lived 
1544 0 ) to 1587 (?) 

Whiff, a smoke, or drink; “taldo” the 
— inhaling the tobacco smoke or sotz» 
such accomplishment 
WHioa-HiES, neJehings, whlooyings 
Wkimsv, whim, “ humour “ 

Wkisilinc, (?) whining, weakly 
Whit, (?) a mere jot 
Whitshbat, food made of milk or eggs 
Wicked, bad, clumsy 
Wicker, pliant, ag^e 
Wilding, esp. fruit of wild apple or crab 
tree (>Vebstcr} 

WiNt, “ 1 have the — for you/’ Pro?.: I 
have the perquisites (of the o£ce} which 
vou arc to share (Cunningham) 

WiNNY, “ same as old word wonru, to stay, 
etc.“ (Whalley) 

WiSE WOKAN. fortune- teller 

• Wish, recommend 

^ Wise (WussEl. •• I — certainly, of a truth 
Without, beyond 
1 Witty, cunning, ingenious, clever 
^ Wood, collection, lot 
^ Woodcock, term of contempt 
I WooUACK (“ — pies name of tavero 
' Wort, unfermented beer 
Wou.NDY, great, extreme 
Wreak, revenge 
i Wrought, wrought upon 
I WusSB, interjection. {Su Wlss) 

* 

: YbaklikCi lamb, kid 

Zany, an inferior clown, who attend^ 
upon the chief fool and mimicked lus 
I tricks 





